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T HE Longest Day was creeping slowly to its close. It was hot, very hot. Cool garments and cooling drinks were impera- 
tively the order of the time. Motion was out of the question. Perspiration and meditation reigned supreme. 

Under the shade of his own vine and fig-tree, over the coolest of cups, in the airiest of zephyrs, sat Me. Punch, with 
his feet on the refrigerator from which he had been extracting the crystalline lumps which bobbed refreshingly, amidst the 
green leaves and blue blossoms of the fragrant borage, on the waves of the cool Moselle. There he reclined, in the summer 
stillness, thinking, for more coolness, of the Pole and our gallant Explorers, who, by this time, must have taken a long 
leave of Cape Farewell. 

Already they must be within the Arctic Circle. Before this, probably, they have replenished their bunkers, and shipped 
their dogs, at Disco. Dogs ! — who knows? Ere now, perhaps, they maybe beset by the formidable M pack ” en masse , 
gathering and growling and showing sharp, jagged teeth under the stems of the daring Islanders who have dared to invade 
that solitary realm. Even now they may be sighting the “ Devil’s Thumb,” protruded ominously to warn all comers off his 
ice-preserves in Melville Bay. 

Punch quaffed his cup to their success, and wished himself, for the moment, in their cooler quarters. 

“Yes,” he murmured, “it is a noble achievement to break into that charmed circle where sits enthroned — for the 
winning of some Thomas Carlyle of the Future — his oft-invoked favourite, The Everlasting Silence. 

4 4 ‘ The Everlasting Silence * ! Can she be a Woman, by the way, as I have limned her ? And if she is, how tired she 
must be of herself! How fain, methinks, to fling herself into the arms of the gallant mariners who come to- break her — and 
substitute the silvern speech for her pale and frosted gold ! 

“ But what a realm is hers — with what mysteries she has been entrusted, no doubt, as a reward for holding her tongue ! 

“There, at her frost-fettered feet,” Punch said, as Mauby said before him, “icebergs are framed and glaciers launched ; 
there the tides have their cradle and their grave, the whales their nursery ; there the winds complete their circuits, and the 
currents of the sea their round in the wonderful system of oceanic circulation ; there the Aurora is lighted up, and the 
trembling needle brought to rest. There are the Pole of the Winds, and the Poles of Cold ; the Pole of the Earth and the 
Magnet. It is a great treasure-house of mysteries, and the desire to explore its secret chambers has grown into a longing. 
It is no feverish excitement, no vain ambition, that leads men there. It is a higher feeling, a holier motive, — a desire to look 
into the works of Creation, to comprehend the economy of our planet, and to grow wiser and better by the knowledge ! ” 










PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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Before Punch got to this point he had passed from the realms of speech into the kingdom which King Somnus and 
Queen Silence share between them — and lo ! he 'was alone — alone — 

“The first 
That ever hurst 
Into that silent sea ! ” 

It was a case of ice, as Loed Dufferin’s Valet observed to his Lordship aboard his yacht off Jan Mayen, — “ ice all 
around.” 

Punch had outstripped the Alert and the Discovery. Hugging his new Volume to his breast, as the best of all life- 
preservers, a source of perennial light and heat, more sustaining than pemmican, more defiant of chill than three-piled duffle, 
he had urged his way, gallantly, across pack and hummock, over berg and floe. And now he was There. But Where ? 
Latitude and Longitude had ceased to be. If Time and Space were at all, it was as much as they were. 

The Midnight Sun burned red on the horizon ; the distant howl of the Great Bear, which had long been distinctly 
audible, was now deafening. 

Punch stood, at last, where never living man had stood before — face to face with the Pole ! 

He did not feel giddy, not even dizzy — only calm. He was not cold — only cool. The fact is, he was at home in that 
proud position, on the apex of the round World (if anything so nearly round can he said to have an apex) — with the Globe at 
his feet ! 

He looked superbly around ! 

What is that white mass gathered at the base of the spindle on which our Earth revolves ? An iceberg ? No, — a 
sweet though snow-clad, and, presumably, snow-cold creature, gracefully enwrapped in a mantle of frozen drift, under a veil 
fringed with crystalline icicles, half hiding, half revealing her coy loveliness ! 

Yes ! it is the Polar Queen — the Lady of the Everlasting Silence — the Ice Maiden that hath waited to he won from 
creation till now. 

Gracefully advancing, Punch kneeled before her. There came a voice from behind the veil — 

“ My Deliverer ! At last ! 0 how have I waited and longed for thee ! But, first, thy credentials.” 

Punch laid at her feet 

VOLUME SIXTY-EIGHT. 

She seized it eagerly— tore open its pages — and a roar as of many pent-up water-floods let loose of a sudden shook 
the Seven Stars, and made the beams of her Auroral Crown shoot wildly to the zenith. It was the breaking up, and down, of 
The Everlasting Silence, under the laughter-compelling spell of Punch ! 

“Come to my heart !* she murmured — and suddenly Punch felt a rushing chill as of an avalanche, yet pervaded by a 
delicious perfume, oversweep his frame — 

He had knocked over his tankard, and was wet through with the Moselle-Cup. 

But he knew that his Volume was in the hands of Her Polar Majesty, and was happy ! 
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AFFECTION'S OFFERING. 
From our Uncles and Aunts 
we indulge expectations; 

They must, sooner or later, 
leave money behind 
Many happy now years to 
our rich old relations : 

Though we hope in their 
wills that they 'vo borne 
us in mind. 


SOOTHSAYING FOR 
SAILORS. 

Augury from fowls of air 
Back to Tuscan graraarye 
dates. 

Birds in February pair : 

Now then. Skippers, choose 
your Mates. 


Their Natural Protec- 
tors — • Wliatcvor changes 
may be made m the Munici- 
pal Government of London, 
it is well undersfoodthat the 
Commissioners of Sowers will 
continue to look after the 
interests of those industrious 
persons who depend upon 
Sewing Machines for their 
support. 

Advice to Girls. —If you 
wish to appear to advan- 
tage, make a speech at the 
Social Science Congress on 
behalf of Women’s Rights 
EvcrybodyadmirestheCheek 
of Beauty. 




NURSERY RHYMES FOR 
THE TIMES. 

When Education 

Has so impiovod tbo Nation 

That every child is rather 

More wise than its father. 

Baby’s Alphabet. 

ABC Baby learns at Three 
weeks ; 

I) E F at Six, when he speaks ; 

G H I at a Month, when he 
talks ; 

J K L at Two, whenhe walks ; 

M N 0 at Four, when ho runs ; 

P Q R at Six, whenhe puns ; 

8 T U at Eight, when he 
teaches ; 

V W X at Ten, when he 
preaches ; 

Y Z at T welvc , when the scope 
of his knowledge is 

As wide as the whole wide 
round of the Ologies. 






Infallible Prediction — 
St. Valentine’s Day in 1S75 
falling _ on a Sunday, St 
Valentine will consequently 
have two days ; one day for 
the recipients of Valentines 
in the Country on Sunday 
moi ning, and another on the 
following Moudav for those 
who will get them in Town. 
Extra woik for Postmen m 
the rural districts on Sunday, 
and great outcry among the 
Sabbatarians. 

A Great Will Case — 
Speaking about the Will of a 
gentleman recently dead, a 
Lawyer asked an lush Gar- 
dener, “if he knew the late 
testator?" Pat thought for 
a few seconds, and then re- 
plied, “ Sure, Sorr, the ear- 
liest tater is the Rose tater ; 
but the last I planted t’ other 
day was the latest tater ” 
He evidently understood the 
subject. 


January xxxi Days. | | February xxviii D ays I 


I F |«.*.8h8m 17IS |2 Aaf.Kp.j- 


3S 3 & af.Chr 19 Tu W«tt b. 
4 M bourne 20 W Ftbmn 
6 T, RtdoUky 4 21 Tli Agnei 

C W DO V Vi. « 


[ {Hilary T.el lfijM 18. L«ri» 


■Hand. 2 Tu Sr71i.40m lfclTu Burke 


3 W S.t. 4h 50m l 7 W SmhttWk 

4 Tli B. C«lpi 18 Tli Luther d 
6F Galv*m a. 19 F Copermc b 


7 Tl. Fenrion 1 28 S fWm.Pitt d 

8 F Pr. A- V. b. 21 S Septung. S 

9 8 NeWtfa 2SM Burnt b. 


7 S Qulnq. Sn. 21|S |2S.inL*nt| 

8 M |Hf. QrDHy [22 M Fergmon d| 


- Tu 8hrove ’I u |23 TufelrJ Rey.d 


NURSERY RHYME FOR 
THE TIME. 

Bye, Baby Bunting, 

Daddy ’s gone a-bunting 
On the Stock Exchange, to 
catch 

Some one who is not his 
match ; 

If he has luck, 

As well as pluck, 
a coach he ’ll very likely win 
To ride his Baby Bunting in. 


1 1 M Hilary T. b. 27 W Cult cnpit 1 1 Tli He starters d !Sfi Tb Cl> Wrm d 

12 Tu Lnw d. 28 Tb Pretcott * 18 K C«llm, d 2d F T Moore d 

13 W CHnuLTA 28 F kich<edU 13 S Csffir war e [27 9 [J Tenniel 

Id Th Oif.LT. UlteO 8 Clitt I.bhd S 1 S. m Lent 128 S 3SUnLent 

15 F Orrini plot 31 S Sex«g. So. 

16 S B. Corunna, b 


1 16(9 IB. Corunna ® I | 

AQUARIUS, 


A Safe Precaution —No 
boating party should be with- 
out a Lawyer. In case of 
accident, he is the man for 
ba(i)ling out the water. 



THE BAILWAY CLASSES. 


First Passenger (affable Parson, who ahoays travels Third Class). ** 0 yes, I’ve noticed lately a great many Respectable People in these Carriages.” 

Second Passenger. “Yes, Sir; so many people yer see. Sir, whose position in Society ain’t so well defined as yours an’ mine are, can’t afford to travel Third 
Class without loss o’ Respectability I ’’ 
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PROGNOSTICS OP 
SPRING. 

In March tlio Violot’s dark 
blue 

Suggests the chance of Ox- 
ford’s crew 

And ho who casts aloft his 
eye 

Roads that of Cambridge m 
the Sky ; 

Provided always that is clear, 
So that its azure doth appear. 

Two Things at Once.— 
Tho Barber who shaves a 
Friend may be said at the 
same time to be scraping an 
acquaintance. 

NURSERY RHYME FOR 
THE TIME. 

Bah ! bah ! Blackshaep, 

What are you about?— 
Bringing seanddl on your 
kind 

By being found out ! 

Dressed in a white fleece, 

All you had to do 
Was to mind yourblackfleece 
Did not show through. 

Folks that get found out, 
Prove thereby they 're bite ; 
Bah ! bah ' Blacksheep, 

You deserve your fate. 

Signs of the Season.— 
Towards the end of April 
the Swallow and Cuckoo 
make their appearance, and, 
according to the old song, 
simultaneously with the song 
of the latter bird the Deer 
“verteth ” It may or may 
not be that other bucks will 
s 'vert also. 

£1 Is.— Of all men Doctors 
and Lawyers ought to take 
the most interest m the Fairy 
Queen— id Heine des Fies. 


THE GOURMAND’S MONTHLY MENU. 
January. 

Now aie in season all the game 
That haunted Noah’s Ark : 

The fragrant truffle for the same, 

And— sweet, if small— the lark ! 
February 

No matter upon what one dines 
In such a month as this is, 

Whose bill of fare (St Valentine’s) 

Is bread and cheese and kisses. 

March 

This is the month when hares grow mad 
For no apparent reason : 

But yet the gourmand may be glad, 
There’s sparraw-gias3 m season. 

April. 

Lamb, mint, green peas, fine tastes to win, 
This month’s mdnu purvey. 

Its first should bring the white-bait in, 

As its last brings in May. 

Mat. 

Now come the trout, the quails, the 
flowers. 

And all the world's bucolic : 

0 may there come no lingering showers 
To spoil our Derby frolic ! 

J UNE, 

0 joyous June 1 thou month so nice, 

We’ll see the emerald grass cur, 

And tempt red lips with strawberry ice, 
Upon the lawns of Ascot. 

July. 

“Neath greenest trees Punch seeks to shun 
His fnend Apollo’s anger. 

While Judy ices Badminton 
To cheer him in his languor. 

August. 

Hail to the grouse L The session ends , 
’Tis gammon all, and spinach 
What day will Dizzy treat his fnends. 

To large white-bait at Greenwich ? 
September. 

Even as the partridge reaches us, 

The weather oft grows moistcr : 

But wherefore grieve that “this is thus" 
While the month brings the oyster ? 
October. 

| 0 russet month of bright decay ! 

If fine, thou’rt not unpleasant : 

Too oft thr skies are misty-giey 
But thou bring'st “cock’’andpneasanfc. 
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March xxxi Days. 1 Apr il xxx ] 


1 M St D«v.d 1?|W St. Patrick 
S Tw S » till 46a IS 11« F» l>. 

3 W S.»Sh.41m 19 F Cam LT« 

4 1 1 Someri h. 20 d Oxf L 1 e 

5 F Arne d 91 j* 1‘alm him 
6d DuMamler 98.M KmpGerh 

7 S 23 1 u Nht O.l f 

8M Will III A |S4 W Q.Elu d. 

9 T 11 Cobhctt b. 26 Tb l.Hdj X)«.y 
lit \V -duller b 96 F Goml Fml 

linOstnnd 27 s Jhjumi I, A 

lgF Or. gory 28 S Uniter Sun. 

13 S T»lfwi'dd 29 M KuMerMon. 

1 4 S 5S, niLcni SOTubieil 

1 ,<i iM Muaingril 31 W OxtEl.b 
16 Ti. Di.K.iitd I >| 


I lit Sr fill 39m 16 
2F Ciint.K.1 l> 17 

3 b S »Wi34ml lb 

4 S L< , " r bund | 1 1 
5M It Eu lies d ;U(; 
bin Or.lliiBh, d >!li 
HVftl cop h 22 
8 1 li B Si.vomi * 
9 P Opie d. 24 

10 S Bullitt b. -’6 

11 S SbHf.U*. P 

1 2 M Yoiinff d. -’7 
18 T 11 HnnUeld. p 

14 W Pn.Hutr.bipj 

15 ’lli En.tT.beg >0 


S d S f f Kin 
M J Jeffries d 
1 11 Niip III b. 
VV Bp Heber U 
lh Dy 14812m 

\f -11 (.form 

S D Defoe d. 
S 4S nlEwt. 
M Evr.Cooted 
I'n Gibbon b. 

W 11. 1 o'ir« 

1 1. Ewp.Rus.b. 
k Uuyanl d. 


SONGS IN SEASON. 
’Mid April’s showers the fea- 
thered songsters gush. 
More wet foreboding sings 
the Missel-thrush ; 

No bird of passage, as his 
name suggests 
The Rooks keep cawing from 
their lofty nests. 

The Chiff-chaff and the Chaf- 
finch have begun, 

In different styles of song, to 
poke their fun. 

New Regulation.— At all 
futuie Horse Shows, out of 
deference to the feelings of 
a large and influential section 
of society, “duns” will be 
excluded. 

NURSERY RHYjtfE FOR 
THE TIME 
Pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake, 
Ma’am, if you can ; 

If you want pastry, 

There' 's no other plan. 

You can’t expect Cook 
To make pastry, when she 
Is working to pass 
For anM.A. degree. 


The Festival of All 
Fools.— It is proposed to 
celebrate the Fust of April 
by a United Demonstration 
on the part of the various 
Societies for minding other 
people’s business, and pio- 
moting fudge. Tho United 
Kingdom Alliance, the Good 
Templars, me Anti-Tobacco 
Society, the British National 
Association of Spiritualists, 
and a great many frequenters 
of the Social Science Con- 
gress are invited to assemble 
in their thousands in honour 
of the day, and vociferate at 
the Crystal Palace. 



THE SWELL’S STORY. 

Little fforriblow (of theWXTYC, who had hem to Norway in Us Yacht) “ It blew a 
Hurricane, Ladies, from the Sou’-West ! Sea mountains high ! But, ushed to the 
Mast, I seized the helm, and broached her to beautifully, and away she flfw 
before the wind down the North Sea, and brought up here Last Night at Six 
Bells all standing J ” 


Reynard for hounds oft proves a match. 
The sly brown-coatcil sinner 1 
Ride straight, one thing you’re sure to 
catch— 

An appetite for dinner. 

> December 

King Christmas comes, too well we know 
His true bilK, and sham laughter , 
Turkey, plum-duff, mince-pics— ami, 0! 
The indigestion after ! 


CLAIRVOYANT CHRONOLOGY. 

1875 Act passed for the benefit of 
brutes who beat tlieii Wives 

1876. A marked deciease is noted in 
the noble sport of Wife beating, owing to 
the civilising influence of the Cat. 

1880. Staitlmg discovery of a foot- 
warmer, furnished giatis by the Com- 
pany, m an English Third-class Carnage 

1882. Panitmg of our now Law Courts, 
and costly whitewashing of the f.i9ade of 
our noble National Gallery. 

1883. Consequent inciease of a penny 
in our Income Tax. 

18S5 Amendment of the Education 
Act, and gencial establishment of good 
Free Schools of Cookery. 

1890. Temple Bar tumbles down, and 
is then put up to auction, and pui chased 
for addition to the Waxwork Show m 
Baker Street 

'1898. The decoration of St. Paul’s is 
perfected, and grumbled at. 

1900. Mr. Punch delights the world 
with the Sixtieth of his Almanacks. 


Tenderness for the Brute Creation 
—A good old English squire and M.F.H., 
having happened to read Colf.ri-dge's 
Ancient Manner , said if anyone got bur- 
dened with a guilty conscience by only 
shooting an Albatross, what remorse 
must perpetually prey upon the man who 
has shot a Fox! 

Aberration of Intellect —A Member 
of the Ant i-Tobacco Association, who is 
also a Good Templar, making a speech, 
said, in an exacerbation of insanity, that 
Tobacco might begin with T, but was it 
not, in almost all cases, accompanied 
with intoxicating liquor? 

Riddle for the Stck-Room.— When is 
a cake like an invalid ? 

When it is Seedy. 
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POETRY OP THE 
PLANETS. 

Voices of tlio Stars for May 
Things of Emperor William 
-say, 

Austria’s Kaiser, and tlie 
Pope ; ( 

But speak neitliS£*fear nor 
hope 

As to the picdestined horse 
That's to win the Derby 
course * 

Sad— to guide Turf fears and 
hopes. 

Horses have no horoscopes l 

Merry IVTay Meetings — 
The vanou. _ Temperance So- 
cieties raebt ill Exeter Hall, 
and St James’s. They re- 
solve upon the adoption of 
a new formuof Pledge— to 
abstain fro® all manner of 
Beer and ^pipirits, and to 
drink none whatever except 
dry Wnios. 

NURSERY RHYME FOR 
K THE TIME 
Dickory Dicicory Dock 
O f old ships had a stock, 

With rotten boams 
And ill-corked seams, 

Had Dickory Dickory Dock. 

Dickory Dickory Dock 
Selected from his stock 
The worst that he 
Qould send to sea 
Insured, did Dickory Docifl 

Dickory Dickory Dock 
Felt quite a pleasant shock 
When ships and men " 
Were lost, for t&an ^ 
He gamed, did Dickory,, 
Dock. pi 

Dickory Dickory Dock 
Throve vastly on his stock. 
Till, one fine day, 

In its sharp way, 

The Law tackled Dickory 
Dock. 




VJ&Y 


m 


'7i 







! m qihoiVV 


May zxxi Days 1 June xxx Days. 


] S S r.4h35m 17 M V 
£ S Hflsr»tion *. IS Tn S 

3 M b. i.7K 23nj 19 W E 

4 In String tkn 20 Tl. C 
fi W Ntm td. 21 W A 

6 Hi Aiccn. D 22 S T 

7 F Nap. LCsl 2S S T 
3 S Bust T «. 21 M Q 
9 S S kf Aicm. 25 Tu P 

19 M Dyl5lilfim 26 W A 

11 TuClimliamd 27 Hi L 

12 W J Bell h. 28 F 8 

13 Mi 0 May D. 29 3 C 
11 K Oxf E.T* 30 S 1 

15 S OxfTrT.li 81 M E 

16 S Whit Sun 


1 Tn 9 r 31. 51m 

2 W S t . fill 6 m . 
3 Tli PQWU.H 
IF B M>»nU 

. 5 8 Weber d 
«S 28n ef Tr 
7 M H Erlvun 
j 8 Tu D Jerrold d 
1 9 W Uiekene d. 

I 10 Tli Heiliberif 
1 1 F R. Rioon d 
: 12S Trio. T. «. 

13 S 3 Sn xf.Tr. 
, 11 M B. Naeeby 
I 15 Tu Meg Chert. 


16 W JWeUey b 

1 7 Tli St Alban 

18 F B. Waterloo 
19S B Wevree 
20S 4Sn af Tr 

21 M Dyl61i34m 

22 Tu B. Pered. 

23 W B Pitney 

24 111 Midemr. D 

25 F CnmETe. 

26 S Geo IV. d. 

27 S 5 Sn «f Tr 

28 M QuViclcr. 


SWEETS OF SUMMER. 

0 Strawberries and Cream 

Of the sweetest and richest 
quality, 

Is my Midsummer Night’s 
dream, 

My MidsummerDay’sreality! 

LOCAL PECULIARITIES. 

At Bilston they always hit 
the right nail on tho head. 

At Bolton it is impossible 
for those who run up ticks 
to bolt off 

At Broadstairs the accom- 
modation for stout visitois is 
unrivalled 

At Colchester they are all 
“ natives ” 

At Coventry, strange to 
say, they can furnish no sta- 
tistics of the number of per- 
sons who have been sent 
there. 

At Kidderminster them is 
certain to be something fresh 
on the tapis. 

At Liverpool theyaie ex- 
tremely orthodocks. 

If you write to Newcastle 
(Staffordshire) take care to 
under Lyne the address. 

At Newmarket they take 
particular interest in the 
question of races 

At Portsmouth everything 
is ship-shape 

At Rye you will meet none 
but Rye facts. 

At Sheffield you will al- 
ways find a t£\fe and fork 
laid for you. 

Gardening in June —You 
aie told to “ propagate 
xjteart’s-easc and Walltlovcis 
T>y cuttings” Bnt suiely 
Wallflowers have been cut 
enough already, and cuttings 
propagate not heart’s- ease 
hut heartburnings. 

A Nice Summer Rfsort. — 
The Basque country. 


QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS FOR 
NAVAL CADETS. 

Q W«at should be done with a ship’s 
centre of gravity? 

A. Coil it like an ordinary rope and 
stow it away in the hold. (See Reed. 
C B , M P.) 

Q Whore is tho best position for the 
compass ? 

A. Near the heaviest anchSr. (See 
Fa RADIY) ^ 

Q How do you ascertain the nufhber 
of knots run over the “ measured rnilf» ” > 
A. Tie as many knots as you can m a 
tape yard measure, and multiply by 17G0. 
(See Cocker and Colenso ) 

Q When the Captain makes it “ Eight 
Bells,” what is the proper course to take ? 

2 A Ring a triple bob major. (See any 
treatise on Campanology ) 

Q What are the proper and most im- 
5 pioving acquaintances for the cad who 
disgraces the name of cadet? 

A The gunner’s daughter and the 
l boatswain’s cat. (ir’ce Captain Marryat, 
passim.) 

NURSERY RHYME FOR THE TIME. 
Needles and Pins 1 Needles and Pins !— 
A Mail must not marry for Needles and 
Pius ! 

Whit can a Wife who ’s at least a B A 
Know about Sewing or Buttons to-day? 

How can a Wife who Six langt ages knows 
Be expected to know how to dam her 
own hose ? 

Needles and Pins ' Needles and Pins * — 
When a Man marries Learning, his know- 
ledge begins. 

A Hint frc$i the Gentlemen* —Should 
Ladies continue to weir long evening 
dresses, it will become absolutely neces- 
sary to copy the plan adopted on railways, 
and disp'ay this notice, in conspicuous 
letters, in our ball-rooms and drawing- 
rooms — “Beware of the Trains ! ” 

When La Fille de Madame Angot went 
to Spain and assumed the costume and 
manners of the country, what was her 
favourite dance 9 
Evidently tho Fan d’ Angot. 

A. Prohibitionist Island — Ushant. 


















THE SAILOR’S VERSION. 

Old Sailing Master. “ 1 Urrioane’?! We’d a light air o’ Wind off Yarmouth. 
n Lashed to the Mast*? Well, all I know is, when I went below to ast for the 
Brandy Bottle, the Guv’nor he only f’inted 1 * 


NURSERY RHYME FOR THE TIME 

Hush a-bye. Baby, and leave all to me ; 

That you ’re well cared for your Mammio 
will see ; 

Sleep then, my darling, in peace, for \o 
sure 

You shall never be married to one who is 
poor. 

Carriages, diamonds for bosom and ear, 

Jointure — at least of three thousand 
a-year — 

All these shall be yours, my sweet Baby, 
ne’er doubt ; 

Sleep, sleep, then, in peace, while dear 
Mainline looks out ! 


NEW "ACT OF UNIFORMITY.” 

All Gentlemen to wear white lulls in 
hot weather. 

All Ladies to take lessons at the School 
oi Cookery. 

All Champagne at dinner-parties, 
dances, wedding-breakfasts, Arc., to be of 
foreign growth. 

Ail Speeches and Sermons to be distin- 
guished for their brevity. 

All Mayors and Corporations to abstain 
from presenting addi esses. 

All Heads of Households to take their 
wives and families io the sea-side some- 
time between July and October. 

All Umbrellas on loan to be faithfully 
restored to their owners. 

All Cabmen to be careful, civil, and 
scrupulously conect in tbeir charges. 

All Haircutters to preserve silence 
during the operation. 

All the out-door statues in London to 
be lemoved. 

All Fees at Theatres to be abolished. 

All street organs, street singers, street 
tumblers, and street bcggais, to be put 
down. 

Ail flirtations to be sternly discounte- 
nanced . . , . 

All Domestics to remain at least one 
year in their places, if required by tlieir 
Mastei sand Mistresses . 

All Civil Servants to have their salanes 

All Acts of Parliament to be worded 
intelligibly. 

All smoking by young mm under four- 
teen years of age to be strictly prohibited. 

All Christmas Hampers to be prepaid 

All persons to buy Punch’s Almanack. 
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DOGGEREL FOB THE 
DOG-DAYS. 
very Dog has his day : 
Dogs rejoice in the light. 
5 the Mouse is her prcv, 
Every Cat has her night. 


Heigho ! — Whether she 
ok an overdose by mist ike, 

■ committed suicide, it ii 
oposaible at this distance 
time to say, and, strangely 
lough, the Classic il Dic- 
onaries are altogethorsilcnt 
l the subject; but there 
mnot be a shadow of a 
oubt about it— lo died of 
atissium. 

Turning the Ta.bi.es — 
onjurors say they are no 
piritualists. Spiritualists 
rotest that they are no Con- 
irors. 

Proverbial Philosophy 
-Parallel to Pe.irls before 
.vine: Diamond -rings in 
igs’ Noses. 


TJRSERY RHYME FOR 
THE TIME 

Millie hoy, Willte boy, 
where are you going 9 
I shall go with you. You 
need not say Nay. 

'm going to Lecture— Pro- 
fessor Miss Glowing 
On Morbid Anatomy lec- 
tures to-day. 

Tillie boy, Willie boy, that 
is delightful ! 

Let us make haste !— Now 
you need not look hipp’d: 
he Girl who thinks Morbid 
Anatomy frightful 
Deserves for her fully at 
least to bo whipp’d. 

What Every Old Ltbriry 
■ontains.— — Plenty of dry 
rot.” 



ASPIRATIONS FOR 
AUGUST. 

The Houses rise; the Ses- 
sion ’s o’er ; 

Now welcome the Recess. 
May taxes not have been 
made moi e, 

And liberty made less. 


DID YOU EVER? 

Did you ever know a sane 
person who liked having his 
hair cut ? 

Did you ever know a Man 
who was not delighted at 
being excused from serving 
on a Jury? 

Did you ever hear of a 
Will which gave complete 
satisfaction 9 

< Did you ever publish a 
little volume of Poems and 
find it turn out a profitable 
speculation? 

Did you ever pay your 
Rates and Taxes with cheer- 
ful alacrity ? 

Did you ever “Spend a 
Happy Day ? ” 

Did you ever experience 
the joy of an unexpected 
Legacy? 

Did you ever hear a Bul- 
bul? 

And, Ladies— 

Did you ever know a Dress- 
maker who could make you 
a dress, at the very earliest, 
before the week after next? 


Small Talk for Socifty. 
— Sofas are said to have been 
invented by the Loll aids 
However, it appears that the 
Ottomans weie beforehand 
with them 

“Do you Beat your Cai- 
pets ? ” You do Vei y good : 
if it eases your nasty temper, 
continue to beat them; it ’s 
better than beating your 
wife. 
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CHRONIC CHINAMANIA (INCURABLE). 

Pale Enthusiast. "This is the Cream of my Collection, Ladies and Gentlemen. It is quite Unique. It was made by the Fallowbrook Pottery that was started 

in 1870. It took them Three Tears to produce this Plate, theib only one, and then— and then ” 

Buddy Philistine. “And then they shut up, I suppose?” Pals Enthusiast. “Er— yes!” 

Buddy Philistine. “And I don’t wonder J I " 
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ASTRONOMICAL OBSERVATIONS. 

Maes is the warlike Planet. It is ocld, therefore, to find 
that “ Mars is retrograde when in opposition, ” which implies 
that if a man were horn under the influence of the Planet 
Mars, he would run away in battle. 

Venus is the most beautiful of all the Planets, yet in her 
transit, in the full light of the Sun, she appears to be merely 
a black spot. The Moral for all Venusos is evident. Verb. 
sap 

Jupiter’s Satellites revolve about him at different dis- 
tances, and are subject to being 
occasionally eclipsed 

Jupiter is a noble Planet ; but 
what a set of snobs his Satellites 
must bo. 

Saturn shines with a pale dead 
light. Compared with Jupiter, 
he is nowhere. Yet he has double 
the number of Satellites that 
Jupiter has. This is accounted 
for by the exclusiveness *bf the 
circle in which Jupiter moves. 

If Jupiter’s Satellites are snobs, 

Saturn’s arebothsnobs andidiots. 

His Royal Highness’s Groom of 
the Backstairs has moie toadies 
about him than has His Royal 
Highness himself. 


CREMATION QUERIES. 

Might not the sight of our, friend's ashos grate on our 
feelings ? 

Might not the preservation of the urns of cantankorous 
relations perpetuate family jars ? 

Ought prodigal heirs to be allowed to disperse the 
“ dust ” left behind by their ancestors ? 

Would not the ashes of a fine old crusty uncle be appro- 
priately consigned to a bottle that once held Sandeman’s 
port? - 


NURSERY RHYME FOR THE 
TIME. 

Sing a Song of Sixpence 
Made into a Pound, 

Anyway, 

Every day, 

All the year round. 

When your Pounds are many, 
Make them make you more ; 
Do not stop. 

Keep youx* shop 
Going as before. 

Never leave off making 
Money while you can • 

“ I have most ! ” 
Prouder boast 
Cun there be for man? 


The best Lubricator for 
Railway Carriage Wheels — 
Train Oil. 

Art Criticism.— In too many 
pictures the colour is Medi- 
ocre. 

Tiie “ Motherbank.” — The 
Bank of England. 


IHE SIGNS OF THE ZODIAC. 

“ Beer is King." 

Aries, the Ram, sells Allsop in 
the Skies. 

Taurus, the Bull, the Gods with 
Bass supplies 

Gemini, Twins, have Double X 
on sale. 

Cancer, the Crab, keeps Crow- 
ley’s Alton Ale 

Leo, the Lion, offers London 
Stout 

Virgo, the Virgin, Watney & 
Co. serves out. 

libra, the Scales, to Stogumoqr 
inclines. 

Scorpio, the Scorpion, most in 
Stingo shines. 

At Capricorn Llangollen is in 
draught. 

In Sagittarius Scotch is chiefly 
quaffed. 

Aquarius is a Temperance Hotel. 

Pisces in every kind of drinks 

" excel. 


MEMS. BY A CHINAMANIAC. 

The Man in the Moon 
has telegraphed to say that he is 
coming in the middle of next 
week to see my Chelsea Shep- 
herdess. 

Mem —Not to let her flirt with 
Mm more than I can help. 

Mem .— Old Jawkins declares 
that he can prove that the Great 
Wall of China is not Oiiental, but 
was really baked at Lowestoft. 

Mem . — Bet him that his proofs 
will sho w he is half-baked. 

Mm— Not to let that dealer 
in Old Worcester give me any 
more of his Old Worcester Sauce. 

Mem. —To find out somebody who will publish my Con- 
fessions of a Crackle China Teacup * y 

d0Il ’ t as first chapter ere I 

Mem.— The best cement for mending broken China is 
composed of roasted snowballs, mixed with roes of Robin 
Redbreasts and pettitoes of Eels. 

T^^«ifpSSsT ^ Ca ^’ 8,andbU7a!flto1 
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FIRESIDE GAMES. 

The great want at Christmas is Fireside Games. One 
very good one is to bring into the Drawing-room a quantity 
of snow, and, sitting down before the fire, set to work to 
make fire-proof snowballs. 

Some Utile knowledge of Chemistry is required for this ; 
but perhaps the less the better ‘ 

The Trick Hat is funny too. Take a Visitor’s hat, the 
better the hat the better the trick. Place it on a chair. 
Cover it with a cloth. If there are plenty of people playing 
with you, you can ask one of 
them to be King, and then let 
him sit on the hat ; or if you are 
all alone, you will sit on it your- 
self, and say, “ Now I am King.” 
You can repeat this as often as 
you luse to. The finish of the 
game is real fun, for in this, of 
course, you will be joined by the 
Visitor himself. This part of the 
“ Trick Hat Game ” is most 
amusing. The Visitor searches 
for his hat everywhere, never 
suspecting for a minute that it 
is under the cloth on the chair. 
When he gets warm, you will 
try te divert his attention ; but 
when he gets absolutely hot (as 
he is pietty suie to do) then it is 
best to run away as quickly as 
possible, and hide somewhere. 

The Moral of this amusing and 
instructive game is, “Hide or 
you ’ll be Hided.” 

Another capital Game is the 
Egg in the Tail-coat Pocket. 
This is a companion to the Sum- 
mer Game of the Ripe Straw- 
berry and the White Ducks. 
This last is most simple. In- 
duce someone to wear while 
ducks, i e , white trowsors. Put 
a Strawberry on a ■chair without 
his having seen it While engagod 
in convei sation with a tliii d party 
push the chair towai d& him, and 
politely request him to sib down. 
He will wonder what lus hap- 
pened ; you won't. 

The Stickler — Take a good thick 
stick, or a sharp switch, ancl hit 
somebody till he laughs When 
he laughs, he loses the Game, 
and you go in. This also is 
simple. A cane will sen e all the 
purpose 

NURSERY RHYME FOR THE 
TIME 

.There was a Man of Newington 
And he was wondious wise,— 
lie failed for Twenty Thousand 
Pounds 

To everyone’s surprise. 

But after that he did not do 
As he had done before,— 

He failed, as quickly as he could. 
For Forty Thousand more. 


Mixing up Things.— It was a 
veiy paidonable confusion of 
ideas in a Lady, who gave up 
much of lier time and thoughts 
to dress and novel-reading, to 
say that she had been delighted 
with “ The Princess of Tulle ” 

Science made Easy —Go to a 
County hall, and maik how the 
little people are all attracted by 
the great people, if you wish to 
understand what magnafeism is 

Reflection on a Placard — 
“ Chops and steaks on the shoit- 
est notice I better still, on tho 
gridiron. 

Christmas Game for Mr. 
G L ADSTONE.— Pope. 

“Social Pressure.”— S haking 
hands. 

Special Trains.— V ery long 
dresses. 


an alarming intruder. 

J 1 * Company, awl had let Mmdf in with his latchkey-to Gigantic 
ow anger he finds w his hall). Come on. Ill fight you!”' (Furiously.) “ Put your Shtick down ! ! ” 

[But Jus imaginary foe was only the new Umbrella-Stand — a, present from Mrs 2 ?. ! 

A Thought in Oxford Street.— The Poet is not alone in 
bis use of “apt alliteration’s artful aid” The spirited 
Draper relies equally on its subtle influence when he allures 
the public, by the medium of large placards, to his “ Sum- 
mer sale of surplus stock.” 

A Distinction with an Immense Difference, — The 
Local Board is only to be found in some towns : tho locally 
bored in all. 

Materia Musica —A Lady being asked what was the best 
wood for Pianos, replied, without hesitation— Broadwood. 


CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS. 

Our Butcher will decorate his 
prize beef and mutton with gor- 
geous favours and rosettes. 

Our distinguished military ac- 
quaintance, Lieut.-General Sir 
Sampson Wingerfield, BCG, 
I.S.C.K., G.M.C.K., will decorate his martial breast with 
his various stars and ribbons. 

Our Cook and Housemaid will decorate the Kitchen wdh 
Holly and— Mistletoe 

Our fantastic friend. Mss. Dossington Dollingcourt, 
will decorate her cheeks with a little artificial colour. 

Our eldest unmarried Daughter will assist the Rev. 
Nazianzenus Smylax in decorating his district Church. 

Our youngest will be decorated with blue ribbons. 

Our table will be decorated with Punch's Pocket Book , 
and Punch's.Almamck, ** 
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BABY WORSHIP. 

Military Adoni, (to M Apollo). "Haw I Stwikes me watheb boboibbt that Yotam , I had betteb hide oub diminished Heads, and wetirk tahqhished twom the Scene 
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MYSTERIES OF 
NOVEMBER. 

Into the future dost thou 
dare, 

Clairvoyant Medium, vainly 
pry? 

Say, then, who ’llhc this year’s 
Lord Mayor, 

And who ’s to he the com- 
ing Guy. 


PROVERBIAL 

PHILOSOPHY. 

Never do to-morrow what 
you can put off doing to-day 
Excepting on a railioad, 
delays are rarely dangerous 
Unpunctuality is the soul 
of method. 

"Where there ’s a Will there ’s 
a Way of upsetting it 

For want of a Cab the Train 
was lost, and for want of a 
Trainer the Race was lost. 

’Tib the early Worm that 
gets walked into by the 
Blackbird. 

Invention is the Daughter 
of Necessity, and the Parent 
of the Soap-bubble 
If you want a thing well 
done, pay f-omebody to do it. 

Silence is of gold, while 
speech is often brazen. 

Needs must, when the 
Printer’s Devil calls. 


A Fellow Peeling.— There 
is one Parliamentary mea- 
sure, passed regu'arly every 
Session, which persons who 
are inclined to make free 
with their neighbours’ pro- 
perty regard with consider- 
able favour— the Appropria- 
tion Bill. 

The Quadrature of the 
Circle —Describe a Circle; 
and let it be a Ring of Swin- 
dlers. Squaie your Bing. 

Sans-Culottes Cherche- 
Culottes. — Strong-minded 
Women of the “ advanced” 
brigade. 



SAGITTARIUS. 
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CAPRICORNUS. 


CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

0 the good old times 
Of the Christmas Chimes, 
Which we hear as well to- 
day 

As the Bell chinks, 

So the Fool iliinks, 

And will for ever and aye. 


Waiting for an Answer. 
—Has the Chanty Organisa- 
tion Society ever investigated 
ft greater case of destitution 
than that of the lady who 
denied herself the common 
luxuries of life ? 

At tiie “ Mitre ” — A 
Bishop, who naturally thinks 
a good dsal of himself, can 
hardly consider it a compli- 
ment to be called “the Oidi- 
luiry.” 

^ 

NURSERY RIIYME FOR 
THE TIME 
I 'll tell yon a story 
About Jack-a-Nory, 
Home for the Christmas Va- 
cation : 

When offered mince-pies, 
ITc, indignant, replies,—* 
“ With Learning they’ve no 
con elation ” 


Suitable Premises — A 
gieab Teetotal gathering is 
expected to take place next 
Summer in Kew Gardens, m 
the now “ Temperate House ” 

Self-Evident. — It must 
have been a Cockney who 
said that St. Bees came from 
St. ’Ives. 

Wit and Wisdom.— In the 
midst of joke we are in 
earnest. 

The Patron Saint of the 
Money Market.— St. Simon 
Stock. 

The Worst of Snares.— 
Gm and Bitters 



THE CHURCH EQUITANT. 


Bishop (on choice Cob , has called to remonstrate with Sporting Parson, 
Racehorses \ ” Sporting Parson. “Bless your Lordship! 


who keeps Racehorses). ** 1 am deeply concerned to hear, Mr. that you keep, and even train, 

Only Platers l I’d be glad to chop anything in my Stables for that Cob of yours!!” 
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A CHRISTMAS NUMBER A LA MOLE. 

John Smith was ill, very ill. He had sent for the Doctor in hot 
haste. His family (a numerous ^one) surrounded his easy chair. 
The poor old man (poor in health, only .let it he understood, for 
he was as rich as Croesus in pocket) gazed at the assembled throng 
with eyes dimmed, not by tears of affection. His numerous relatives 
bent oyer him to hear what he had to say. 

“My friends,” he gasped out, “ I want you to do me a favour. I 
cannot last much longer, and bfef ore I die 1 should much like to hear 
all your stories.” 

There was an awkward pause, and then one of his relatives ad- 
vanced. He was a little old man dressed in a suit of seedy black. 
He cleared his throat, coughed apologetically, and commenced as 
follows : — 

The Pew-opener’s Story . 

“ The Church of St. Bunkum is in the ward of Cold Without, in the 
City of London, &c., &c. One foggy November morning, when the 
streets were, &c., &e., I was dusting the reading-desk when, &c., 
&c. The Bride was a timid young thing, and as she stood before 
the Curate, &c., <fec. The Bridegroom was nervous, &c., &c. The 
young couple drove off in a cab, &c., &c. He tried hard to get 
work from the editors of the magazines, &c., &c. She°pined away, 
&c., &c. And on New Year’s Eve I heard that they both were 
dead ! ” 

When the little old man had finished his story, John Smith 
opened his eyes and exclaimed, “ Let me hear the next.” 

Accepting this invitation, a bright-looking young man with curly 
brown nair and sparkling blue eyes stepped briskly forward, and 
began — 

The Civil Engineer's Story . 

“ * Charley, old man, you will never do it ! ’ exclaimed my 
partner. My partner was, &c., &c. In spite of this, I determined 
to begin the work the next morning, &c., &c. The men murmured, 
&c., &c. I seized the revolver from Morton’s hand, &e., &c. And 
so he was tried, found guilty of manslaughter, and sentenced to 
penal servitude for life.” 

The bright-looking young man hastily wiped away a tear, and 
bowing to the company, left the apartment. 

Old John Smith roused himself from a gentle slumber, and cried 
“ Now for the next ! ” 

A pale-faced man, very blue about the cheeks and chin, advanced, 
and related — 

The Story of the Christmas Clown . 

“ Old Htgmhngs used to work the Norfolk Circuit when me and 
Sally were engaged at thirty shillings a week as ‘useful people.’ 
My wife (she was called Miss Florence Plantagenet in the play- 
bills) was, &c., &c. Well, one night when we had a good house (it 


was Signor Tomkins’s benefit) we, &c., &c. The rouge was still on 
her face, &c., &c. * It is fever,’ said the doctor, in a low tone and 

I, &c., &c. I gave the audience my usual joke (we call it a 
‘ wheeze ’ in the Profession) before I came off, so that the Signor 
might have time to prepare for jumping through the paper balloons, 
when, &c., &c. The audience roared with laughter, &c., &c. ‘ She ’s 
dead,’ said the doctor, as I came off, and poor lass, so she was!” 

The Christmas Clown buried his face in his hands, and poor old 
John Smith (with tears in his eyes) observed, “ A sad, sad story. 
And now for the next.” 

A gentleman, with a face overflowing with drollery, advanced, 
and, without any preface, commenced— 

The Story of the Man Without a Memory . 

‘ ‘ I never could remember anything, &c. , &c. When I was a boy, 
&c., &c. When I was a youth, &c., &c. Well, I was engaged to 
be married, &c., &c. I was called in the morning, &c., &c. ‘ The 
day of your marriage, Sir,’ said he, and &c., &c. I looked at my 
watch, &c., &c. I hurried to the church, &c., -&c. The clergyman 
was very angry ; he said, &c., &c. The ring was not on the piano, 
&c. , &c. And to this day I am a bachelor, whilst Mary, (the woman 
I adored) is married to the hated pork-butcher, and is the mother of 
five children ! ” 

There was a roar of laughter as the speaker finished. After the 
merriment had subsided, some one called attention to poor old JoHN 
Smith. His jaw had dropped, his features were rigid, Ms eve 
glazed, his expression one of the deepest dejection. He was dead ! 
— the concluding story (it was a comic one) had finished him with- 
out the assistance of a doctor ! 


BETTER LATE THAN NEVER. 

Sir, 

It must have been! I’ve got at it. I’ve only just hit 
upon it. < The story of Brijmmy and the Dog-fight. I ’ve found out 
the solution of it all. It was evidently intended, at the commence- 
ment of the autumn theatrical, season, now over, to draw public 
attention to Richard Cceur de Lion at Drury Lane. Didn’t you see 
the pictures on the walls? “The hound attacking the Knight.” 
Of course. Depend on it, something went wrong, and the scheme 
was mismanaged somehow, or under that picture we should have 
seen long ago daily advertised, “ The Man and Dog Fight in Richard 
Cceur de Lion at Drury Lane every evening.” 

Yours, 

Sleepyhead Wokeup. 


A Wintry Sect.— T he Shakers. 
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Ah, safe wert thou from sorrow’s 
canker-worm, 

Young Seventy-Five, had Fate as- 
signed thy lot, 

At thy first step into life’s wintry 
storm, 

To feel the wise support and pressure 
warm 

Of Punch's arms about thy baby 
form, 

New- wakened on a world that 
knows thee not. 

But rougher nurses thy young life 
environ, 

If through the clouds thy horo- 
scope I catch — 

Bismarck, who makes his pap of 
blood and iron, 

And Papa Pitjs, who all schools 
throws mire on, 

Except that old one, that piled 
Smithfield’s fire on, 

Ere to its faggots Bolster laid the 


So nursed in Pantomimes poor babes are seen 
By reckless Clown and ancient Pantaloon- 
Crammed with strange pap, with blacking-brush scrubbed 
clean, 

Chucked to and fro, their nurses’ hands between, 

And sat upon, if restless they have been 
Under hot poker, scrubbing-brush, or spoon. 

"While Gladstone, as Policeman, dark and dry, 

Pius, who wants the babe, taps on the shoulder ; 

Swears, though Infallibility defy, 

None of your Roman Doctors shall come nigh, 

The babe to drug and dose and stnpif y, 

And keep from growing wiser as he ’s older. 

As Harlequin to this Clown and Pantaloon, 

France shows in closely-fitting mask and motley : 
Spangled and partycoloured, cap to shoon, 

In transformations changeful as the moon, 

Wound up by a strait-waistcoat, late or soon— 

Natural end of flip-flaps flung too hotly. 


Tattered and battered, brainless as she ’s bold, 
Spain light-heeled Columbine may fitly play. 
Leering coquette ’neath her mantilla’s fold, 

Who takes her geese for swans, her brass for gold, 
And deems Madrid Earth’s central nave doth hold- 
Enaves enough she does hold, spelt with a E. 

And yet rough Force, infallible Imbecility, 

Mad Change, and Anarchy more frantic still, 

All vail then crests, and own their inability 
To stand against the Power that in tranquillity 
Bows Present, Past, and Future to humility, 

’Neath the Dark Wisdom, and the Unseen Will. 


Cockney Furrin and ’Ome Review. 

JKorgmtus . Rather ’ardof hold Bismarck to be down on Harnim, 
hain’t it P 

’ Enery . Yes, # I ’m sorry for old ’Arry Harnim. I wonder if 
Bismarck ’ll hindorse ’is committal with “ No Christmas Fare.” 
Carden ’d ha’ dun it if he ’d a cot the poor beggar. 
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PUNCH’S GIFTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

0 Prince Yon Bismarck.— 
A copy of the Polite Letter 
Writer , translated into 
German, French, English, 
and Russian, 

To Count Arnim.— Free 
quarters for two months in 
the Berlin Stadt’s-fe stung 
at the expense of the Ger- 
man Government. 

To the Right Hon. W. 
E. Gladstone.— The edi- 
torship of a sensational 
magazine. 

To the Bight Hon. 
Benjamin Disraeli. — A 
volume of “ Songs Without 
Words,” to he studied for 
Lord Mayors’ Dinners. 

To Metropolitan Mana- 
gers. — Narrower Pieces and 
longer Petticoats. 

To the Lord Chamber- 
lain.— More power to his 
elbow. 

To Dr. Colenso. — A 
Pulpit. 

To Mr. Spurgeon.— A box of the best cigars, and the thanks of 
all intelligent men. 

To Processor Darwin— A genealogical tree, discovered in the 
Zoological Gardens. 

To Admiral Bous.— A seat in a Captain’s gig, with a screw 
behind him. 

To Lord Mayor Stone.— A bottle of Chloral, to be opened 
between Dover and Calais, on his official progress to the opening of 
the Grand Opera at Paris. 

To Begging-Letter Impostors . — The Dog. 

To Wife Beaters . — The Cat. 

To the Sun.— Another flying visit from Yenus. 

To the Moon. — Many happy returns of the day. 

To Englishmen .—The secret of the North-West Passage. 

To Irishmen. — Home Buie that isn’t Borne Buie. 

To Scotchmen . — A volume of Bunch , with the case of surgical 
instruments necessary for enjoying it. 

To Germans . — The power to forget. 

To Frenchmen . — The wisdom to forgive. 

And lastly to Mr. Bunch.— The Sovereignty of the Whole World, 



OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

The Commencement of a New Deal in Horseflesh with Chalvey 
the Gipsy. 

Mr. Chalvey (at the gate with the Cob in question) is, I believe, 
professionally a Gipsy. He is meteoric in his movements, appear- 
ing suddenly in our neighbourhood for a few hours, and disappearing 
as suddenly. 

Hobody can tell you precisely whence he comes, or whither he goes. 
He may he known to the Police, and probably is so, and favourably, 
too, if I may judge from the few occasions when I ’ve seen Mr. Chal- 
vey in. the company of one of the native force. Mr. Chalvey and 
myself have been on nodding terms for some time past. We have 
never spoken ; but he has invariably touched his fur cap on seeing 
me, anal have returned his. salutation, not only out of politeness, hut 
from a sort of fetish feeling, that 1 ’d better keep on civil terms 
with Chalvey the Gipsy, or Chalvey the Gipsy will he, somehow 
or other, one too many for me. In spite of my affable smile and 
cheery nod to Chalvey in the -village, I should not like to meet 
Chalvey alone in a dark lane at night, with nobody within two 
miles of us. I certainly couldn’t fight Chalvey, with any chance 
of success; and as certainly he could fight me: or probably, to 
save trouble, he would knock me down with a life-preserver, which 
he would, I dare say, have about him, handy. How here, as Cazell 
has been saying, there would he an advantage in being a Freemason 
—I mean, if Chalvey and myself were both Masons. Only, 
by the way, on, a dark night how could we see each other’s 
signs? 

Happy Thought . — Squeeze each other’s hands. 

True ; but before we got id this, I should he on the ground, 
stunned by a life-preserver. 


However, not yet being a Mason, and Chalvey being here on 
quite another business, this discussion can he deferred. 

He, Chalvey, is a very much sunburnt man, with a sunburnt fur 
cap, dried up entirely in some places, and bald in others. He has 
two jet black shining ringlets framing his walnut brown face, and 
all round his mouth and over his chin is a deep Prussian blue colour, 
the result of shaving a powerful beard. Chalvey evidently prides 
himself on his scrupulous neatness in shaving, and I notice that 
Murgle keeps his hand up before his own stubbly chin with a sense 
of inferiority in this respect. It suddenly occurs to me that now at 
last (it has often bothered me) I know whom Murgle resembles; he 
is uncommonly like Chalvey the Gipsy, who might be his elder or 
younger brother, according as Murgle chose to come out shaved or 
unshaved. Horse-dealing does make one suspicious. And when 
you ’ve been a seller yourself, you become, from experience, more 
suspicious than ever. It strikes me that Murgle ana Chalyey are 
conspiring. I fancy that they are both Gipsies ; which is worse, I 
imagine, than being Freemasons, as they have signs and a language 
of their own, impossible for me to understand. 

Happy Thought . — On guard. 

Cazell critical. Murgle dubious as to which side be ’s to take. 
Chalvey steady, but indifferent, apparently, to results. Myself 
watchful all round, Chalvey opens the ceremonies with a respect- 
ful touch of his cap. This from a Gipsy, a being free as the air, 
owning no sovereign (this by the way, pecuniarily speaking, is highly 
probable), with a tribe at his beck ana call, ought to be reassuring. 
But it isn’t. The fact is, I have a sort of notion that if Gipsy 
Chalvey were to give a peculiar whistle, heads of Gipsies— the 
head's of the tribe— would pop up in every direction ; probably with 
a chorus. That ’s my idea of Gipsies. My Aunt, who has returned 
home suddenly, and has been, unknown to me till now, surveying 
the scene from her bed-room window, has her notion of Gipsies in 
connection with chickens, and infant heirs to vast estates. She 
calls to me, and “ wonders how on earth I can have anything to do 
with that suspicious-looking man,” meaning Chalvey. 

“ For goodness sake,” she says, “ do get rid of him as quickly as 
possible, or we shan’t have a chicken left in the place.” 

I assure her (entirely against my own conviction) that Gipsies are 
the most harmless people, and beg her not to he frightened. She 
refuses to retire from the window, being determined to watch 
Chalvey’ s movements closely, and be Teady to send for the police at 
the slightest intimation of treachery on his part. She tells me in 
an undertone that, walking from the station to our cottage, she has 
noticed several suspicious looking characters about. 

At this time of year when the days have drawn in, my Aunt always 
sees suspicious looking people about in the lanes, I return to 
Chalvey, who comes to business at once. 


SHAKY BRAINS AND SOUHD ONES. 

With reference to* the arrest of Mrs. Girling, the Superioress of 
the Hew Forest “ Shakers,” on a certificate of insanity, Mr. 
Auberon Herbert writes a letter to the Times , avowedly — 

— u to call attention to the act, and to invite any who feel the danger of it 
to correspond with me on the subject, in order that we may consider the ad- 
visability of calling the Doctor to account for granting the certificate, and, if 
necessary, of raising such a sum as may be required for doing this effectually.” 

In the opinion of Mr. Auberon Herbert, the Shakers are no 
more insane than the majority of orthodox believers 

“ Superstitious, poor people, they were without doubt, from the crown of 
the head to the sole of the foot ; but it was only in another degree the same 
harmless superstition with which most of my Mends are afflicted when they 
believe themselves to be personal favourites of Providence, from the school-boy 
who prays for a good innings in his cricket match to the Archbishop who 
prays for an alteration of weather.” 

The school-hoy who seriously prays for a good innings is perhaps a 
rather uncommon specimen of a religious boy. If his praying occa- 
sioned him to he careless in his ‘batting, no doubt it would be advis- 
able that his friends should look after Mm. Suppose an Archbishop, 
in consequence of having prayed for fine weather, were therefore 
to persist against advice in going out in the rain without a Macin- 
tosh. or an umbrella, there would be reason to contemplate, the 
probable necessity of putting that prelate under restraint. Craziness 
needs co nfin ement whenever it manifests himself in alarming overt 
acts. If there are any lunatics in these dominions who ought by 
all means to he shut up, they are those who will comply with Me. 
Auberon Herbert’s invitation to correspond with him on the sub- 
ject, and consider the advisability of calling the certifying Doctor 
to account for granting his certificate. 


Celestial Cold Shoulder.— A Correspondent suggests, as ex- 
planation of the late severe weather, that Yenus has been flirting 
with the Sun, and creating a coolness between him and the Earth. 




A YOICE PROM YENUS. 

(Sic Transit.) 

Ye humdrum devotees of Earth’s new god — 

Lord of the alembic and the measnring-rod, 

This parvenu proud Science— what do ye 
Setting your petty peeping-tubes at me ? 

Not now, as once on Ida, I ’m on view, 

To take the shine out of the rival two 

Who hoped to eclipse me. I ’m to be displayed 

In shadow — fancy Venus u in the shade ! ” 

Or just conceive the Queen of Loves and Pleasures 
Made use of to correct men’s weights and measures ! 
Minerva sneers, “ An excellent object too.” 

But then the spiteful thing was always “ blue.” 

She ’s sweet on savants , and her chief reliance is 
On those ridiculous things they call their Sciences. 
But I— what crass Boeotian barbarian 
Bares picture Yenus turned utilitarian ? 

These prying fools— 0 dismal degradation I — 

Care less for Phoebus than his habitation. 

Not unto such shall veilless Yenus rise, 

Love on her lips and laughter in her eyes ; 

No, let them turn their trumpery tubes afar 
To watch the twinklings of some tenth-rate star. 

By Paphos, passion’s roses fire my cheeks ! 

A fig tor “ progress,”— give me back my Greeks I 
Have these olunt-wittea Britons an idea 
That Science suits the shrine of Cytherea ? 

Is it for this their daughters I have dowered 
With all the charms which ’neath my cestus flowered, 
When I was Queen of every heart in Hellas ?— 
Charms that might make my darling Helen jealous. 

’T would serve them right to turn each maiden’s nose 
As blue (poor darlings !) as Minerva ’s hose. 


Men mouth our names, ye gods, but to insult us, 

And mock us with mere mathematic cultus. 

But Science has no camera that focusses 
Her whose white feet amidst the golden crocusses 
Slid when young Paris saw— what all their glasses 
Shall never spy. When Venus Victrix passes 
There ’s splendour such that, could it meet men’s 
glance, it 

Would quite eclipse the thing they call her Transit. 
Mem by Minerva . 

Yenus is spiteful that her reign is over, 

And Lockyeb is not her style of lover. 

Science has shamed her ; Science my chief care is : 

All men are not such fools as that young Paris l 

Cupid’s Comment . 

I fear Mamma is growing blind or stupid ; 

She reckons certainly without her Cupid. 

Pallas may prate, but I ’ll find means to check her— 
She ’s only the Olympian Lydia Beckeb. 

A fig for all her proteges’ appliances ! 

The Queen of Hearts is match for all the Sciences : 

Nor shall they snatch a spell from all the stars, 

To break the rule of her who vanquished Mars. 

We ’ll lord it, She and I, while worlds revolve, 

And Venus Victrix never need resolve 
To shut up Paphos, or unyoke her sparrows, 

While men have hearts, girls eyes, and Cupid arrows. 

Postscript by Mr* Punch . 

Punch , the sworn champion of British Beauty 
hinds loyalty to Love his pleasing duty ; 

His Office, 85, Fleet Street, (between us) is 
A very favourite shrine indeed of Yenus’ s. 

So he must print her plaint, yet thinks it groundless, 
Deeming her empire, now as ever, boundless. 


ROUGH NURSING FOR THE NEW YEAR, 
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She need not chide the savants ; let wild clerics 
Have the monopoly of snch hysterics. 

Her rule is safe in Britain, while its daughters 
Are armed with every charm which snares or slaughters : 
With Punch, a nicer Naso, ever handy, 

To “ coach ” them in a blameless Ars Amandu 
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Unwilling- to be behindhand in the theatrical world just when 
all holiday play-going parents are looking about to see where they 
shall take Tommy and Harry for a theatrical .treat, it occurred to 
Your Special Pantomime Commissioner to enter into a correspond- 
ence .with the different Managers, asking them , as the best-informed 
persons on the subject, what they would recommend everyone to go 
and see. We always held that the theatrical profession was entirely 
free from all jealousy, and the replies which we have received prove 
this to be the case. 

Space will not allow of our publishing the correspondence in full, 
but specimens, in the interest of our readers, will suffice. The 
letters are all addressed to u Your Pantomime Commissioner, and 
are of course prepaid with a large Head.” 

From Mr. Rice, the Manager of Covent Garden 

Dear Sir, 

Let everyone go and see Aladdin at Drury Lane. Don’t 
make any mistake, it ’s sure to be the best pantomime out. 

Yours truly, R. 

From Mr, Chatterton, of Drury Lane , 

* * * What I say to my friends is, don’t bother yourself about 
Drury Lane, Covent Garden ’s the pantomime this year. 

F. B. C. 

From Lord Dundreary at the Haymarket, 

If I were a happy father or a mother— I ’d rather be a. mother, 
becoth’ itth'a withe child that taUoth’itth own nothe— no, that ithn’t 
thepwoverb. But I thould go and thee a Pantomime— I like a 
Pantomime becoth’ itth a thort of thing that every fellow can 
uaderthand. Bucestone jointh me in withing you many happy 
wetumth of the day. By the way, what a nuithanth it would be if 
a day were alwayth weturning. You ’d never know when to get up. 
I with they ’d make me the Lithenther of playth. 

Yourth everly, Dun. 

From F. Chatterton, of the Adelphi, 

I can’t say better than, go and.see the Lyceum. That ’s the fun 
fox children at Christmas. 

F. B. C. 

From Sole Lessee and Manager , F. B. Chatterton. ( Strikes us 
we ’ve heard this name before) — of the Princess’s Theatre . 

Let me honestly advise you to take your children to the Amphi- 
theatre, 

Yours ever, as before. 


From Mr. Bateman, of the Lyceum . 

For Christmas Irving as Hamlet tells me there ’s nothing better 
in London than the performance at the Gaiety Theatre. Let 
everyone go there , 

From Mr. John Hollingshead, Gaiety . 

The Opera Comique is evidently the place to spend a happy 
Christmas holiday night. 

Yours, J. H. No Fees . 

From Miss Thompson, Globe Theatre . 

Dearest Sir, 

Where shall I advise your friends to go for the best enter- 
tainment in London ? Of course, to the Strand Theatre. 

Lima Thompson. 

Miss Sheridan, of the Opera Comique, 

The Court Theatre is the thing you should go and see. Just 
the very piece for children at Christmas. I 

Mr. Neville, of the Olympic . 

I ’ve been thinking over it, and I should say that, if you really 
want amusement, you can’t do better than go to the Globe. 

H. N. 

Mr. Hengler, of Hengler’s Circus, Argyll Street, of course 
highly recommends Astley’s, and Mr. Sanger insists on the publie 
patronising Hjengler’ s. Mr, Punch quite agrees with Mr. Sanger. 
Sandy is the best Ring- Clown he remembers. 

When Your Special, Pantomime Commissioner has been the 
rounds, he will report for the benefit of friends at a distance, as 
speedily as possible. 

A DRAMATIC CONTRAST. 

Letter 1,—The Past . 

London, January , 1819. 

Honoured Sir, 

When you so kindly and obligingly gave me permission to 
visit this gay Metropolis, which is at once the wonder and the admira- 
tion of the world, you requested me to write to you to give you my 
impressions of the play. I need scarcely tell you, my dear father, 
that your slightest wishes have with me the force of the sternest 
commands, and that I have taken the liberty of writing you this 
letter in obedience to vour affectionately expressed desires. 

I have just returned from the play-house, and hasten to give you 
some slight account of the pantomime I have just witnessed. 

It is called Harlequin and Mother Goose , or the Golden Hgg, and 
was originally played at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, by His 
Majesty’s Servants, on the 29th of December 1806. It was written 
by Mr. Thomas Dibdin 2 a gentleman who has since gained some 
fame as a writer of patriotic songs. I hear that at the time it was 
produced, some opposition was made to the introduction of vocal 
music — an innovation, you will admit, as true pantomime should be 
performed in dumb show. However, in spite of this, the play has 
been very much admired by the Town, and has more than once en- 
joyed a run of nearly twenty nights. The first scene represents the 
Mansion of Squire Bugle (excellently played by Mr. Grimaldi) ad- 
joining to which is the cottage of Colin, The Squire, after expres- 
sing his delight that his first wife is dead, makes violent love to 
Collinette, He is about to marry her, in spite of Colin’s efforts to 
rescue her, when Mother Goose appears. Then (I quote now the 
stage-directions I found in the play-hook) “ the Squire approaches 
his late wife’s tomb, and strikes it with his whip. The tomb opens, 


his late wife’s tomb, and strikes it with his whip. The tomb opens, 
and her Ghost appears (which Mother Goose has raised) clad in white 
satin and poppy ribbons, follows the Squire, shakes her hands at 
him, and disappears through a trap.” This scene was most awe- 
inspiring, and you have my word of honour that the audience were 
nearly as much frightened as the wicked Squire himself. We were 
quite glad when the clouds descended, and showed us the Retreat of 
Mother Goose. The good woman sang a song with a chorus to it, 
and then presented Colin with the celebrated Goose. The next 
scene showed how Colin secured Collinette, by giving up the Golden 
Egg to the Squire. However, Colin having consented to ithe death 
of the sagacious bird, the Golden Egg was thrown into the sea as a | 
pmushment by Mother Goose, who quickly; changed Colin, Collinette , i 
the Squire and his servant into Harlequin, Columbine , Clown , and 
Pantaloon, By this time we had been presented with three scenes, 
and had listened to no less than thirty-seven different tunes. 

After this, whatfis called the “ comic business ” commenced, and 
we were highly diverted with the many amusing droleries of the 
transformed lovers and *their persecutors. The adventuresjof Colin 
and Collinette , as Harlequin and Columbine, carriedI[them*through 
thirteen wonderful scenes. Among the rest were St. Dunstan’s 
Church, the Yauxhall Gardens, and the Pavilion by moonlight. At 
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SPREAD OF POLITENESS DOWNWARDS. 

‘•'Sugar and Ceram, Sir?” 


NEW-FASHIONED GHOSTS. 

Come, Superstition, wondrous Maid, 

No more m mouldy shroud arrayed, 

But, clad in drawing-room attire, 

Witch us without thine old blue fire. 

Bid spirit-lights, instead, to dance 
Before us at a dark seance ; 

For smell of sulphur, through our rooms 
Diffuse the choicest of perfumes, 

As Kiss-me-quick, and scents like those, 
That lead us sweetly by the nose. 

Instead of drawing round the grate 
Ghost-stories merely to relate, 

Around the hoard we ’ll form a ring, 

And ghosts themselves about us bring 
Their presence to announce by taps, 

And spell us out their names with raps ; 
Nay, talk, beneath the ribs of Death, 

As though with voice of living breath, 

No longer heaving hollow groans, 

But chatting in familiar tones : 

For the weird wail of other days, 

Tipping us slang and current phrase ; 
Sometimes they will “ materialise ” 
Themselves to our admiring eyes, 

Shake hands, and e’en, by such as list, 

If ladies, let their lips be kissed, 

Have locks cut from their spirit-hair, 

And shreds from off the robes they wear. 
What though through midnight air, 
astride 

Witches no longer broomsticks ride, 

Yet “ mediums ” still to ceilings rise ; 

Still gas, turned down, to inward eyes 
Reveals their airy “ levitation,” 

Wrought by no other incantation, 

Than that of the accordion’s strains, 

Played out of tune, by spirit pains, 

And such mysterious psalmoaing, 

As niggers at revivals sing. 

This, Superstition, is to what 
Thine ancient legends now have got, 

Less thrilling interest they inspire 
Than those once told round Christmas fire, 
But send no children to their beds, 

With horrors in their little heads ; 

Thus, if thou charm’ st not, as of yore, 
Thou terrifiest babes no more. 


length (in the Last Scene) the Golden Egg was found, and the 
lovers were rendered happy, I hope, for ever. 

And now, my Dear Father, you have received a short account of 
the Pantomime of Mother Goose. 

Present my most respectful compliments to my beloved and 
revered Mother. 

I remain, with the utmost respect, honoured Sir, 

Your most obedient, grateful, and affectionate Son, 

Thomas Smith, Jun. 

Letter II . — The Present. 

London , December , 187— 

My Dear Guv., 

Here I am, up in Town as chirpy as possible. You want 
to know what the Pantomime is like, eh ? 0 ! the usual sort of 

thing, you know. No end of Transformation Scenes and all that, 
and a regular A 1 Burlesque opening, chock full of puns, music- 
hall songs, and breakdowns. The ballets are awfully good— no end 
good. By the way, it ’s all right this year. You can let the Mater 
and the girls go, you know. They can take their time about it, as 
the thing will run a conple of hundred nights at the very least. I 
didn’t wait for the two scenes in the afterpart, as it ’s nothing hut 
bosh, you know, after the Clown comes on. 

How ’s yourself ? No more time, Love to everything and every- 
body. 

Your affectionate Son, 

Tommy. 

Hardly any Difference. 

Betwixt the Pope and Bismarck, 

How small the difference is, mark : 

P. gives away indulgence plenary, 

B. gives way to indulgence spleenary. 


A WELL-BEHAYED WATERING-PLACE. 

The Post quotes from the John Pull a satisfactory account of Me. 
Disraeli, concluding with the statement that: — 

u He is understood to have expressed himself highly pleased with. Bourne- 
mouth from the quiet and unobtrusive manner he is enabled to walk on the 
beautiful cliffs, and enjoy the air which is assisting so much his recovery of 
health.” 

Even the political opponents of our accomplished Premier would 
rejoice to learn that he is enabled to walk on the cliffs at Bourne- 
mouth in a quiet and unobtrusive manner, if they knew or supposed 
that heretofore he has generally been incapable of walking about 
without obtruding himself on public notice by noisy and boisterous 
behaviour. But surely Mr. Disraeli’s worst enemies have never 
charged him with deportment of that description ; and it needed not 
the air of Bournemouth to enable the author of Lothair to demean 
himself in the manner usual amongst the higher orders. The same 
unobtrusive maimer as that in which he takes his constitutional, is, 
probably we are glad to believe, observed towards himself by the 
people who meet him in the course of it, and by the well-bred 
inhabitants of Bournemouth, generally. 


A Canzonet for Christmas Time. 

{By a Mm of Sentiment ,) 

Sweet Maud, with eyes as black as sloe, 
When kissed beneath the mistletoe 
Deep blushes doth disclose : 

Were mine the joy her lips to touch, 

I wonder would she blush so much 
If kissed beneath the rose ? 
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GROSS NEGLECT OF DUTY. 

Sunday School Teacher. “What hid yotjr Godfathers and Godmothers then for you ? ” 
Sunday School Dunce. “Nothing at all, Miss— neither then nor since!” 


CHRISTMAS WAITS. 

London waits to see poor old Temple Bar soon tumble down and stop the traffic to the 
City : whereupon, perhaps some steps may be taken to remove it. 

Paris waits to see the opening of her beautiful New Opera, if the. singers will cease 
squabbling as to who should have the privilege of singing the first song in it. 

Berlin waits to see what will be the upshot of the judgment of Paris upon the Arnim 
Trial. 

Prince Bismarck waits, defiant, with his hand upon bis hilt, prepared for a fresh onslaught 
on the Ultramontane party. 

Gog and Magog wait with some anxiety to see what is to be done towards the talked-about 
enlargement of the Civic Corporation. 

Everybody waits, with not unnatural impatience, for the predicted Good Time Coming, 
when coals and oysters may become a trifie cheaper than they have been. 

The Lord Chamberlain waits to see whether the Managers will promptly carry ont his 
wishes for the cleansing of the stage, and whether the hint which he has given will be 
taken at the Music-halls. 

Many . alChristmas hamper waits a very long while on its way ere it can reach its 
destination. 

The “ finest site in Europe ” waits, with a natural desire, to see the end of the pepper-box 
and mustard-pot order oi architecture, and the beginning of a new and really noble 
National Gallery. 

Mr. Gobbleton waits to see the Christmas turkeys disappear a little from, the shops, ere, 
in his dread of toujours dindon, he can dare to venture on accepting a dinner invitation. 

Doctor Bolus waits, expectant, to he called in to prescribe for a few of bis young friends, 
who may suffer from a surfeit of mincepies and plum-pudding. 

Many a British matron waits to hire a clever, civil, cleanly, capable, and conscientions 
cook ; and many a British husband wishes she may get one. 

Railway Shareholders in general wait with some anxiety to see what will result from the 
experiment of Second-class extinction. 

Finally — Mr. Punch waits with pleasure on the universal world, with the best of Christmas 
presents, his new Almanack and Volume. 


POOR BISHOP COLENSO. 

If the wide world you search 
For a Sou of the Church, 

To rub up his Ma’s “ raws ” in extenso , 

To South Africa turn, 

And you ’ll find that you burn 
When you come within shot of Colenso. 

All that come in his way, 

Be they black, white, or grey, 

Must to him their attack or defence owe : 
From Macrorie* to Moses, 

Heaven keep him whose nose is 
Exposed within tweak of Colenso ! 

Since the candid Zulus _ 

Taught him doctrinal views 
Which caused Bishop Grey such offence, 0 ! 
Hot water, I fear, 

Is the usual sphere 
Of activity, sought by Colenso. 

Whether ’tis he likes hot 
Water rather than not, 

We know not: Fate frames certain men so : 

But, look where yon will, 
w At fisticuffs still 
Yon axe sure to find Bishop Colenso. 

He gets in a line 
With Governor Pine 
About Langibalele, and, when so, 

Sure that Chief has been wronged, 
Straight, to see double-thonged 
Natal Justice, home travels Colenso. 

When to England he came 
An Episcopal flame 

Wheresoe’er he appeared kindled then so, 

It poured out a fire 
Of most orthodox ire 
Betwixt pulpits correct and Colenso. 

Some Broad Bishops might try 
To oppose Low and High, 

Some Broad Deans, to free-thinking pro- 
pense, 0 ! 

Who their pulpits would ope 
To High Lama or Pope, 

Might offer a chair to Colenso. 

’Twixt this pulpit and that, 

Like a clerical hat, 

Between Church fiesh and fowl in suspenso , 
High-glorified, gibbeted, 

Invited, inhibited, 

Flits, in black and white, Bishop Colenso ! 

For a Bishop he is , 

Whate’er danders be riz, 

Whate’er heresies awful his pen sow, 
Though he calls a spade spade, 

And makes Lincoln afraid, 

By plain-spokenness d la Colenso. 

* Still hot-water ’s his fun — 

Made or found, ’tis all one — 

He hates luke- warm pleadings and men so — 
Deans and Rectors must suffer 
Who try to act buffer 
’Twixt an orthodox bench and Colenso ! 

What can Punch wish but luck 
To such straightforward pluck, 

Though it may mislead now and again so— 
Would such bottom and bone 
Were oftener shown, 

As are shown, right or wrong, by Colenso. 

* The orthodox and opposition-bishop of Natal. 


Motto for the Midland Railway.— 
t£ Nielli Secundus .” Second-Class for No- 
body. 
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FIVE O’CLOCK TEA.” 

Lady (to Relative from Australia). “Will yott take any Refreshment, Cousin George?” 

George, . “ Thanks, Bella. Don’t mind if I do. Give us a Handful o’ Tea and a Billy o’ Water, and I’ll Boil it 

WHILE YOU MAKE ME A DAMPER ! ” 


LAMBETH CHRISTMAS PUDDING. 

At this festive season, even Workhouse boards groan to the 
unwonted tune of— 

“ 0 the roast beef of Old England, 

And 0 the Old English Plum-pudding ! ” 

, But the Lambeth Guardians are determined that the paupers shall 
have no spice hut the highly tonic one of pauperism in their Christ- 
mas pudding this year. On the ingredients of the Workhouse 
pudding being laid before the Guardians, one of the Board— (if the 
Reader insists upon his name, “ chiefly that he may set it in his 
prayers,” let us say Mr. Skinflint)— took exception to the unbecom- 
ing richness of tha,t festive dish. 

The list of ingredients, he pointed out, involved too much of some 
good things, which may he granted to be indispensable even to a 
workhouse pudding— in becomingly limited quantities— as flour, suet, 
raisins, and baking-powder. Other good things were there — as cin- 
namon, cloves, allspice, and citron— whose presence in a workhouse 
pudding, he maintained, was altogether an intrusion and an imper- 
tinence. 

The majority of the Board agreed with this stem Censor of even 
festal workhouse fare, and so the Lambeth Christmas pudding this 
year will be' minus not only those statelier and spicier condiments 
mentioned above, but even its tale— we had almost written “ stale ” 
— of eggs will be reduced from five hundred to two hundred. 

“ So as Dante says in his picture of another Inferno — 

, “ So it is willed, where will is law.” 

We can only regret that, as all good deeds should meet their 
deserts, the Lambeth paupers axe not allowed to convert the balance 
of unused eggs into a testimonial to Me. Skinflint and the Guar- 
dians who voted with him — after they have been kept a week longer. 


LORD HERTFORD’S UKASE. 

{And Success to It.) 

Since breeches-parts to such (short) lengths have gone, 

Quoth my Lord Hertford, -I intend to floor ’em ; 

Know that in future I ’ll allow of none 
Save breeches— not of “in,” but— of de-corum. 

I ’ll have no raw joints shown in the stage-shop— 

That is, when I say “ raw”— “ undressed ” is my sense : 

Their licence if the Managers don’t stop, 

They ’ll And that I’ll stop my Lord Chamberlain’s licence. 

Nudity, in each stage, from stark I ban : 

The ballet-girls shall dress, undress they shan't ; 

And for the dance— on'Managers’ “ can-can ,” 

I’ll come down with Lord Chamberlain’s “ can't y can't." 

Once more upon the stage I ’d kindle mind, 

Put out, of late, by brainless impropriety ; 

And in this Civil Service hope to find 
The public my Co-operative Society. 


A Beal Blessing to Bathers. 

A serial on sale at the Railway Bookstalls hears on its front page 
the following announcement ; — 

u Little Folks Enlarged without Increase of Expense.” 

If this could actually be accomplished, what a blessing it would 
be for Paterfamilias, particularly at the present festive season oi 
eating and drinking and growing bills for growing children. 


Motto for a Manager.— “ Ccetera decent 99 


Two Rates disliked by Dissenters.— Pew-rates and Cu-rates. 


Printed by Joseph Smith, of No. 30, Loraine Road, Holloway, in the Parish of St. Mary, Islington, in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew, * Co., Lombard 
Street, in the Precinct of Whitefhars, m the City of London, and Published by him at No. 85, Fleet Street, in the Parish of St. Bride, City of London.— Satuanar, January 2, 1875. 
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THE SONG OF AMIENS : A CHRISTMAS 
VERSION. 

(As We Like It.) 

Under the warm roof -tree 
Who loves to sit with me. 

And list while Beauty’s throat 
Mocks the piano’s note ? 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Frost shall he see 
No enemy 

To fun— both friends together. 

Who would chill weather shun, 

When fog veils winter sun, 

And from the freezing storm, 

Take flight to quarters warm. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
What though i’ the sky 
Yenus let fly 

Adown her doves’ white feather ? 

Who loves the coals to stir, 

And raise thermometer, 

Make roaring oak-logs glow, 

Red curtains draw on snow — 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
With warmth, chat, and cheer, 

Warm the new year— 

Till who cares for cold weather ! 


OVER-WORKED. 

Cousin Kate. “ Are you coming to Skate with us To-morrow, Fred ? ” 
Fred. “Well, I don’t know. Awfully busy just now. Have to be at 
thb Office about One— then there’s Luncheon at Two, and don’t get 

AWAY TILL BAST THREE.” 


A (Brazil) Nut to Crack. 

Our imports from abroad are likely to receive a con- 
siderable addition, although it may not appear in the 
returns of the Board of Trade or affect the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer’s surplus. The following telegram 
has been received from Pernambuco : — 

“ The Jesuits who have been banished will proceed to England 
by the Neva to-morrow.” 

What an interesting cargo to he landed on onr shores ! 
Happy England ! the asylum and refuge of the exile 
and outcast— soon, perhaps, to claim the choice distinc- 
tion of being the only country in Europe where such 
maligned innocents as Jesuit priests can pursue their 
calling, without opposition, interruption, or interference. 
The new year is inaeed opening well for ns ! 


WHAT IT MUST COME TO ; 

Or, The Railway Report for 1876. 

Railway Department, St. Saviour's . 

Sir, December 31$£, 1876. 

According to the orders of the Commissioners of Police, I 
have the honour to submit my Annual Report upon the Railways of 
Great Britain and Ireland. I am glad to state that the putting into 
force of the regulations sanctioned by Parliament in 1875 has been 
followed by the most satisfactory results. 

Accidents.’— Only one fatal collision has occurred during the past 
year. The Directors and Managers of the Railway upon which the 
accident happened escaped with a very mild sentence-penal servi- 
tude for life. It is necessary, however, that I should explain that 
at the trial a plea of extenuating circumstances was successfully 
maintained. The Judge, in passing sentence, after congratulating 
the prisoners upon their escape from a verdict entailing a far more 
serious punishment, carefully pointed out that the finding of the 
Jury in this particular case must not be taken as a precedent by the 
other Directors of Railways. His Lordship insisted that the respon- 
sibility of conducting a Railway Company rested with those into 
whose hands the State had placed the supreme authority. ^ Since 
the passing of the new Act the law could no longer tolerate criminal 
carelessness and neglect. 

Railway Punctuality . — Now that Station-masters, Engine- 
drivers, and Guards have become liable to six months’ hard labour 
for starting trains more than two minutes behind the time adver- 
tised for their departure, the trains have been despatched with the 
utmost regularity. The law has only been put in force twice during 
thepast year. In each case the full penalty was inflicted. 

Excursions. — The new plan of making Directors travel in every 
compartment of an excursion train is working admirably. The 
Guards are now quite willing to remove any persons who may be 
pointed out to them aareasonably obj ectionable tohis fellow- travel! er s. 


Goods Traffic.’— Since the Railway Companies have been forced to 
pay full compensation for any delay in the conveyance of coal, the 
trade and the Public generally have had little cause for complaint. 
The serious block that occurred at Sheffield in December, 1874, is 
not likely to recur under the new system. 

Civility of Officials.— Three Booking-clerks, during the past year, 
have been convicted of insolence to travellers. As these were the 
first cases under the new Act, the prisoners were only sentenced to 
two months’ imprisonment. 

Refreshments.— The compulsory introduction of the Continental 
Buffet system has given great satisfaction to the Public. The 
passenger traffic has been greatly, increased by the alteration. 

Railway Guide. — Since an official guide has been published under 
the editorship of the Chief Clerk at Bow Street Police Court (who is 
also Editor of the Police Gazette ), passengers have found no diffi- 
culty in ascertaining the proper times for the arrivals and departures 
of town and country trains. 

I have to add that all the recent improvements (insisted upon by 
Parliament) have been introduced, and are now in full working 
order. 

The Act limiting the hours of labour of Railway Employes has 
not once been infringed during the past year. 

In conclusion I have the honour to report that the new system of 
Police Patrolling both by day and by night has been strictly en- 
forced, and has been found to have the desired effect of keeping all 
the Railway Officials in good order and thoroughly on the alert. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your most humble obedient Servant, 

The Inspector-General op Railways. 

To the Right Hon . the President of the Board of Trade . 


The Railway Alternative. — Continuous Breaks or Continual 
Smashes. 
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NURSERY RHYMES FOR THE TIMES. 











SCIENCE FOR SWAINS. 

Who is there that would like to give twenty-five thousand words 
-v5 e i m e ^ uineas ? Tiiat sum is offered hy Be. Lory Marsh, 
10, Adelpw Terrace, Strand, to the successful competitor for a Prize 
Jtssay on ‘‘Rural Sanitary Science/’ limited to that number of 
words, and written in English. ‘ 1 Hard technicalities are to be 
avoided as much as possible by the competing Essayists.” Let them 
try all they can then to write in words of one and two syllables, 
suitable to the rural intelligence, to which Bs. Marsh, who is to 
possess the successful Essay, will perhaps take measures to adapt it 
luxtner by getting it rendered into the various rural dialects, for the 
benefit of the rustics. A treatise on Rural Sanitary Science, thus 
translated, might, for one particular instance, contain some such 
directions as these : — 

(( Mtestpleacevorthy pigsty is close outzide thy back-dooer. 
i * “5? ^f^ 3 thy drinkun- water to heclane and swate, thee 
stick to thy old well close alongzide o’ thy zesspool. Don’t thee 
goo and zmk ne er another vurder off, onless ’tis where thy hoss- 
r neabour’s thereabouts is sure to draain into’t. 

.That there ’s the only sart o’ draainidge thee want’st, besides the 
draaimdge of a jug o' beer, lateral draainidge : that ’s draainidge 
enough tor thee—layun out money on layun down pipes is like 
vungun on t into the gutter. Keep that there open under thy nose ; 
trap zinks, lack stinks, and catch tyvus or scarlut vever. Our 
voreteeathers always held stenches wus wholesum. Zo they he. 
xne moor muck the better luck ; never thee move thy manoover- 
heap out o’ sniff vrom thy winders for nobody. 

J-he smaller a house in propotion to a vamaly, the better. There’s 
never no danger of overcrowdun cottidges of industerous labourers. 
Consider the bees in a hive, and the emmuts in a anthill— you knows 
we be to take pattern vrom they for to live like Christians. Keep 

Sr a 5°f« r ^^f wl ^ ders sKut 11 close t0 day and night; stop out afi 
draafts and doan t never allow no ventilaaishun, which is what 

?A^ti C ° ldS and Spare soap and water all thee can’st 

tor tne same razon; dpt is warm, damp is danger of aguey, scrub - 

Jjjj*** 1 c ¥i s i and doaa ’ t thee wash w vloors no 

moor than thee canst help : nor thyzelf nuther. If the Inspector o’ 

3w"8S2 + V t r ? les A aU ’ an d talks about onclanenuss and 

that, thee take un inside thy pigsty and show ’n thy hogs, and 


adybird, Ladybird, fly from your home ; 

Whatever its duties, your right is to roam : 

What’s the day’s work of wife 
To enjoyment of life ? — 

Ties that humdrum folks bind, 

To a woman of mind •? 

Leave your children to servants— an excellent plan— 
And your husband to make himself snug as he can ; 

If you ’re rich, leave your soul to the guidance of Rome- 
But of all things, 0 Ladybird, fly from your home I 


There was a little Maid, and there was a little Man, 

And to that little maiden that little spoon began, 

“ Little Maid, I’m twenty- three, 

Not bad looking— as you see— 

, May I dare hope your accepted, Miss, to be, be, be ! ” 

^ Rather bored, that little Maid aside her volume laid, 

■2 Aud with this startling query that little Min dismaye d : 

“ Question is,— do you kuow Dutch P ” 

“ Well,” he answered, “no— not much.” 

“Then,” she said, “my heart how can you think to touch, 
touch, touch P ” 

Amazed, that little Man readdressed that little Maid : 

“ Do you mean that hearts in Dutch mast at ladies’ feet be 
laid?” 

“ 0 ! ” she answered, very glum, 

“If not polyglot, be dumb— 

=||j Dutch, with French, Italian, German, is my mini-mum, 
g\h mum!” 

iKh! “ Where are you going, my pretty Maid ? ” 

I Ww I ,m going to be lectured to, Sir,” she said, 

j yp “ May I go with you, my pretty Maid ? ” 

“ I don’t think my Lecture would please you,” she said. 

“ What is its subject then, my pretty Maid ? ” 

“ Painless extinction of male kind,” she said. 

“ There ’ll be no one to marry you, my pretty Maid ! ” 

“ Advanced girls don’t want husbands, Sir,” she said. 

tell ’n to look how fat and well they he, and try and prove to ’n wot 
stupidnuss ’tis to be daainty, and how wise and. sensable and consi- 
derut o’ the Local Government Boord to f urbear from worryun folks 
by pokun their noses into every hole and earner o’ their premises to 
smell out offences, as they ’ood do if so be as they was to excercise all 
the powers they be ’vested wi’ by Act o’ Parliamunt to be trubble- 
some.” 

So much hy way of modest suggestion to those whom it may con- 
cern. For further particulars respecting the terms of competition 
for the Prize Essay on Rural Sanitary Science, proposed by Dr. 
Marsh, persons desirous of gaining it are recommended to procure 
his prospectus containing a plenary specification of the various sub- 
jects whose discussion they are invited to exhaust in twenty- five 
thousand words of sanitary wisdom, the most exhaustive of which 
will fetch their author a guinea a thousand. Detur dignioru 


WASTE OF POWER. 

A Company is in course of formation, for utilising the Discount 
which retail tradesmen are willing to allow, but which the Public do 
not always demand. The idea is ingenious, and we only wonder that 
the promoters have not carried their principle further. How happy 
would the world be if Force were husbanded with the same care as 
money ? What a lamentable loss of motive power occurs in taking 
a 7 a P c L Sur . el y. scientific men might devise an apparatus by 
which Paterfamilias, while indulging in a constitutional, might 
grind the family coffee, churn the family butter, and chop up the 
family sausages. Kay, we do not despair of soon seeing some simple 
glP^atus, say for shelling peas, which attached to the shoulders of 
High Church young ladies, and performing its work at the rate of a 
pod a genuflection, would afford such a proof of their fervid piety 
as even the worldling could appreciate. 

The Height oe Dkcomfort.— To make a call this weather, and 
to meet with, a freezing reception. 

The London Thittmtibate.—Hogg, Gog, and Magog. 
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“THINGS A LADY WOULD LIKE TO KNOW." 

(A booh has been published under this title. Mr. Punch has his own 
ideas on the subject , and in modest rivalry of Mr. Southgate’s 
booh presents them to his readers — i.e. the World.) 

Before Marriage. 

hether she will look well 

W at the Ball. 

Whether she will be 
able to talk to a friend in 
pink without killing her 
own dress by the contrast. 

Whether Charles will 
be there. 

Whether she shall be 
able to refuse that silly 
i young man, Mr. Muff- 
ington, “ the next 
a square,” without telling 

t afib - 

Whether he will see (as 
he is leaving her) that 
her card is not “quite 
fulL ,, 

Whether Charles will 
ask her to dance more 
than twice. 

Whether Mamma will 
be angry with her if he 
does. 

- . CEL Whether soup is a good 

thing to take at supper. 
Whether one glass of 

champagne could do one any harm. 

Whether it will not be as well to sit out one or two £ ‘ squares ’ ’ with 
Charles during the evening. 

Whether, as Charles suggests, it will not be much cooler in the J 
j conservatory. 

Whether, if they go, Mamma is likely to follow them. 

After Marriage. 

How to cook like the Chef at Charles’s Club. 

How to dress becomingly and economically. 

How to conquer her aversion to tobacco-smoke. . 

How not to sacrifice the furniture without obliging Charley to 
sacrifice his cigars. 

How to take an interest in Law, Medicine, or Metaphysics, when 
these serious subjects are discussed at or after dinner. 

How to welcome Charles’s friends in such a manner that they 
may consider her “ the best little woman in the world.” 

How to make her husband prefer his own home to his Club. 

How to bring np her children that they may he ornaments within 
and without the home circle. 

How to he healthy, wealthy, and wise, pretty, amiable, and clever. 
In a word, how to make her children good, her home comfortable, 
and her husband happy. 

(Ha! ha! Don’t you wish you may get her !) 



The good Friend who penned this playbill evidently supposed that 
his audience would never discover Falstaff’ $ mental ana physical 
peculiarities from his stage representative, who perhaps had taken 
an entirely different view of the part, and was going to exhibit bim 
as a thin, staid, stupid fellow,— or, perhaps, out of compliment, as a 
“ Friend.” 

After describing Poins as “inclined to practical joking,” Bardolph, 
and the rest, we have another recitation, this time of “ The Bells,” by 
the poet Poe (there was enough for their money), and then came 
what is set forth in the programme (evidently by the same hand 
that did the Falstaff above) as a “ Comic Farce,” entitled 

“THE CALIPH'S REVENGE; 

Or, the Result of Insulting the Sultan of Sultry Samarcand.” 

Let our burlesque punsters tremble. The Quakers are coming ; 
they have broke out into jokes and plays on words. Then the names 
of the characters — “ Holey Foley, Caliph ; Rumpunner , his Grand 
Vizier, a cool shaver, as sharp as a razor,” &c., Mustapha Schneider , 
j “Court Cobbler, who makes shoes and slippers to hoot,” (ha ! ha ! 
ha !), “ and who puts the Caliph in a wax” — ha ! ha ! ha ! wax ! — 
a genuine side -splitter. And so on. Lord Hertford’s rule does 
not extend to Liverpool, but should the Friends open a Theatrical 
Meeting-house in London, let the Licenser get his opera-glasses and 
measuring tape ready. Shade of Penn! why, thy very name will 
be a chance for the burlesque wit of one of thine own beloved people. 
Let the Shakers join their force : a play by Quakers, with a ballet 
by Shakers. Mr. Hollingshead, Sir, thou art inclined towards 
novelty, yea, and verily herein is thy chance. 

Of course their “ tag ” after all this was, “ And if our ‘ Friends ’ 
in front are hut satisfied,” &c., &c. 

No dancing is mentioned, but in the “Comic Farce” it is not 
altogether improbable that the “ Dancing Quakers ” appeared. If 
not, then verily a serious French dance (whose name we never men- 
tion now) will he the next novelty at the Institute, Islington, 
Liverpool. 

•WINTER MARKETS. 

0 January , 1875. Thermometer at 11*1.) 

Linseed continues in request. 

Mustard showing marked improvement. 

Tallow up again. On the spot 45s. 6d. | 

For Cloves, Nutmeg, and Spice, Sugar, and Lemons, a good 
demand prevails. 

Some considerable stir in Arrowroot. 

Cambric Handkerchiefs are steadily maintained up to noses, and 
firmly held to. Silky wrappers firm all round. 

Evening Party Market — Small supplies during the past week. 
Spinners refuse to hook in advance. 

'■ Theatrical Market — Nothing new to report : orders being placed 
with extreme caution. Some depression at first, but in Pantomimes 
subsequently there was a rally. 

Serpentine —Ice quoted firm. Applications at the Bank have 
been numerous. Securities with chairs and life-buoys. But several 
important changes took place during the day, and the positions of 
parties were soon seen to he reversed. Prices are quoted— Bank 
Stock Skates for money Is. 6d. per hour. 


BROAD BEIMS AM) BROAD GRINS. 

“ Friends ” of my childhood I Friends of the Broad brim, grey 
dress, and gaiters, and dove-coloured shovel-bonnet, where are ye 
now r 0 what a day ye have been having— at Liverpool. Behold, 
0 Amtnadab Sleek, this programme 

“FRIENDS’ INSTITUTE, ISLINGTON, LIVERPOOL. 

Soiree , in aid of the Funds of the Institute, December 21, 1874.” 

A worthy object, dear Friends, doubtless ; and what was the 
Soiree ? It commenced with a prologue and a recitation. Thou 
seest we are gradually stealing up towards something out of the 
common. And so next was a “ Scene from the Christmas Carol,” 
with a Dramatis Persona of Old Scrooge , his Nephew, a benevolent 
Old Man, a Ghost, Bob Cratchit, and the hoy with the turkey, 
i Not bad that, 0 Society of Friends, for a beginning. Then came 
I two more recitations, and then “ A Scene in Three Acts,”— a trifle 
undramatic this description, bnt our dear Friends are making their 
first attempt, — “taken from Shakspeare’s King Henri/ the Fourth .” 

Then we have the Dramatis Persona, with a description of each 
character, thus — 

“Henry Prince of "Wales, a facetious young Prince , a very 
flower of chivalry, inclined to the gayest side of life . 

Sir John Falstaff, a corpulent, witty gentleman.” 


New Soporific. 

“Few people are aware what an excellent substitute for paucity of blankets 
can be contrived from a selection of our daily contemporaries.”— Graphic. 

Can the Graphic mean to imply that to be wrapped up in a selec- 
tion of its daily contemporaries is a sure way of sending a man to 


SORS SHAKSPERIANA FOR GERMAN ULTRAMONTANES. 

“Not that I loved (Desab. less, but that I love Rome more.” 

Julius Ccesar, Act iii. s. 2. 


EPITAPHIUM. 
LiETUS-Lapis 
Fletus Papis. 


The Most Suitable Christmas and New Year’s Game.— T hat 
which is sent to the Hospitals. 


The Crowning Event of 1874.— General Campos’s Pronuncia - 
miento. 




HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


Mistress of the House. “I’ve some important Letters I want taken to the Post, Progmore. Have you finisbed Dinnir 

DOWNSTAIRS YET?’' Butler. “ NOT YET, MUM ; THE 4 ONGTRAYS ’ IS JUST A GOIN’ IN.” 


“LET IT FREEZE ! ; 


COLLAR’D HEAD. 


Soft falls tlie snow in silent flakes, 

The ice grows thick on ponds and lakes, 

But Mr. Hunch , at ease, 

Surveys this wintry state of things, 

And Nature treats like other kings, 

Observing, “Let it freeze I” 

Thermometer at twenty-six, 

Jack Frost is free to play his tricks— 

The snob loves low degrees. 

But simny wit, .that gives no pain, 

Keeps’ constant summer in the brain, 

So Hunch says, “ Let it freeze I ” 

Yes, let it freeze, so long as they 
Whose wealth'defies the wintry day, 

The pinch of poor-tith ease : 

If, like Gulf-stream, from hall to cot 
There flows' what keeps' the labourer hot; 

By all means, “ Let it freeze ! ” 

Good neighbourhood strikes bonds throughout 
Strata, far-cleft, of lord and lout ; 

A happy land one sees, 

When he who takes, and he who gives, 


“ The Bun Public says it is rumoured that Marshal MacMahon will 
have two of the live collars of the Golden Fleece now at Marshal Serraiso’s 
disposal.’* 

•It is an interesting speculation to conjecture what the lucky 
Marshal will do with his two. collars — when he gets them. No 
K.G. was ever beheld with Garters on both legs, and, similarly, the 
idea of a Knight of the’ Golden Fleece with two fleeces over his 
shoulders, even in the severest weather, is beyond any man’s com- 
prehension, Perhaps the Marshal will wear his two collars turn 
and turn about, or one in the morning and the other in the evening, 
or reserve the second for high days and holidays ; or, perhaps, the I 
simplest solution of the problem is,' that one collar is intended fur 
the Marshal, the other for the President. If this does not clear up 
the difficulty, will some Member of the Right Centre, or the Lei c 
Centre, or the Centre Centre, interpellate the Ministry on the 
subject ? 


Bacchus- and Ceres. 


A nice analogy is suggested by a contemporary’s announcement 


Alike for proof in practice lives, 
That Love can never freeze. 


“Unfermented Wine.— The Scofcwwm states that the British League of 
Abstainers have presented to each Presbyterian minister of Edinburgh, for the 
use of himself and Kirk Session, a bottle of Mr. Franke Wright’s unfer- 
mented wine.” 


A Bankrupt Adage. 


The List of Proverbs^ has lost one of its oldest’ and best-known 
members. We are told in the Times that in 1872 “ many cargoes of 
Belgian coal were shipped to England, even to Newcastle itself.” 
After this, “ carrying coals to Newcastle” becomes an ordinary 
mercantile transaction. 


The parallel, surely, to unfermented wine would be unleavened 
bread, and, if the bread were unbaked as well, it would match 
completely. The one bottle of unfermented wine presented to each 
Minister for the use of himself and Kirk Session will probably prove 
a great deal more than they can matiage, if Hunch knows aught ol 
the mysteries of the human interior. 


Stomach and Lives Puls.— Digestive Organ Grinders. 
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NICE ICE-SPORTS, 

{From Rough's Guide to Winter Games.) 

me Magic Snow- 
Take a good- 
sized stone, and 
bind firmly round 
it several hand- 
fulls of dirty snow, 
until the mass as- 
sumes the appear- 
ance of a frozen 
cannon-ball. Now 
approach an elder- 
ly gentleman, and 
throw the ball with 
all the force at your 
command at his 
head. The game is 
to run away as hard 
as you can the mo- 
ment your shot has 
taken effect. 

The Mirth-pro- 
voking pavement— 
Make a slide in 
front of a boarding- 
house in a quiet 
square just as the 
lamps are being 
lighted. Now re- 
tire, and watch the passengers as they trip up and come down upon 
your carefully prepared slide. Should an old lady in falling contrive 
to break a limb, disappear quickly into an adjacent street. 

The Quaint Promenade.— Obtain a halfpenny (one from anybody’s 
pocket will do nicely), and selecting a rotten piece of ice, throw the 
coin on the thinly coated water in file presence of a crowd of small 
boys. Some starving youngster will at once venture on to the ice 
and disappear. Shorn; merrily, and retire with the greatest possible 
rapidity. 

The Disappointed Muffs . — Choose a piece of ice marked 
“Dangerous,” and raise a shout of “Man in! help! help!” A 
crowd will at once rush to the spot to engage in a fruitless attempt 
to save an imaginary victim. Make yourself scarce (on the bank) 
as the ice breaks under the footsteps of the running multitude. 

The Perfect Cure t suggested by Mr. Punch as a wholesome addition 
to this list). — Take a player in any of the above amusing sports, and 
carry him before* a Magistrate armed with the necessary powers. 
After this has been done, let him be removed to Newgate. Now 
severely fiog him with a cat-o’-nine-tails, until the surgeon in at- 
tendance orders the game to be discontinued. 


OUR PANTOMIME COMMISSION. 

Sib, 

Yottb Special Pantomime Commissioner, accompanied by five 
assistant Critics, whose united ages amounted to fifty-three, and 
their prices (for every Critic has Ms price) to one pound five, exclu- 
sive of cabs and dinner : for, as in Db. Johnson’s Rambler days, so 
now, a Journalistic Critic requires more sops than Cerberus to pre- 
vent Ms growling and snarling at your heels. However, although 
I had no interest in the Author or the Manager, I thought I would 
| do them both (at Covent Carden they are two single gentlemen 
rolled into one) a kind seasonable turn, and bribe these dangerous 
Critics, who might otherwise have been nasty, with a box of 
costume-crackers, several pounds of sweeties, some delicious choco- 
i late drops with cream artfully secreted within (oh!), and several 
other nicey-nicies, wMch, had they been older, would have induced 
them to pronounce the Pantomime “ the most graceful,” “the most 
poetic,’’ or even “ the daintiest conceit that had ever emanated from 
the brain of our most fanciful conceptists.” Fortunately for the 
Manager and Author that night was Boxing Night, and my Juvenile 
Critics were delighted with everything— except the Ghost Scene, 
wMch they did not consider in the least funny (and I quite agreed 
with them). 

Not but that, if the eldest Payne and Ms son had had the arranging 
of the Great Bed of Ware Scene, it would probably have been very 
different. The Covent Garden Pantomime has a very busy and de- 
eidedlyfunny Kitchen Scene. Also there is a Baronial Hall, where the 
Mummers have a procession, and where permutations and combina- 
tions of children in various colours form a series of effective pictures. 

My Critics here expressed their sincere admiration of the tout 
ensemble ; and for the Covent Garden scenery, from first to last, 
Your Commissioner can only say to the artist : “ Brayvo, Hicks ! ” 


But 0 the cold ! How can anyone enioy a pantomime when com- 
pelled as we were, every one of us, to keep on our overcoats and 
mufflers, and first to implore the box-keeper to keep a recalcitrant 
door shut, then to threaten him, and finally to keep one’s gibus in 
one’s hand, ready to shoot it out and be tiled, close as a Masonic 
Lodge, on the incursion of every fresh cold stranger. Then— 0 
cruel mockery — a refreshment person came to offer us ices ! Ices ! ! 
Heavens ! Foot- warmers and rugs, if you please, and stoves all 
over the place. 

Lavish of tips as is Your Pantomime Commissioner at tMs time of 
year, and ever ready to bestow fees on worthy box-keepers, yet he 
does want to know why sixpence is charged at Covent Garden for 
each one of Mb. Eimmel’s programmes, which at other theatres can 
be had gratis ? Your Commissioner had asked for three programmes, 
and was giving the civil functionary a shilling for himself when 
that excellent person informed your P. C. that the three programmes 
amounted to eighteen pence. With wonderful presence of mind 
your undaunted Commissioner politely handed back a programme, 
retained two, and begged the official to keep the shilling and take 
the will for the deed. He seemed much pleased on being asked 
for the loan of an opera-glass, but the next instant became depressed 
on being informed by an assistant official that “they hadn’t as yet 
been supplied with opera-glasses.” Your Commissioner bowed, and 
seated himself. 

During the Transformation Scene Your P. C. made a note: 
“Were I the Licenser, I^would abolish the exhibition of girls 
suspended by wires.” 

If for a scenic effect or two and one ’good comic scene yon go to 
Covent Garden, for some genuine fun and for a cleverly sung, 
though thorough Music-hall, ditty, Your Pantomime Commissioner 
advises— strongly advises— a visit to the Princess’s. The story is 
that of Beaut, y and the Beast. Miss Kate Vaughan plays Beauty ; 
Mb. Geoege Belmoee plays the old merchant, her father. With 
the exception of'.Miss Lydia Thompson, Your Commissioner may 
honestly say. that it is long since he has seen so graceful yet, at 
times, so artistically broad a burlesque performance as that of Miss 
Kate Vaughan’s in. the little she has to do as Beauty . Her first 
and foremost merit is that she brings out her lines distinctly and 
| intelligently : whatever points she has to make, she makes, and does 
more than justice to the doggerel of the “Bbotkebs Gbin.” 
Secondly, she actually knows how to sing a comic song., and is not 
afraid of “ going I in for it” with . chic as irresistible as was 
Schneideb’s in Boulotte , and a mimicry of the London gamin's 
tone and style wMch electrifies the audience by its audacity, 
yet delights the most fastidious by the utter absence of vulgarity. 
You feel that for the moment she is assuming and ridiculing the 


You feel that for the moment she is assuming and ridiculing the 
vulgarity which is no part of her real self. Mind, she has three 
songs, and of the other two it would be most difficult for her or* 
anybody else to make anything. 

Then Mr. Belmoee shows us what a clever actor can do in ultra- 
burlesque. His business is immensely funny. Given a good short, 
funny, eccentric piece, with catching music, played by such artists 
as Miss Thompson, Miss Vaughan, Mb. Lionel Bkough, Mb. 
Geobge Belmoee, and two or three others whom it would not be 
very difficult to mention, and whether it were called Opera-Bouffe, 
or a Bouffonnerie , or a Burlesque, it would be as successful as 
were those famous pieces wMch old f ogeydom now looks back upon as 
amonff the glories of the past. The mistake has been for managers 
to follow managers, like sheep through a gap, instead of allowing 
two or three small theatres, with small stages, to stick to burlesque 
as a specialite . The Liberte des Thiatres is, in some respects, one 
of the causes of the present unsatisfactory state of the drama. 

To return to Pantomime, Me. Ckattebton, I suppose, takes the 
first West End prize this year, with Drury Lane and the Yokes’ 
Derby winners first; then the Princess’s a good second. I don’t 
think the Yokes’ legs are lowered since last year ; nor have I as yet 
noticed any alteration in the length of pantomime costumes. Your 
Commissioner watched the fairies closely, specially the ballet, and 
feels bound to remark that if we could fearlessly take oux children 
to see the Christmas spectacles any time these last ten years, so can 
we now. 

At the Princess’s we came in for the latter part of Lost in London. 
It is a pathetic melodrama, and the audience was deeply inte- 
rested ; but the audience had a cold. The most touching situation 
in the Last Act, where dying Nelly (Miss Foote) implores 
her injured husband, Job Armroyd (Mb. S. Emeky), to forgive her, 
was listened to by the audience with rapt attention, in spite of 
half stifled coughs, coughs that wouldn’t be stified, violent sneezes, 
and hysterically used pockethandkercMefs. Thus : — 

Nelly {on her knees, appealingly ). 0, Job! Job, say you forgive 
me 

Audience. Artichoo — Swsh — Artichoo— Swsh ! 

Job {finishing his sentence which he has been speaking during the 

above) and think no more nowt of me. {This is Lancashire dialect , 

and he turns away much affected.) 

Nelly {in an agony of supplication). You would not — 
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AN ENTHUSIASTIC DISCIPLE. 


Our Artist has become a thorough convert to the views Mr. Raw- 

LINS ON HAS SO ELOQUENTLY EXPOUNDED IN THE TXXES. On THE ROOF OF HIS 

House, well wrapped up in a waterproof Ulster, with his back against 
the Kitchen Chimmey-stack, and his pert comfortably packed in a 
“Civil Service Supply” Hamper, he evolves a Tropical Landscape out 

OP THE DEPTHS OF HIS INNER CONSCIOUSNESS, AND HAS NEVER PELT SO HAPPY 
IN HIS LIFE. 


SUMMER AND WINTER. 

How curiously our fancies vary 
Betwixt July aud January! 

In Summer, little lady mine, 

I twined your hair with eglantine, 

In Winter, as, of course, you know, 

Nought so becomes as mistletoe. 

In Winter Cupid’s favourite shop is 
The drawing-room, and not the coppice : 

Your slippered foot adorns the carpet, 

Each eye is like an azure star, pet. 

And the white hand that pours the Hyson, 

By Aphrodite ! His a nice ’un.y ' 

Forgetting Summer’s golden splendour, 

Let ’s sit with feet upon the fender : 

Let ’s put the skylark on his mettle, 

With singing of our silver kettle, 

Laugh at the foLlies of this clever age, 

And brew our Punch— all-year-round beverage ! 


ADVICE FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

To the Clerk of the Weather. — Thaw. 

To all the Theatres . — Draw. 

To Stockbrokers . — Don’t be Bears. 

To Irishmen . — Don’t make Bulls. 

To Smokers. — Cut Cavendish and Clay. 

To Whistplayers . — Stick to Clay and Cavendish. 

To Learners of the Eton Latin Grammar . — c 4 Los, 
fur , sus ’’—Beef, pork* and a fur coat. 

To the Committee for Decorating St. Paul's. — Study 
Wrens’ Nests. 

To the King op Spain. — Get Spain out of her 
4 4 Bonds.” 

To Marshal Macmakon.— H old on. 

To Prince Bismarck.— Don’t be. too amiable, for the 
sake of your sentimental Emperor and suffering country. 

To the Pope.— T ry and he fallible for a change. 

And to the Lord Chamberlain.— Open an Office in 
Great De-Corum Street. 


The New Fashion. 

Le Follet, always worth careful examination, dis- 
closes to ns that 44 flounces plaited a coup de vent ” are 
now in vogue. “Clouds” have long ceased to he a 
novelty ; but now we may be on the look-out for 
ladies in 44 hurricanes,” with gentlemen in pilot-coats 
in close attendance. 


| Audience . Artichoo! {cough) — swsh! {pocket handkerchief s) — Arti- 
{ciolent coughs and convulsive stamping of feet)- choo! boo, boo, 

1 grrrr {somebody choking , having probably allowed a lozenge to slip 
down the wrong way ) . 

! Job {finishing more pathetically ). Call on me, lass, for thon wert 
1 the comfort of my — 

Audience. Swsh! artichoo! hoo, boo, grrr ( sneezes , wheezes , coughs , 
and violent blowings ). 

Job {seeing Nelly carried off by Mrs. Mellon) . I’ve killed her, 
I ’ve killed her— I, who would ha’ gi’en my— 

Everybody [in chorus). Artichoo! boo, grrr, &c., &c. 

But, 0 Pilot, it was a fearful night, and Your Pantomime Com- 
missioner Quite envied the Pantaloon when the Clown tickled him 
as usual with the red-hot poker. 

The Merry Wives is brightly put on the stage at the Gaiety, and 
Shakspeare at present is in possession of the Strand on each side of 
Wellington Street. But as Mr. Phelps as Falstaff and Mr. Irving 
as JLamlet do not properly belong to my present subject, I will stop 
where I am, and sign myself Your Own 

P. C. 

P.S.-MR. Hengxer’s Clown, Sandy , must be seen. He is a real 
Circus droll — the most irresistible of all drolls, when really up to the 
mark, always excepting Mr. Punch — and the eldest of my young 
female Critics declared herself in love with him, 44 he is such a 
pretty little fellow.” My small Critic-e&e a hint ans : pas de 
danger . 


AT THE ANTIPODES. 

Woeks or Meect.— T he exact opposite to works of Mersey. [See 
the late Criminal Records of Liverpool.) 


44 JUST NEXT DOOR.” 

It has been observed by a great Philosopher, second only to Punch 
and Plato, that in a vast City we never know who lives next door 
to us. This is remarkably true of the greatest City in the world, 
videlicet London. 

Yet affirmations of this kind must he taken cum grano sails. 

Just next door you may live a gentlemauwho is careful about 
his breed of poultry, whose Cochins crow like burglars at midnight, 
and whose gamecocks wake you at sunrise with the clear sound of a 
clarion. 

J ust next door there may be a lover of harmony, each of whose 
daughters, six in number, has a piano of her own, while he is very 
gradually learning the key-bugle or trombone. 

Just next door there may be an analytical chemist, who emits 
gases of the most hideous smell just when yon are dining, and makes 
terrific explosions as yon are getting cosily asleep about midnight. 

J ust next door there may he a gentleman who breeds bull-terriers, 
so that yon are doubtful about the safety of the calves of your legs 
the moment von pass your gate. 

J ust next door there may be somebody who gives small dances at 
late hours, and who will certainly dance the floors out of her rooms 
one of these nights. 

Just next door there may be an amateur detective, who is always 
discovering mystery in trines, and who believes that yon, who appa- 
rently do nothing, must be a conspirator, and watches yon accord- 
ingly. 

Just next door there may he the prettiest girl you ever saw in 
your life— but alas, a fine young fellow, who looks as if he meant it, 
conies to see her every day. That being your case, Mr. Punch sym- 
pathises with you, and hopes that at least you will be permitted to 

give her away,” with your paternal blessing. 
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COMMERCE 

First Shoe-Black (from Cheapside). ‘‘Bet tee a Shillin’ of it ! ” 

Second Shoe-Black (from West End). “As — you ain’t got a Bob! ” 

First Shoe-Black. “Yery well— if I loses I can likkidate by arrange- 
ment. That ’s fair » '* 

Second Shoe-Black. “’Don’t know; ’may do in the City! We don’t 

UNDERSTAND IT DOWN HERE I ” 


Sir, 


SOME NEW IDEAS FOR THE NEW TEAR. 


A Correspondent of an influential contemporary having called 
attention to a novel and ingenious method of warming oneself in bed by 
means of a hot-water bottle, allow me to point out another mode of pro- 
curing warmth, even out of bed, which is not. so well known as it deserves 
to be. 

Before going to bed, or, indeed, at any other time, I place myself on the 
exact centre of my hearthrug, with my feet eighteen inches apart, the toes 
slightly pointing outward ; I then gather the skirts of my coat, not over my 
head, but under my arms, and face the centre of the room, my chin being 
raised at such an angle as to bring the axis of sight upon the line where 
the ceiling meets the opposite wall. Soon a grateful glow is disseminated over 
the whole frame; which continues while the above posture is maintained, if the fire 
is not allowed to get low. . Doubtless thousands of chilly mortals will thank you 
for introducing to their notice; this plan, which I have practised for many 
years, and always with much comfort and satisfaction. 

Tours faithfully, 

Tergiversator. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

I observe that ‘ ‘ C. W.” in a leading journal recommends the procuring 
of warmth by the use in bed of a bottle “ filled with hot-water.” 

Allow me to suggest a great improvement, which is to fill the bottle 
partly with hot-water and partly with gin. It can then be alternately applied 
externally and internally at short intervals, by which means a more equable 
warmth can be attained, and a greater degree of comfort may be expected. 

I have always found it well to avoid extremes, and to seek a mean in 
all things, 

I am, yours truly, 

In Medio Tutissimus. 

From “Punch’s Synonxms.”— -The Limited Male — a Husband. 


A COUPLE OE BIRTHDAYS. 

“An Illustrious Week.— Mr. Gladstone completed his 
sixty-fifth year yesterday (Tuesday) , having been born on the 
29th of December, 1S09. Mr. Disraeli mil be sixty-nine to- 
morrow (Thursday).” — Fall Mall Gazette. 

Now ought they not to have dined together, 

In friendly defiance of frosty weather ? 

Betwixt that Tuesday and Thursday lay 
One intermediate neutral day, 

"When if Hawarden’s ex-King of Men, 

Had left sharp axe and pungent pen, 

To hob-nob with the Author of JLothair, 

Each at his ease in an easy chair, 

They might have had some pleasant laughter 
’Twixt the birthday past and the one to come after. 
For the bill of fare, say— imprimis — oysters, 
Cayenned and lemoned for these rare roysters ; 

The molluscs moistened with choicest Chablis : 

Then Benjamin, with his touch of Rabelais, 

Of Asian Mystery-maze ex-denizen, # 

Might have led on from turtle to venison— 

Yes, they really ought to have dined together, 

In the face of old feuds and frosty weather. 

Punch , methinks, hears William — “ Ben, my 
brother, 

“Why should you and I fight with each other ? 

I act as a general solvent and stirrer, 

While into new truth you convert old error. 

A different work we have each assigned— 

I, the sleepers to wake ; you, to lead the blind : 

I disestablish and disendow, 

You educate Tories to facts to bow. 

Two different careers are ours, 

Each with its successions of thorns and flowers. 

Let ’s toast each other in dry champagne, 

And drink the chances of next campaign.” 

Methinks he hears bland Benjamin’s answer : 

“ My William, worthy oneiromancer, 

You dream of a future quite impossible, 

Of bridges over gulfs uncrossable. 

You move to sev’rance of Church and State — 

Now the Siamese Twins never tempted Eate ; 

And Church and State as closely are knit, 

And, severed, as little at ease would sit. 

Meantime, axe away at Church and tree, 

I don’t think you’ll disestablish me : 

Nor do I think yours the hand for a stroke 
That would wound old England’s heart of oak : 

Nay rather, I fancy, npon the whole, 

Your lopping and topping will strengthen the bole, 

“ For next year’s mid-birthday dinner hearty, 
Suppose we asked Punch to he of our party ? 

His wisdom and wit may to both of us show 
A thing or two, perhaps, that we don’t quite know ; 
May prove that to you, my impulsive Gladstone, 
One tone is forbid — the blatant Rad’s tone ; 

May teach my pupils that Men should stand 
For more than Millions, Lab’rers than Land ; 

That ’tis little and big that build up a wall— 

Lord, Squire, Farmer, Labourer and all ; 

That manhood and love are and ever must be 
Worth more, in the long run, than L , 8. D.” 

Yes— on Seventy-Five, December thirty, 

Be the weather never so chill and dirty, 

Perpetual Premier Punch, not loth, 

Will be glad to meet William and Benjamin both, 
At a dinner enlivened with wisdom and wit, 

And rare old wine to moisten it, 

There to prove that both hold from him their 
authority, 

Who represents England’s vast majority ! 


Poison and Physic. 

(For British Loyalty .) 

The Bane . — C. C. F. Greville’s Diaries , under George 
the Fourth and William the Fourth . 

The Antidote. —Theodore Martin’s Life of the Prince 
Consort , 
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A PLEASANT COLLISION. 

“ Felix, 

QuATKII 1' KIilX, IN JAlf) QUI SGATENTEM 
FecIOKK JE, PIA NYMP1LA, feENijir!’* 
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THE ROGUE’S TATTOO. 

Owing to the abolition of the “ branding system” in the Army, 
there are now no means of detection to prevent the re -enlistment of 
a deserter or bad character. Under the old rules — according to a 
corporal, witness to a charge in a police-court of obtaining enlist- 
ment by a false declaration — there was no difficulty in the matter : 

11 The man, on being discharged, would have been branded with the letters 
1 B. C.’ — bad character — and this would have prevented his being enlisted 
again.” 

Branding means nothing worse than tattooing on the inside of the 
arm with needles and gunpowder, as Roger Tichborne was tattooed 
by Lord Bellew for fun. It is therefore not painful, and it need 
not be degrading. If the initials “ B. C.” are open to that objection, 
reverse them. What blackguard could feel himself otherwise than 
dignified instead of degraded by the stamp of C.B., which would 
only need to he read backwards to denote the blackguard instead of 
the gentleman ? The Rogue’s Tattoo would be a meet accompani- 
ment to the Rogue's March 


ROUGH VOICES FROM THE EAST END. 

Which Parson says it is 
Our dooty to be grateful, 

Even when bread ’s riz, 

And meat no end a plateful. 

Also when it snows, 

Hails, and sleets, and freezes, 

A cove should blow his nose, 

And say Grace ’atwixt the sneezes. 

What a Christmas I, 

And some chaps as I know, 

Have enjoyed surety, 

Without grub or rhino ! 

Still ill-clothed and shod 
(And without a farden). 

At least we ’re out o’ quoa, 

And owe no grub to Carden. 

Our thanks, onr kids’, and widders’, 

Is due unto the nation, 

Which our wants considers, 

And gives us eddicationl 

How, it ’s easy to like skittles, 

Or bagatelle, or pool-board, 

But without a meal o’ wittles 
’Tain’t many wallies School-Board* 

Wich laming ’elps a kinchin 
If he ’ve the heart to con it, 

But that ’s ’ard, with hunger pinchin’, 

And a board with nuffin on it. 


Seasonable Weather in Scotland. 

( Edinburgh , New Year's Day.) 

Sandy. There’s mair snaw this new year than I’ve seen for 
mony a day ; it’s by ord’nar. 

Jock. Ay, but it 5 s vera saisonable wather. 

Sandy . Deed, ye may say that, Jock, — hue saft fa’iu for the fou 
folk. 


TO LADIES OE A CERTAIN AGE. 

Mow to prevent the Mair from becoming Grey . — Cut it off, do it 
up neatly in tissue paper, and put it away in a drawer. It will not 
become grey as long as you live. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN- 

era-Bottffe and a Comic 
Opera at the Alhambra 
and the Criterion . 

Sib, 

The other evening 
I went to hear Whitting - 
ton, the first Opera-Bouffe 
composed by M. Offen- 
bach to an original Eng- 
lish libretto . Itis described 
as a “ New Grand Opera- 
Bouffe Feerie in Four Acts 
and Nine Tableaux.” Why 
a piece, which has neither 
a Fairy nor an Imp in it, 
should be called a 41 Fee- 
rie, ” is probably known 
to the gifted person who 
first hit upon the peculiarly 
bright idea of asking a 
French composer to write 
. an English Opera-Bouffe. 

M. Offenbach is very far from being at home throughout : there 
is hardly any music.in the piece suggestive of Dick's feline friend, 
and the dear old chimes, with their familiar “ Turn again, Whit- 
tington, Lord Mayor of London,” have been spoilt by the French 
composer, in his attempt at improving the simple melody. M. 
Offenbach has tried to be what he considers English, and the 
librettist has tried to be what he considers French ; and so Whit- 
tington, as an inharmonious whole, can he dismissed in three words, 
common-place, dull, and tedious. 

As to what the learned librettist calls the <c Personae ” in the hill, 
Your Representative was sorry to see Miss Julia Matthews in so 
poor a part as Alice . Whittington himself should have been played 
by a burlesque vocalist,' like Miss Pattie Laverne, or, in another 
style, by Miss Kate Vaughan. But I doubt if either of these 
JV 0 /ladies could have got much out of the character — beg the 
librettist’s pardon, I mean “persona” — of Whittington as it is, 
though they might have put some life into it on their own account. 

Mr. Paulton is funny as Ms. Paulton with a halberd and 
spikes on his armour. The latter preventing the wearer’s embracing 
his adored one comfortably is a very old joke : but so is the hot 

S ober, and the latter always gets its laugh. But, in spite of the 
. ©pressing 0 per a-bouffe feerie ” part of Whittington , there is that 
in it which deserves to draw, and which will, I trust, achieve its 
object. I do not mean the scenery, which is quite the best yet seen 
at the Alhambra. Ho ; I allude to the “ Grand Barbaric Ballet ” 
m the Second Act. It is the success of the piece, and it is a genuine 
artistic triumph. Could the management even now suppress the 
opera, and merely play this great Ballet Scene, it, alone, would be 
? T“ c i erL ^ a ^ rae ^ a ^. sight-seers and admirers of gorgeous spec- 
tacle from now till Whitsuntide. The costumes are unprecedentedly 
magnificent, especially those, of black and gold, and the combina- 
tions of colour and originality of . design evinced throughout prove 
MR.ALFRED Thompson to be facile princeps in this department of 


a house would let ! What advantages might not he put into the 
description of the Living when the advowson might he for sale ! 
The Rector, shaving in the morning, could see from his dressing- 
room window the entire ballet ; quite proper, I assure you ; so that 
even if the present Licenser of Plays were on a visit at the Rectory, 
he would not be compelled to pull his blinds down, or to open tne 
window and shout out to them, “Don’t do that step! Go home, 
and lengthen your dresses!” Your Representative thanks 
Mr, Calcott for this charming pastoral idea. 

The Criterion Theatre has a genuine Comic Opera in Les PrSs 
Saint Gervais . It is a better story than that of La Fille de Madame 
Angot , and could yet he, dramatically and musically, improved, were 
it in two Acts instead of three. As it is, the end of the Second Act is 
inartistic, and would have been dangerous to the success of a piece 
less well done all round, and less “goey” than the Pres Saint 
Gervais. Ho doubt the music would grow upon the ear ; hut spark- 
ling, flowing, and melodious as it is throughout, there is not one air 
which the Public cau take away with them at a first hearing,— and 
thank goodness for that, with recent recollections of Madame Angot 
hummed, whistled, and turned to account on the street-organs. 

Madame Pauline Rita is a valuable acquisition as a vocalist, hut 
affords another example of the difficulty of finding the actress and 
the vocalist combined. Charming as a finished singer, she is, at 
present, a mere amateur in acting. But this deficiency can he, to a 
certain extent, remedied by careful study, under judicious guidance. 

Both for acting and singing it would be difficult to find a better 
representative of Briquette than Miss Dubois, while Miss Thorne 
and Miss Adair are well suited in the flirting matron (Madame 
Nicole) and the ill-used nurserymaid ( Toinon ). 

Mr. Brenner, who sings the Sergeant’s music capitally, is 
scarcely strong enough for the eccentricities which should mark this 
part, and make it stand out even more than it does at present. Mr. 
Perrini and M. Lorredan, as Nicole and Grigoire, do their artistic 
best, in their acting, singing, and dancing, to keep up the go of the 
piece from first to last ; and, as the whole company plays well 
together, as the dresses are bright and harmonious, the grouping 
varied, the action well sustained, and the choruses kept well 
together by. the able baton of M. Stanislaus, the conductor, 
whose baud is occasionally too loud for so small a place, the result is 
success. Oddly enough, the Pres Saint Gervais was a failure in Paris, 
and has recently been withdrawn. I should attribute this to its 
lack of catching melodies. 

As to the nonsense about this piece being one “ at whose perform- 
a ? ce, £ t” 8 . advertisement, quoting a notice, says, “ virtue can 

cheerfully assist, and at which innocence might readily he present,” 
—why the plot turns, first, upon, the serious flirtation of an elderly 
married woman with a Sergeant, which the audience enjoys because 
the husband is rendered ridiculous ; secondly, upon a retaliation of 
the husband, who in his turn makes love to a grisette ; and, thirdly, 
the woes . of a young servant girl, who at last discovers her gay 
deceiver in the hypocritical bald-headed tutor of the Prince of 
Conti. And all this has been modified from the French for the 
English market. Of course Your Representative sees no sort of 
harm in these elements of comedy, but to hold, up such a plot as the 
ideal of a moral story calculated to delight innocence, and throw 
virtue into ecstasies, is all Bosh and Bowdler, But no more at 
present from Your Representative. 



The music of the ballet is not up to the mark of the dresses, nor 
to the movements and groupings of the dancers. In short, too great 
praise cannot he given to Mr, Thompson for his costumes, and to 
Monsieur Dewinne for his arrangement of the ballet ; while Mlle. 
Fitteri, premiere danseuse , is the queen of the evening, most ably 
supported by her terpsichorean Princesses, Mademoiselles Pertoldi 
and Sidonie. 


For the benefit of all who dine late, and who wish to see the bes 
picture of its kind m London, without having to support its heavj 
frame, Your Representative takes this opportunity of intimating tha 
this Barbaric Ballet commences at a little before ten and is over it 
hair an hour. Theatre-goers at a distance should accept thif 
notice, and no one who cares for artistic efforts in this direction wil 

on seeing the trnli 

a no expense, and I trust that tb 

lts ^ittington season with a jubilant dano 
2*5 « r T w " iers, with#a$ seuls by the Directors to the tune of fifteei 

omdMftw for M - jAC0BI ’ tle b&ri - 

oa 3 IL . ot conclude these remarks on th< 
Botosmg the Corn-field Soene in the fonrtl 

fc itMn a ¥ the Peasants dance 

■P"™ .Camott, the Artist, has suggested a charming idea. H 

S™ lan4 f? a P e « yw of an old-fashioned Keotory.o 

T*"" from all the prin 
cipai -windows of the field where the ballet is going on. How sue) 


CHANTREY’S BEST MONUMENT. 

.>,n?k roa Sh ^ em i 3e of La.uy CHANTB.EY, the widow of the great Sculptor, 
£100,000 comes to the Council of the Royal Academy, the interest to 
be applied to the purchase of works of painting or sculpture by artists in this 
country, minus a yearly charge -of £300 to the President, and £50 to the 
Secretary of the Royal Academy.” 

Praters are facts, and so are pantries : 

Sin mnst be fed, Saints dunned. 

Our funds once founded Chantries, 

How our Chantrey founds a fund. 

Howe’er some coming man try, 

To out-carve him or out-cast, 

Among the works of Chantrey, 

One will ne’er be beat— the last ! 


A Hundred to One. 


A newspaper paragraph announces that an indictment has been 
prepared against Mr. Albert Grant, late Member for Kidder- 
minster, charging him with misdemeanour in connection with the 
election,” containing something like a hundred counts. Let us hope 
Baron™* tke86 htLndre<i Counts ™11 prove nothing against one 





Jaotjabt 16 , 1875 .] 


25 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE OPENING OP THE PBENCH OPERA-HOUSE. 

( Translated from a popular Paris Paper .) 

istbess of the 'World France in- 
dubitably is, but Paris is Ms- 
tress of France. To be Mistress 
of the World is also to be the 
Home of Civilisation. Paris is 
therefore tbe Home of Civilisa- 
tion. It is good to be great, but 
is it not better to be civilised ? 
You may not think so, and yet 
so it is. Do not the owls prefer 
the Moon to the Sun ? And yet 
the Sun shines more brightly 
than the Moon. Sometimes! 
Why not always? Can you 
answer the question ? It is not 
an easy one. Who says this ? 
Why, the World. The World 
is Paris. Therefore Paris says 
so. Paris is right ! 

*** 

There is something greater than Force. Hot many things, but 
something, one thing. Music is greater than Force. The English, 
the Islanders who live in the Home of Fogs, had a Poet, a Thinker. 
He— this Thinker— belonged to them whilst he lived, and became 
the property of the world when he died. It was a grand gift. His 
name was Shakspiebbe— Williams Shakspiebre. And what does 
Shakspeebbe say about Music ? As a Thinker he surely should 
have an opinion upon the subject ; as a Poet he surely must have 
expressed that opinion in verse ? You are right, he has. He says 
that “Music has force to smooth out the creases of an irritated 
breast.” Shakspiebbe was right ! and so the Mistress of the World 
has an Opera Honse. The Home of Civilisation must also be the 
Home of Music. Grand idea, noble ambition ! Paris must have 
the largest Opera House in the World. You ask “why ? ” Because 
the World is contained in Paris. This may seem marvellous. It is 
marvellous. It is also true ! 

*** 

This grand Abode of Civilisation— of Music — of Music that 
“ smoothes out the creases of the irritated breast”— has just been 
opened. It was an event in a lifetime— in a century. Paris, the 
Mistress of the World, was accepting a guide. Glorious union of 
Power and Melody ! It was the marriage of Progress and Art ! 
You may say that a marriage often brings sorrow. Well, you 
should know ! But this marriage is far different. The nuptials of 
Progress and Art can only lead to joy. You may not think so ? 
But let us consider it dispassionately. Who are you ? 

*** 

It was natural that Paris should invite the Remainder of the Uni- 
verse to be present at the glorious ceremony. Its duty was to follow 
the lead of Paris. The Remainder was invited. It came joyously; 
it was flattered ; it knew that Paris honoured it^ by the invitation. 
And what was this Remainder? Why, Englishmen, Spaniards, 
Austrians, and Russians. The Germans were not in it, the Shah 
was not in it. But then Paris has had enough of the Germans— 
and the Shah ! 

*** 

England sent her “high-life.” England is very haughty, and 
her ‘ 1 high-life ” is very proud. Those who know London know that 
the “high-life” live in “Battersea Parc” and “Vaux-al-bridg- 
road.” The writer of this article knows London. Everything has 
a head. You say not everything. You are right— you have not a 
head! England’s “high-life,” however, has ahead. The head of 
the “high-life” in England is a Warrior. He is more than a 
Warrior, he is a Sage ; he is more than a Sage, he is a Mystery. 
This Mystery is called the Lor Maire of London. How the Lor 
Maire of London came to Paris for the opening of the Opera House. 
Are you satisfied ? 

*** 

An erroneous report has appeared in the leading London paper. 
A programme has been published of the festivities with which the 
Lor Maire was to have been entertained. It was said that the Lor 
Maire was to be present at a Grand Review, and was to command 
the French Army ! That the Junior Members of his Court were to 
be entertained by the Jockey Club at a supper ! Am English paper 
when writing about France always exhibits the grossest ignorance. 
This is very unlike the French Press, which is invariably well 
informed upon English matters. The" leading London paper was 
inexact. Punch is the leading London paper. Punch was inexact ! 

The reception of the Lor Maire was grand, was worthy of his 
dignity. He had a large Cavalry escort to attend him from his 


hotel to the Elysee. In advance of the coach rode his trumpeters. 
This is an old, English custom. . In the Land of Fogs it is the 
fashion for everyone to blow his own trnmpet. It was a grand 
sight this meeting of the two warriors of France and England. 
Yes, two warriors. The President is practically the Commanding 
Officer of the French Army, the Lor Maire is theoretically the Head 
of the London Militia. It was indeed a grand sight ! After a few 
minutes passed in profound emotion, the Lor Maire proudly retired. 
He re-entered his gold carriage. He had two guards to defend him. 
They belonged to his household. One of these guards carried a 
gigantic mace, the other a huge sword. These weapons were very 
large, so large that they had to be held out of the carriage window. 
The English have a grand national festival. It is held at Christmas 
time, and is called “ a Pantomime.” The mace and sword of the 
Lor Maire are sometimes seen in “ a Pantomime.” The Lor Maire 
returned with his Cavalry escort to his hotel. It was indeed a 
grand sight ! There was an Englishman present who burst into 
tears, and said it reminded him of Astley’s. This Englishman 
seemed to be a man of intelligence. 

*** 

Alas, all things change l they all pass away ! The ceremony is 
over. The Lor Maire has returned to his island home. Still Paris 
has an Opera Honse, has the power (once more to use the words of 
the immortal Shakspiebbe) to “ smooth out the creases of an 
irritable breast.” This is Good, this is Great, this is Grand, this is 
Sublime ! Hay more, this is Paris ! 

Clevebmakn. 


BETTERING THE INSTRUCTION. 

It is rumoured that Ring Coffee has at last seen the error of his 
ways in sacrificing human life to his bloody and barbarous “ custom,” 
and has promised, if reinstated on his throne, to dismiss his heads- 
man, ana conform to the “customs” of civilised life. For this 
purpose he would, visit England for the purpose of ascertainiQg_ the 
speediest method of at once introducing in his Ashantee king- 
dom: — 

1. Iron-clad vessels that will turn bottom-upwards in a moderate 
gale, and carry all hands down with them. 

2. Rotten merchantmen, which shall be carefully overloaded and 
founder or run ashore, at the rate of, say, five hundred iu the course 
of the year. 

3. Emigrant ships carrying a large number of “ assisted” pas- 
sengers, together with an assorted cargo of spirits and other 
combustibles, with boats enough to save, at least, one-fourth of the 
passengers in case of fire or other sudden catastrophe. 

4. Railways with imperfect permanent way, level crossings, old- 
fashioned and defective rolling-stock, and officials whose underpay 
is counterbalanced by overwork. 

5. Coal and other mines, imperfectly ventilated, in which every 
facility shall he given for the use of naked lights. 

G. Firework manufactures in populous neighbourhoods, and 
improved means for the freest transport of gunpowder by canals^ 
with carefully planned provision for explosion. 

His Majesty hopes that by these precautions, together with the 
establishment of Fever Hospitals in pleasant suburbs, the general 
diffusion of public-houses, and other civilised arrangements for 
rum-drinking and a due assisted immigration of Liverpool roughs 
and Black and Horth Country kickers and wife-purrers, he will he 
able to secure to his people many of the blessings of civilisation, 
while still ensuring a sufficiently large sacrifice of life to satisfy 
Ashantee notions. He hopes by this combination of policies to 
attain a position among civilised potentates, without forfeiting his 
place among African sovereigns. < He will also do his best to 
familiarise Ms CMefs with the constitutional machinery for remedy- 
ing abuses by Royal Commissions of Inquiry ; and in time he 
hopes for the inestimable blessing of a free and cheap Press, which 
will give all the effect of picturesque publicity to the. most striking 
and sensational results of the above civilised and civilising institu- 
tions. 


Military and Dramatic. 

Sir, 

A piece called Drawing the Dine is being played at the 
Charing Cross Theatre. Of course the line must be drawn some- 
where, so why not at the Charing Cross! I had thought that 
the good old days of such pieces as The Battle of Waterloo , The 
Affghan War, and so forth, had departed for ever ; hut no, for if 
there is a theatre now-a-days wMch succeeds in Drawing the Dine, 
it must be with a genuinely good military spectacle. 

Yours truly, 

Quick Mahch, Sergeant in the Thirty-Hirst* 
Bungalow Barracks . 




"BETWEEN THE ACTS;” 

Or, Spain and the Spanish. 

A School-boy so stout, and a Maiden so mad — 

She a hag, he a youth in his teens— 

T’other day made a match, be ’t for good or for bad, 

Alfonso the Twelfth was the name of the lad, 

And L’Espana the maniac quean’s. 

JBuona-roba and boy gave the lie to the rule 
Which says antecedents agree 
With their relatives— person and case ; for this fool, 

With the rags of a beggar, the tastes of a ghoul, 

Boasted bluest of blue blood to be. 

Few, methinks, sounder heads, stouter hearts, harder health 
u , . Than her antecedents could show, 

But to turn from their dash to their relative’s stealth, 

Set her beggar s parade in the teeth of their wealth, 

Might be called a mere mockery of woe. 

And this school-boy, with hands and with heart still so clean, 
Conscience clear of offence as a lamb— 

If ever the world, flesh, and devil were seen, 

In a foul female Cerberus, crown’d as a Queen, 

Twas m her he ’d to blush for as dam l 

“ But how,” said the Boy, “for as mad as you seemed, 
bo much wits did you e’er come to show, 


As to hurl down the idols that gods you late deemed, 

Leave the fools that you followed, the dreams that you dreamed, 
And kick out Sagasta & Co. ? ” 

“ She ! ” in scorn cried the keeper, — Armed Force, — who stood there, 
With his whip and strait- waistcoat, fair shown, 

<( Don’t think her craze cured, or her turned head set square, 

Poor L'Espana ’s still mad as was ever March hare. 

It is I you ’ve to thank for your throne. 

“How bonds both a curse and a blessing may be 
Poor L’Espana is destined to know : 

In the bonds I put on her salvation you see, 

Through the bonds she got off bankrupt beggar is she, 

A world’s warning, a scoff, and a show ! ” 

The maniac looked fierce, but her wrath, died away 
To dead calm, that strait-waistcoat displayed, 

And she crouched and she whined, “ ’Pon my honour, I ’ll pay— 
And get credit — who knows ?— to run more ticks some day, 

When my 'passives’ once 4 actives ’ are made. 

“ Then come to my arms— be Alfonso the Brave — 

And I ’ll be thy fair Imogine.” 

Here the maniac looked wild, and the keeper looked grave, 

While Alfonso, poor boy, scarce knew how to behave, — 

When a third party stepped on the scene. 

’Twas Le Lor Maire of London — that mythical Lord, 

Who had deigned upon Paris to shine, 

With herald and trumpeters, sword-bearer, sword, 

Mace, flags, running-footmen— in friendly accord 
Come England and France to combine ! 
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In Marshal MacMahon see La Republique 
Bow down to La Cit6 in Stone ! 

Had those Grand Op’ra walls, besides ears, tongues to’speak, 
What State secrets they heard Tuesday night of last week, 
And might to the world have made known ! 


Did Alfonso to Stone— To El Rey to Lord Mayor— 

> G-ive a pledge Spain’s bad debts in to call ? 

And if a pledge — what pledge — and whence when and where 
Is the money to come, that, betwixt bull and bear, 

Like a bone of contention will fall? 


A QUESTION OF INSTINCT. 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 


R. Punch has received 
the following letter, 
which he imagines must 
have been intended for 
the columns of one of 
his daily contempor- 
aries. He begs to in- 
form “ A Constant 
Reader ” that this cor- 
respondence must now 
cease so far as he ( Mr* 
Punch) is concerned. 

To the Editor . 
London , 

January 7 , 1875 . 
Sin, 

Having seen seve- 
ral letters in the papers 
\ recently headed “In- 
stinct,” will you kindly 
permit me (with your 
well-known courtesy) 
to give a few cases of 
instinct that have been brought under my notice during the last 
few weeks. 

When the snow was lying on the ground a fortnight since, I met 
a small boy in the square in which my house is situated. Leaving a 
full description of my house to be given in a letter I hope to send to 
you a few days hence, I continue my story. The small boy stooped 
down and gathered together several’handfuls of the frozen material. 
This done, he constructed a ball, which, some few minutes later, 
flew instinctively in the direction of my hat. The snow, I am happy 
to say, missed me. I now noticed that the legs of the small boy 
were busily engaged in rapidly carrying him away. A strong 
impulse immediately seized me to follow the small boy with my 
umbrella. Can any of your readers inform me if instinct had any- 
thing to do with the boy’s movements ? 

The other morning I met a beggar, who assured me that he had 
eaten nothing for more than four days. As an experiment, I placed 
a large dish of meat in front of him. In a few minutes the meat 
had disappeared. Did the instinct of the beggar induce him to 
devour the meat ? 

My youngest son, Thomas (aged eleven), got hold of my watch 
the other day and broke it. As the accident was my fault (1 should 
not have left the watch on the mantelpiece), I believe that he must 
have instinctively hidden the cane with which I sometimes correct 
my children. I pause for a reply. 

After travelling for nearly a week, both by day and by night, I 
arrived at a hotel, and went to bed. I had scarcely laid myself 
down when my eyes closed, and I lost all consciousness for many 
hours. My Doctor informs me that he has met (during an experi- 
ence of more than a quarter of a century) with many similar cases 
of instinct. 

As this matter is one of the deepest possible interest, I shall write 
several further letters on the subject. You have my full permission 
to publish the papers as they arrive. 

In conclusion I may add, that as I am told by the more intelligent 
of my friends that my correspondence is both, instructive and 
amusing. I very frequently write to the newspapers. In the dull 
season of the year, my letters seem to be very popular. Once more 
I would ask has instinct anything to do with the matter ? 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

A Constant Reader* 



The Butcher’s Bill. 

Of Railway shares the current price to learn 
’Tis but to Slaughter’s * daily list we turn ; 

But now the Railways, emulative grown, 

Make daily lists of slaughter of their own ! 

* The Secretary of the Railway Share branch of the Stock Exchange 


I deal with Gipsy Chalvey, before Witnesses — My A.unGs opinion — 
Symptoms of a cold. 

Chalvey has a careless jaunty way with him, a sort of take-it-or- 
leave-it kind of air, and he begins by impressing me with the obli- 
gation I am under to him for bringing the cob for my inspection. 

“ I heard as you wanted something of this sort, so, as I was just 
passing through, I thought as I ’d show him to you. There ’s Mr. 
Applethwaite sweet on him, but I fancy as he ’ll have a better 
place with a gentleman like you, Sir.” 

What _ can I say to this ? Nothing. Mr. Applethwaite is a 
substantial farmer, a very substantial farmer, indeed, weighing 
quite eighteen stone, and able to buyme and my Aunt, Murgle, and 
the whole lot of us, and lead us into slavery, if the law of the land 
happened to permit it. 

Happy Thought— Mr, Applethwaite, mounted, would look 
“ sweet on him.” 

So this remark of the Gipsy’s is a genuine compliment, and the 
more genuine and the more valuable, as coming from a wanderer, a 
rover like Chalvey. It ’s as much as to say to me, “You see, Sir, 
though I ’m only a queer sort of customer myself, yet I knows a 
gentleman when I sees one ; and bless you, I sees one afore me 
now,” meaning myself. I try to steel my heart against the implied 
flattery, and go at once to the cob’s knees. 

“0, bless you,” says Mr. Chalvey with a laugh, “ he ’s not been 
down, couldn’t throw him down, not if you was to try your harderest. 
He ’s a wonder, he is. Do anything a’most. Jump a rumbreller, or 
a stick, or anything ’eld afore him ; never refuses, and safe every- 
where.” 

“ He ’d suit me with hounds ? ” I suggest. I see Cazell smile. 
This annoys me, because why should Cazell see anything ridiculous 
in my goin g out “ with hounds ? ’ ’ There ’ s nothing ridiculous in my 
going out without hounds. Then why— hut this requires thinking 
out, and, at the present time, business is business. 

“Carry yon, Sir!” exclaims Chalvey, in admiration. “He’s 
the very thing you want, I should say. Only, Sir,” here he assumes 
a resolute air, “if you was to say to me, look here, Mr. Chalvey, 
here ’s a hundred pounds to find me a cob as ’ll carry me safe with 
’ounds, I couldn’t bring you a better than this ’ere.” 

Murgle coughs, nods approval, looks inquiringly at Cazell, and 
then shifts his leg, as though he had not, as yet, exactly made up 
his mind on the subject. 

“ Strong ?” I observe to Murgle. 

“Yes, Sir, he’s a strong ’un, he is,” replies Murgle, evidently 
taking Ms cne from me. Again he shifts his leg, and coughs 
dubiously. 

How what I want is that Murgle, or Cazell, or both, should pick 
out the auimal’s defects. I confess to being pleased with him. And 
I own I do not see where his faults are. I hate a friend who knows 
something about it, to turn up afterwards and say, “ urn, rather 
down in the fetlock — low in the forehand — seen a good deal of 
work,” and so forth.' 

Happy Thouaht . — Ask what ’s his age. 

Chalvey replies frankly, “ Well, Sir, I don’t want to deceive yon ; 
you can see for yourself.” 

He means I am to look into r the horse’s month, and judge by his 
teeth. Certainly mustn’t show ignorance ; or nervousness. 

Happy Thought . — Tell Murgle to open the horse’s mouth. 

Murgle does so awkwardly. I look at [Ms teeth, and down his 
throat, and at the roof of his mouth as long as the horse will stand 
it. I don’t know what I ’m looking at. His teeth appear to have been 
neglected for some time. My first impulse is to say to Chalvey, “ I 
rather think he ought to go to a dentist ’’—however, I know that isn’t 
“ horsey,” so I say in an ofl-hand manner. “ Well, he ’s not very 
young.” Murgle, who, I thought, would have told me exactly, 
merely coughs, looks more stupid than usual, and says, “ Ho, he 
ain’t not azackly young.” 

I am annoyed and disappointed with Murgle. His business is, 
what is called on the Stage, when one man plays two 'parts in the 
same piece, to “ double ” the Groom and the Gardener. Now, when 
I want him to come out as the Groom and be horsey, he insists upon 
appearing in his favourite role of the Gardener, and being 'more of 
a vegetable than usual. The reverse of this is, that when he ought 
to be mowing or sowing, he is either cleaning the harness or making 
a round of his own private calls on other gardeners and a few 
public-house keepers, wMch social proceeding he describes to me as 
“ being obliged to exercise the ’oss.” 


Ritualism at St. Paul’s. — Romanism with'the Lid -on. 




V '***=*5 


ussia lias given ns a Duchess or Edinburgh. 
S' ' -tf Will the Duchess give ns a charming and 
f comfortable fashion of head-gear for the 

; Russian winter- weather which has followed 

her for love from her native steppes, and of 
which we have lately had rather more than a 

taste ? We refer to the “ besh-lik,” or Cau- 

. , t casian hood with long ends, which, besides 

framing the face in the most bewitching of all fashions, and keeping cheeks and ears warm in even Russian temperature, can have its 
boating ends coquettishly wrapped round the neck, and so do duty for cloud, cache-nez, comforter, boa, tippet, and the Toilet only knows 
what other forms and varieties of feminine throat- gear. 

Do try, please, dear Imperial and Royal Highness, to introduce the “ besh-lik,” and in such wintry weather as we have had 
lately save your sisters by adoption from the flimsy cockle-shells, and miserable muffins, which they are now content to cock a- top of 
their high-piled hair, thereby not only offending Mr, Punch 1 s eye, but laying their pretty faces open to all manner of ills that can assail 
unprotected womanhood-— including ail varieties of tic, neuralgia, tooth-ache, face-ache, ear-ache, and the family doctor only knows what 
less ordinary aches and ailments besides. 


As a judge of a horse, or of a horse’s age, Murgle, at this minute, 
is of as much use as my gate-post. 

“Rising five,” says Chalvey, protesting, “that ain’t old.” 

“No” returns that idiot Murgle, sagely shaking his stupid 
sheep’s head, “ he ain’t old neither.” 

Happy Thought . — Chalvey is aware that Murgle and myself 
have as much idea of that horse’s age as the mau in the moon. So 
I say knowingly, “ Ah, he ’s more than five.” 

“ Well,” says Chalvey, “there ’s as much work in him as you ’ll 
want, Sir, for the next ten or twelve years. P’raps you ’d like to 
try him.” 

“No, thank you.” 

i Happy Thought . — Wait until I can do it quietly, without 
spectators. 

Cazeix says, “O, you ’d better try him. You ought to try him,” 
Would you like to take him over a hurdle in the field then, Six ? ” 
asks Chalvey. 

I should, very much, if I were certain the result would be effec- 
tive ana satisfactory. 

thinks > it , faxmy er,n Ba '^ B ^ AZELI, > expects to see an accident, and 

Happy TAowyA^.—CHALVEY con try him himself. I can quite 
sufficiently judge of him by that. 

P 7 holds a broom, then. an umbrella, 

v (who actually rides him bare backed !) takes him over 

both. Caatera.trota. walis, jumps him over a hurdle. All most 
satisfactory. The Cob is very clever, and ■will be most useful. 

, , -tie appear s to go so easily oyer the hurdle and the other things, 
SfJ ^myaelf. . But I defer the expen- 


coming off. I don’t know why I think this, but so it is. Possession 
is nine points of staying in the saddle. 

Happy Thought, — Now for harness. 

Murgle says, coughing, that, “ Tlnfortintely the trap ’as gone to 
he mended that wery arternoon, and won’t be back afur night.” 

Will Chalvey leave the Cob ? 

No, he can’t : very sorry, but he can’t. He ’s off to Sussex this 
evening, and if Mr. Applethwaite don’t have him, he knows a 
party near Lewes as ’ll give double the money for him. 

“He has been in harness, I suppose?” I ask, not liking to lose 
the chance of buying such a clever cob as this. 

“ Has been in ’arness! ” exclaims Chalvey. “ Only look at his 
neck. Sir ! If it worn’t for them collar-marks I shouldn’t be 
arkxing the low price I am for him. The hair will grow in time, 
and it ’ll come all right. But they must ha’ druv him rayther ’ard 
iu some cart or other.” 

Yes, evidently. There are the marks of the collar. Regularly 
worn off the hair. No doubt. “ He must have been iu harness,” 1 
say to Cazell. 

Cazell is sure of it, or how did the collar-marks come there ? 

Quite so. That ’s all satisfactory. I really don’t care about 
inquiring as to his soundness. I know what I Bhould say if I were 
selling him. I look upon, all questions as to soundness as mere 
formalities. The price is the point. 

Chalvey wants twenty-five guineas. 

(Not more ! I am pleased.) 

Happy Thought,— Look, frowningly, and shake my head. 

Cazell (bother him) says, “Cheap at the price.” He further 
| suggests that I can make mv money out of him over and over again 
as a trick pony, with umbrellas. 

| “ Likewise/’ chimes in Chalvey, “for trotting matches.” 
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A REAL HARD CASE. 

(THE ROUGH’S LAST WRONG.) 

Liverpool Ruffian. “ ’Ere *s a go! — A Man ’anged for Kickin’ his Wife to 

DEATH ! I SHALL *AVE TO TAKE MY BOOTS OFF 1 n 


THE HOUGH’S LAST WRONG. 

They may well say old England is haltered, 

I wonder where changes will stop, 

Now Bigwigs of the Bench have not faltered 
To let us down this hawful drop ? 

Bad enough the cat’s brutal correction, 

In our gaols should be let to run rife, 

Spite of Lord Aberd are’s wise objection,— 
But a man hanged tor killin'* his wife ! 

And in Lancashire, too, where poor fellers 
Brass-tipped clogs have the habit to use ; 
Where famlies is crowded in cellars, 

And the corner-men look down on shoes. 

How ’s a family’s ’ead to keep order, 

Or pnt down aggravation and strife, 

If a few broken ribs is called murder, 

And a man hanged for killin’ his wife ? 

Now I axe, is an ’ome worth a copper, 

With them ’Spectors and Boards free to come ; 
Is wives wives, as yon mayn’t fetch a topper 
With a Btick not so thick as yonr thumb ? 
There ’s spoons as wants law for the dumbest 
Of dumb things, His true, on my life ; 

But of all starts, this last start ’s the rummest, 

A MAN HANGED FOR KILLIN’ HIS WIFE ! ” 


A VARIABLE SYMBOL. 

A propos of the difficulty of learning English, 
Mr. Meiklejohn says, in an interesting letter published 
in last Saturday’s Times , that “the symbol ongh is 
translated into sound by us in eight different ways.” 
We believe he might have said in nine at least. It does 
duty for oh , ow , uff, off or awf, vp, aw y oo , o\ and a. 
As to the a, witness Marlborough, Scarborough, &c., 
which latter is pronounced by everybody so as to rhyme 
perfectly with “ Barbara.” 

# The following example we believe embodies all pos- 
sible varieties of this Protean syllable, and may prove 
useful to tutors and governesses, independently of its 
own modest merits as a narrative : — 

A rough-coated, dough-faced ploughman strode, 
coughing and hiccoughing, thoughtfully through the 
streets of Scarborough.” 

Doesn’t this sound quite like the beginning of one of 
James's novels ? (All rights reserved.) 


Happy Thought . — Give up literature, and take to trick ponies and 
trotting matches. Might do a profitable provincial tour, riding the 
cob myself, and betting on his performances. 

Chalyey expatiates upon the reasons why he has asked so little, 
and apparently is already on the point of regretting his price, and 
either taking him away, or adding another tenner to the sum just 
mentioned, when occurs to me 

Happy Thought — Close with him at once. 

Business is business. Cheque on the spot, Chalvey being in a 
hurry to get off to Sussex, and having several horse accounts to 
make up, and being considerably out of pocket by, &c., &c. 

He takes cheque and gives receipt, that is, makes a mark to a 
form which I pen for him, bids us good-day, and Murgle leads the 
new purchase to the stable. 

“Not dear,” I say to Cazell, as we re-enter the house, 

“ No,” returns Cazell, meditatively. Presently he says, “ I dare 
say there is a sporting butcher or publican in the neighbourhood 
who ’d make trotting and jumping matches with you. Might get a 
heap of tin out of ’em.” 

“ Quite enough, too,” says my Aunt, on hearing the price. She 
doesn’t like the Gipsy, and hopes we locked the gate and looked 
round the garden everywhere. 

“If it is cheap,” she continues, “ that man didn’t come by him 
honestly. You may depend upon it that horse you ’ve just bought 
is stolen 

I am just going to reply somewhat sharply, being annoyed, when 
I am interrupted by myself sneezing. 

“There,” says my Aunt, severely, “you’ve caught cold from 
standing outside without your hat.” 


“01 the Roast Beef.” 

. A foreign Nobleman, staying in England this Christmas, and but 
imperfectly acquainted with the niceties of our language, was horror- 
struck at being invited to be present at the roasting of a “ Baron,” 


GORILLAS AND GHOULS. 

The last journals of Dr. Livingstone^ contain some interesting 
particulars relative to the Soko ; a species of Gorilla, in point of 
intelligence apparently the chief of its race— the archmonkey. 
Morally, in one respeot at least, this anthropoid ape appears to 
have considerably the advantage of his human neighbours, the 
Manyuema people. The Manyuema eat the Soko, but the Soko 
does not eat them; they eat one another: the Soko eats no flesh 
whatever, but is a pure vegetarian. Yet the Soko has teeth which 
he can use for fighting purposes, “he bites off,” says a Times 
reviewer, “ the toes ana fingers of his hnman assailants and then 
leaves them.” Is cannibalism, then, the outcome of a higher degree 
than the Soko’s in the scale of development — a stage distinctly 
human ? This question may, or may not, perhaps be answered by 
Mr. Darwin, at his convenience. 


No Baseless Fabric of a Dream. 

Prince Alfonso when at the Theresian College, Vienna, is stated 
to have formed a close friendship with many of his comrades— 
“Speaking to them rarely, but confidently of his accession to the 
throne.” Not improbably his companions may have treated these 
expectations of tne Prince’s as so many castles in the air— mere 
Chateaux en JEspagne , which, however, at the present time, seem 
likely to turn out more substantial structures than such edifices 
usually prove to be. 

A Questionable Quotation. 

“ One can never help enjoying Temple Bar”— Guardian. 

So says an advertisement in last week’s Pall Mall . "We should 
doubt the fact— particularly between five and six, in one’s drive 
home from business in the City. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[January 16 , 1875 . 


NURSERY RHYMES FOR THE TIMES. 


) /f 


S 



</(/¥/ 


ill you come into my parlour ? ” 
Said tlie Spider to the Fly, 
“I’ve some beautiful Old 
Masters, 

And some sherry really dry. 

A ® 0 ! don’t let yourself be worried 
the want of ready tin, 
[ lllillllliD In my parlour, at your service, 
There is plenty. Pray walk in. 

“ With a friend so much respected 
As yourself, young* Mr. Fly, 

Well, 1 ’d scorn to think of profit, — 

I love helping— on the sly. 

Name your figure — say a thousand— 
On obliging you I ’m bent— 

Third in cash, two-thirds in sherry, 
Int’rest, fifty-nine per cent. ! ” 


A little old man of High-tum-tee 

Wanted a clerk, and so he took me. 

He paid me no wages the first year or 
second ; 

The third year it was I ought to pay him, I 
he reckon’d. 

That little old man’s growing steadily 
rich, 

And won’t feel distressed if I die in a 
ditch ! 

Hi. 

I had a little husband 
I kept beneath my thumb, — 

When he wanted many things 
I only gave him some ; 

When he said that all were liis, 

I quickly made him see 
That all of his were mine, while all 
Of mine belonged to me. 


CORONACH. 

( From the New Forest.) 

She is gone, Mother, Gtirling-, 
She is lost to the Forest ; 

No more shaking or skirling, 
When the need was the sorest ! 

There ’s none dare disturb, hurt, 
Or worry the Quakers, 

But, except Mr. Herbert, 

Who ’s kind to the Shakers ? 

The hand of the bailiff 
Was down on their bacon, 

Their brandy and ale, if 
’Twas there to he taken : 

The feed for their cattle, 

The swedes for their pottage ; 

Left them Winter to battle, 
Turned out of their cottage. 


Hard : but int’rest from Heaven 
Never mortgagee staid for ; 

And Faith is a leaven 
Won’t raise bread unpaid for. 

For Providence don't range 
His facts for the thriftless, 

And the world’s order won't change. 
To shift for the shiftless. 


Prayer is work,” “ Owe to no man ” 
Are laws of our Maker, 

Spite of creed of the Homan, 

Or craze of the Shaker ; 

Of Church blessing or banning, 

Or shaking or skirling, 

A strong faith in Manning, 

Or weak trust in Hulling. 


ANATHEMA ESTO ! 

A circular letter with reference to the opinions on the con- 
troversy touching the Yatican Degrees expressed by Mr. Henry 
Petre, of Dunkenhalgh. has been addressed by Dr. Vaughan - , 
titular Bishop of Salfora, to the Homan Catholic clergy of that 
Papal diocese, commanding them to refuse the sacraments to Mr. 
Petre unless he admits “the power of the Church to make defini- 
tions of faith, and accepts in like manner the definitions actually 
made and promulgated in 1854 and 1870.” Will Mr. Petre give 
in? Not, perhaps, until excommunication shall have had the like 
effects on him to those it produced on the Jackdaw of Eheims. To 
the foregoing injunction is added the following menace : — 

“ Should any priest act in contravention of this command, he will be ipso 
facto suspended from the use of his faculties.” 

What a fool, then, some people may say, the priest will have 
made of himself ! Not such a fool, perhaps, as those who believe 
all that Mr. Petre questions. Is it not rather they who, by pros- 
tration of their intellect, have suspended themselves from the use 
of their faculties ? 


Welcome Announcement. 

Perhaps the most pleasant item of the last week’s news is the 
announcement that — 

“There was a full supply of house coals at the coal market yesterday. 
Business was exceedingly dull, the tendency of the prices at the close of the 
market being decidedly downward.” 

The dulness of business can only have been equalled by the 
liveliness of Paterfamilias at such good news. 


FOLLOWING THEIR NOSES. 

We read a report of whales running ashore on the Orkney Coast 
last week. They were of the bottle-nose kind, and probably followed 
their noses, tempted by the free flow of “ het-pint,” a very tempting 
new year’s tipple, largely indulged in north of the Tweed. 
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TALLEYRAND REDIVIVUS. 


Epicurus {dining at his Club, is surprised at the presence of his domestic Green-grocerial Waiter). “Eh! what! "Why, is it you, 
WARTS ! Well, I ’m glad to see you ’re getting on ! ” 

Warts {unmoved). “ Thanh you. Sir, yessir, wich I ’ve ’eard say ‘ the Man as can Wait, is the successful Man,* Sir. 
Stilton or Cheshire, Sir ? ” [Becomes a Licensed Victualler , and dies rich t 


STUDY FOE THE ACADEMY. 

Visitors to tliat delightful annual, the Winter Exhibition of the 
Royal Academy, will save themselves much helplessness, confusion, 
andj prevarication— particularly those to whom their companions 
may turn for information about such of the pictures as neea expla- 
nation— by learning beforehand a few facts, historical, biographical, 
mythological, topographical, poetical, literary, and dramatic, bear- 
ing on the various paintings which have not the advantage of 
telling their own story in titles as beautifully brief and simple as 
“A Thistle ” “ A Landscape,” “Portrait of a Lady in a Puff” 
“An Interior” and “ Two Sheep.” Indeed no one should dream 
of visiting the Exhibition now open at Burlington House, and 
plunging into the expense of a Catalogue (bound, with pencil), 
unless competent to answer such a proportion of the following ques- 
tions as would satisfy the Civil Service Commissioners. 

Give a summary, with dates, of the historical incidents on which 
are founded the pictures entitled the Duke of Gloucester and the 
Watergate of Calais ; the Marriage (in high life) of Strongbow and 
the Princess Eva ; the Slaughter of the Suitors of Penelope ; the 
Wreck of the Minotaur ; the Sleeping Beauty ; and the Last Sleep of 
Duncan. 

j Why is such familiarity taken with the name of that admirable 
• landscape painter, Mr. John Crome, as to cause him invariably to 
i be called “ Old Crome” ? 

Relate (with dates) all yon can remember about John Knox, 
Polly Peachem, Archbishop Laud, Mr. Tickell, the Duchess of 
; Savoy, William Tell, St. Sebastian, Lord Castlereagh, the 
Earl of Strafford, Cupid and Psyche, the Abbe Geegoire, 
Queen Mariana, the Mar quis of Montrose, Sarah Malcolm, 
Captain Rock, Mrs. Gibson the dwarf, Doge Leon Loredano, 
Philip the Fourth, Edwarb the Sixth, the Earl of Essex, 
the Melian Nymphs, the Misses Gainsborough, St. Louis of 
France, and Weight of Derby. 

Show your intimate acquaintance with Spanish history Instating 


whose son and grandson the Infante Don Balthazar Carlos was, 
and by tracing Ms relationsMp to the Don Carlos of our own times. 

To go from grave to Gay, who was the composer of the music of 
the Beggars' Opera ? 

Who wrote Orlando Furioso , and what scene in that successful 
burlesque is portrayed in Dosso Dossi’s picture ?j 

Where are the Yare, WMtchurch, Wanstead, the Falls of Tivoli, 
the Mouth of the Thames, Boscastle, Macon, Carreg-Cennen, 
Dedham, Rhyl, and Poringland ? 

How is canine sagacity illustrated in the story of the dog who 
saved the Duke of Richmond (not the present Conservative Leader 
of the House of Lords) from being murdered— in Gallery Ho. 2. 
(K.B.— Here a little invention will be venial.) 

Give quotations (not to exceed fourteen lines) to illustrate the 
Play-scene in Hamlet , the Banquet-scene in Macbeth , the ex- 
amination of the recruits before Falstaff \ Shallow , and Silence. 
the Disenchantment of Bottom , the Eve of St. Agnes, the Veiled 
Prophet of Khorassan, Kitely and Dame Kitely (Dr. Johnson’s 
Every Man in his Humour ), and the Interview of Webner and the I 
Empress Josephine. 

Explain and give the derivation of “ Pollard Oak,” Anchorite,” 

“ La Tricoteuse,” and “ La Marohande de Legumes.” 

Give the correct pronunciation of Fra Bartolommeo, Hobbema, 
Ruysdael, Mierevelt, Jan Claasze Rietschoof, Brauwer, Miens, 
Mantegna, Vandevelde, Velasquez, Zegexs, and Zurbaran ; and 
explain Lo Spagnoletto, Andrea del Sarto, and the origin of the 
names of Ghirlandaio, and Tintoretto. 

What was Caxton’s connection with the Press ? 

Are you not of opinion that descriptive tablets on all the frames 
would be Mghly desirable ? 

IN GOOD COMPANY. 

On Ms return to London from being present at the great sight 
in Paris, the Lord Mayor, with peculiar appropriateness, gave an 
account of Ms visit at a dinner of the Spectacle Makers. 
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AEE WE LL ! 

Can it be that the time has come for that saddest 
of sad words ? 


I \T <c Ergo sibi dabifc ipse rudem (nec nostra movebunt 

ItWmr'f /ft \ n* Consilia) et vitae dirersum iter ingredietur, ^ 

^ x 'lljj^ffL ,/ife \ ns? Ad pugnam qui rhetorica descendit ab umbra ! ” 

Or, if Punch may paraphrase Juvenal, — 

J I \63? 'Will he who, from Llandudno’s calm retreat, 

O^T"5 /- " N ^°“ Late burst, at once, on battle and defeat, 

'J Will he, though Harcotjrt gird, and Q-ranville 

~-?0 Himself the Leader’s truncheon ding away ? 

\U-La " f / Still in his prime of power, unbent by years, 

^Ao) Renounce the joy of battle with his peers, 

<W Unmoved by Punch's counsel or his prayer, 

' "V p> Nor to his realm relinquished name an heir ? 

Can such a transmigration indeed be true — from the battle of the Benches to 
the battle of the Books, from Politics to Polemics, from Hansard to Homer ? 

Yes! He has chosen— and set us all asking, as Cicero asked Pompey, but without his irony, “ Tam bonus gladiator rudem 
tamcito accepisti f ” — Can such a fighter take his discharge so soon ! With Russell still politically combative and. controversial, still 
sensitive to a party raw, still hot over the memory of a party defeat and proud in the recall of a party] triumph, at eighty-three ! With 
Disraeli, only ten years younger, still in the Head-Master’s Chair, still wielding tbe Head-Master’s birchen sceptre over his Tory pupils 
and subjects— Gladstone throws up the leadership of the Liberals at five years over the three score ! . 

It cannot be true that time has done this, nor can we see in it the force of that destructive “ tide in the affairs of men,” which has 
swept away so much good work— washed out all traces of so much gratitude. 

Can it he that W . E, G. has found Pen a pleasanter or more potent weapon than Tongue— capable of being used with more 
leisttreliness in its aim, more precision in its stroke, more profit in the triumphs it secures? But there are so i many possible contri- 
butors to the Contemporary of translations from Homer, even of translations as bad as W. E. G.’s of the speech of AcMlles last year ; so 
many who could have set the Churchss by the ears on the Yatican Decrees, and so few who can 

( 1 "Wield at will tbe fierce democracy ” 

which shares between it the Benches of the House of Commons ; so few who can unite in a party-firm men and minds so far apart as 
Dilke and Aceland, Bright and Granville, Rylands and Lubbock, Playfair and Peter Taylor ; so few under whom all that 
call themselves “Liberal” can be content to serve and sink their differences ; so few we can all be proud of; so few at whose feet 
defeated enemies can lay their colours without shame ! 

But if the retrospect saddens, what is Punch to say of the prospect ? ‘ 4 Follow my Leader ’ ’ was a game hard enough for some of the live- 
lier Liberals to keep the rules of. But “ Choose my Leader ” . . ! What are those skittish and skipping spirits likely to make of that game ? 

And when our Alexander— even if he have passed his ring to Granville— has made no sign to guide the choice of his successor! 

But that successor must be found. “ Le Itoi est mort .” Whose name is Punch to couple with his “ Vive le Roi !”? 


But that successor must be found. “ Le Roi est mort.'' 
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terious green cloth. 

( N| ^fj#- i m l ■which has been, the 

V_ *~7 7 /^jj CABINET snuff] gwjj jjjrj W / held of so many 

— $ T — -j — l ~v ^/f ->T / intestine and inter- 

^ J . ^ ^battlw— 

PlMCIKfe despatch of busi- 

ness like The Ca- 

t ? nv iir . • , BINET SNUFF-BOX ? 

^very Cabinet Minister is supposed to be “ up to snuff,” and the final test of competency for 
the post is the power of inhaling, without sternutation, threepinch.es of that potent com- 
ritish rappee, Scotch high-dried, and Irish black- guard, which makes up “The 
Cabinet Mixture ” — the secret of whose amalgam is passed, under seal of an awful oath of 
secresy, torn the Senior Messenger at the First Lord’s Office in Downing Street, on his 
death-bed, to his successor. 

IJppn the contents of this box is based that esoteric Cabinet language in which the 
destinies of the nation are discussed and decided — and which is also transmitted, by an 
unbroken tradition, through channels hid from the ken of the outer world — from Prime 
Munster to Prime Minister. 

„ /* Apd- n °w, my Lords and Gentlemen,” said the Eight Honourable B-nj-m-n D-sr-li, 
alter the usual compliments of the season, “ What is to he ‘ our first Pinch ’ ? ” 

He paused for a reply. 

|| Reducing the Irish Judicature to reasonable dimensions,” said my Lord C-irns. 

u SJ 11 ®™# Secular and Spiritual in our schools,” observed the Dure of R-chh-nd. 

u Fluffing me a decent amount of work to do,” said Lord M-lm-sb-ry.” 

Making both ends meet, with a decent lap over,” sighed the Right Honourable Sir 
St-ff-rd N-rthc-te. 

|| Defining a bona fide traveller,” blurted out the Right Honourable R. A. Cross. 

Keeping one’s temper with Prince ,” said Lord D-r-by, when he was promptly 

pulled up by the first bar of the popular song, “ 0 No we Never Mention Him” hummed 
significantly by the Right Honourable B. D-sr-li. 

|| Framing a Constitution for Fiji,” murmured my Lord C-rn-rv-n. 

^Filling the tub of the Danaides,” groaned the Right Honourable G-th-bne H-rdy. 

Reframing a native Army,” rapped out the Marquis of S-lis-b-ry. 

“ Balancing a big English Navy against a small German,” murmured the Right Honour- 
able W-RD H-NT. 

. “ Teaching my Post-Office pupils, in the lower classes, to mind their letters, instead of 
writing them,” paintively whispered Lord J-hn M-nn-rs. 

Then followed a silence, broken by the Right Honourable B. D-sr-li. 

“ All Pinches, my Lords and Gentlemen, and some of them hard enough, I have no 
doubt ; but none of them entitled to the place of 4 The First Pinch.’ That proud position is 
reserved for the difficulty I have to propound, 4 Carrying on the duties of Her Majesty’s 
Government with the headship of Her Majesty’s Opposition in Commission ’—and for that 
Pinch we have to thank the Right Honourable William Ewart Gladstone.” 


a linguistic lift for dr. liddon. 

De. Liddon is in want of a preposition to express the sense of a word. Would his 
purpose he answered by the combination * 4 Prseadcontrasubantepostobininterultracitraextra- 
infrasubtersuperstantiation.” 


F + men WANTED ! 3& + 

War Office. Intelligence Departments* 

85, F<,eet Street 

Field-Marshal Punch presents his 
compliments to those this Circular may 
concern, and begs to inform them that the 
British Army, which the Field-Marshal 
has the honour to supervise, is greatly in 
need of Recruits. He would add that the 
evidence taken before the Recruiting Com- 
mission proved that the want of respect 
shown by civilians to her Majesty’s uniform 
had a great deal to do with the Army’s 
loss of popularity. Thej Field-Marshal 
would further point out : — 

1. That the intellectual training of 
Soldiers is now a matter of paramount 
importance, and that the Privates of 
many Regiments can compare favour- 
ably with civilians as regards education. 

2. That through the exertions of 
H.R.H. the Dure of Cambridge, Re- 
creation Rooms and Libraries have 
been established in all the Barracks, 
with the object (an object that has 
been attained) of fostering refinement 
in the ranks. 

3. That, during the recent series of 
Autumn Manoeuvres, the Armies in the 
Field have gained golden opinions from 
all with whom they have come in contact. 

4. That most Soldiers, when they 
leave the Service, are found to he ad- 
mirably adapted to fill the positions of 
clerks, railway-guards, policemen, and 
other posts of importance and responsi- 
bility. 

5. That a Colour-Sergeant is a Non- 
Commissioned Officer in command of 
some sixty or a hundred men, who has 
been promoted after many; years’ service 
in the ranks, in recognition of zeal, 
cleverness, and good conduct. 

Having made these observations, Field- 
Marshal Punch is forced to record his deep 
regret : — 

1. That a Magistrate speaking from 
the Bench should have thought proper 
to inform a Recruit that to join the 
Army was to take a false step in life, 
which might possibly entail the break- 
ing of his parents’ hearts. 

2. That a Non-Commissioned Officer 
should he refused admission to the best 
seats in a place of public entertainment 
because he (the Non-Commissioned 
Officer in question) happened at the 
time of purchasing his ticket to he 
wearing the should-be honoured uni- 
form of Her Majesty the Queen. 

Field - Marshal Punch consequently 
feels it to he Ms duty to issue the follow- 
ing orders 

1. In future, City Aldermen, in their 
official capacities, will refrain from 
making remarks calculated to bring the 
Army into ridicule, hatred, or contempt. 

2. If any; regulation exists prevent- 
ing soldiers in uniform from appearing 
in the better seats of places of enter- 
tainment the rule in question must he 
immediately abolished. 

In conclusion, Field-Marshal Punch is j 
strongly of opinion that recruiting will con- 
tinue to remain slack until the difference 
existing between the social conditions of the 
British Soldier in the present, and the 
Negro Slave in. the past, is thoroughly 
understood and admitted by the public in 
general, and the people to whom this cir- 
cular is addressed in particular. It must 
be remembered in future that the livery 
of Her Majesty is worn by warriors, and 
not by fiunkeys. 



CRUEL! 

Smith (usually a shy , reserved , and silent man) tells a rather long , hut otherwise entertaining , story , a&owZ Orange t which 

meets with great success . 

Brown { when the laughter and applause have subsided ). “ Bravo, Smith ! Capital, old man ! Bttt, I say, you told it better 

ONE NIGHT AT JONES’S, A PEW MONTHS AGO ! " 

Jones. “tfo, no! "Where he told it best was that morning we Breakfasted with you, Brown, somewhere about the 

BEGINNING OP THE YEAR BEFORE LAST ! ” 

Robinson. “Ah, but don’t you recollect the way he told it after that Supper I gave you Fellows at Evans* in 
‘Fifty-One ’ ? How we did laugh, to be sure ! ” 


THE LAST SONG OE A SAYAGE. 

’Tis all for a misfortune I ’m condemned for to be ’ring, 

As a warnin’ and example to all Roughs both old and young. 
’Twas brought in wilful murder because my wife did die 
Just through my bavin’ kicked her— that’s the honly reason wy. 

I kicked her like I ’d kicked her full many a time afore ; 

I kicked her just as usual, I thought, no less nor more, 

And only two days runnin’ ; but my ill-luck was such 
One kick at last I give her as turned out a kick too much. 

I do declare I never did intend to take her life, 

But safe within an inch of it purposed to kick my wife, 

Atakin’ good care always short o’ murder for to steer, 

And ’opin’ hof the gallus by that means I should keep clear. 

In pint of law I thought the crime of murder was’intent. 

Exactly not for to commit that much was what I meant ; 

So> therefore, when another’s life it was my haim to spare, 

To make me forfeit pay my own is wot I calls unfair. 

I truly do repent the hextry kick I did bestow, 

Or too much wigger unawares wot I flung into my toe. 

Had I but know’a, I ’d ne’er ha’ kicked my wife completely dead, 
To let myself in for the doom wot has ’lighted on my ’ed» 

’Twas constant diink as brought me to the customary state 
W at caused the fatal haccident it grieve me to relate, 
lwas drunk the day I kicked her ; I whs also drunk the night. 
When I kicked her the next mornin’ I ’d not yet got sober quite. 


The cause of hall was the means I got excess of drink to huy ; 

The wages of the Workin’-Man, witch of late has rose so high : 
We obtains increase of hincome to enjoy more drunken lives, 

And we strikes agin employers, and we goes and kicks our wives. 

My pals, to rescue all of you from my untimely end, 

Reduction of your wages 1 should strongly recommend. 

Then you won’t get drunk, like I done, and kick your wives too 
free, 

And ’ave to hexpiate your offence upon the gallus-tree. 


Liddon’s Mycology* 

Canon Liddon has been driven by Monsignore Cajpel to disclaim 
certain doctrinal statements occurring in Ritualistic books of devo- 
tion as “ fungi.” A mycologist would perhaps like to know what 
particular fungi the Canon means. As the statements in question 
are rank Popery, it may be suggested that they are all so many 
varieties of the Boletus Romanus . Of course Canon Liddon cannot 
regard them as common mushrooms, or any other sort of esculent 
fungi, and, if he were a stanch^ Protestant, would class them with 
the Russula emetica, the Amanita verna , the Lactarius torminosus , 
and the other poisonous toadstools. 


A Customer for Mr. Rice.— AChinamaniac in the country writes 
to ask if the Big Bed of Ware is of Worcestershire or Staffordshire, 
and if it is likely to be put up to auction when the Babes in the 
Wood have no further use for it? 
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0 BABE HaeBX PABBYj 
If ever you marry, 

Be sure you don’t marry a fool 
Who ’s eram-full of learning. 
And constantly burning 
To turn your home into a school. 

iEsthetical notions 
And psychic emotions 
Are apt to be bores in a wife ; 
Remember Minerva 
Was left to preserve a 
Sad celibate state all her life. 


A Pie sat on a pear-tree, 

A very shrewd Old Pie, 

Watching the little boys and girls 
To school go gravely by. 

Those boys,” he said, “ will mostly be 
Conceited little prigs ; 

And I ’d rather have girls in frocks and curls, 
Than in Doctors’ gowns and wigs.” 

m. 

Little Jack Hobkeb 
S at in a corner, 

Seeking for reasons why 
The circle and square 
Are just what they are , 

And can’t be aught else if they try. 

When, after thinking 
Days without winking, 

He had not found the reasons why, 
From his seat he arose 
And cocked up his nose, 

And said, “What a wise boy ami!” 




i 

m 


IV. 

Jack Spbat 
Could eat no fat, 

His wife could eat no lean ; 
This way went Spbat, 
His wife went that— 
Both crooked ways, I ween. 

To Church Jack went, 
As he was bent, 

His wife she went to Mass ; 
That they fell out, 

Was just about 
What soonest came to pass. 


MATTER AND ACCIDENTS. 

Ik one of the letters lately addressed by Moksigkobe Capel to the 
Times, the subjoined definitions are quoted from a work whose 
author was the late Da. Neale, advanced Ritualist. The Monsignore 
adopts them as a “clear exposition” of a dogma— with which 
Mr. Punch has nothing to do. In themselves, however, they are 
simply statements concerning science, a subject which is quite 
within the province of Mr. Punch 

“All matter is divided into the accidents and the substance. Accidents of 
matter are those which make a thing appear to be what it is. Substance is 
that which makes a thing to be what it is. The accidents remain ; the sub- 
stance is changed.” 

Now Mr. Punch begs to submit the following questions to Mok- 
sigkobe Capel, or anybody else who thinks he can answer them. 

If substance is that which makes matter to be what it is, then is 
substance anything else than power ? And then is not the substance 
of matter immaterial ? 

Are accidents of matter absolutely and invariably those which 
make a thing appear to be what it is ? Do not certain Doctors, 
including Doctob Capel, on 4 the contrary, most strenuously main- 
tain that accidents may possibly, and occasionally do, make a thing 
appear to be what it is not ? 

# What are the substances, respectively, of a piece of bread and a 
piece of beef ? Is there any such thing as a simple substance of 


either ? Are not the only known or conceivable substances of beef 
and of bread certain substances supposed to be elementary, prin- 
cipally carbon, oxygen, hydrogen, and nitrogen ? What difference 
is there between bread ana beef other than that of the chemical and 
mechanical arrangement and relative quantities’of those substances 
in the beef and in the bread ? If bread is converted into beef, as 
through being eaten by an ox, what change from bread to beef 
takes places besides the decomposition of the elementary substances 
of bread and their recomposition in the form of beef ? 

Is not the science which divides matter into substance and acci- 
dents as above defined, science of the same character as that which 
once divided it into four elements, earth, air, fire, and water? 
Lastly, as to the accidents of matter, has matter really any accidents 
at all, except those which it is liable to meet with, such as the 
breakage of cups and saucers, glasses, dishes, plates, windows, 
heads, limbs, ribs, collar-bones, and all the other various casualties 
too numerous to mention, which are wont to befal, annoy, exas- 
perate, hurt, or damage, men, animals, and things. 

Something Like a Work of Art* 

Gakova’s is a name famous in Fine Art, but of all Gakovas* 
works where is there one to be compared with the re-erection 
now- in progress under the auspices of that famous name at ^Madrid, 
with the title of “ Government ousting Anarchy. ” 
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PUNCH TO THE KING OP SIAM. 

Fair greeting, Courteous Cousin mine. You are the King of Siam, 
And Punchius Rex the mighty, monarch of Fleet Street I am. 

No need, I ’m sure, of further ceremonious introduction, 

For Punch is doubtless known and read with rapture and instruc- 
tion 

As constantly in far Bangkok as ’tis in near Balmoral. 

I (let us, Cousin, drop, tern., the old Imperial plural.) 

Read with pleasure, whose expression cannot be too prononce , 

That very friendly letter signed by Bhash a kara wongsA 
(I hope, with all my heart, that I have spelled and scanned 
precisely 

The something prolix name of one who turns our tongue so nicely.) 
Effolgency ! your proffer is enlightened as ’tis handsome, 

And from the courteous Sovereign of a distant Eastern land, some 
Who think themselves much nearer to the civilised meridian 
Might take a profitable hint. 5 T would tax an Art Ovidian 
To sing the metamorphoses these demiurgic Sciences 
Have wrought with all their wizard spells and wonderful ap- 
pliances. 

But Science, Cousin Siam, your true Cosmopolite is ; 

And wide as Nature in its sphere its broad benignant flight is, 

And, like that often quoted “ touch of Nature,” kins us truly 
From here to distant Siam, as from there to farthest Thule. 

Much sneered at for its prosiness, but with its own Romance, it 
Has just been watching warily Dame Yenus at her transit ; 

And is about to send a stoutly-armed but peaceful legion, 

To circumvent the icy guards of the circumpolar region. 

Punch favours undertakings of this brave and blameless genus. 
And, though he ’s heard some hints that slippery Sol and tricksy 
Yenus 

(As might have been expected) have been plotting to befog us, 

And in a maze of merely bogus calculations bog us, 


Yet, spite of solar shifts, or interlunar plots and pranks, it 
Is plain that Science means to win at last. Kino Punchius 
thanks it. 

And now, by way, no doubt, of an agreeable variety, 

The pundits of our Royal Astronomical Society, 

And other learned bodies, have made up their minds to follow 
The little game that ’s coming off ’twixt Dian and Apollo. 

With Camera, and Spectroscope, and Foucault’ s Siderdstat, 

They mean to keep an eye upon the point the pair have crossed at ; 
And solve;the secrets,— stiffish stuff for long and learned papers,— 
Of chromosphere and corona, of spectra, beads, and vapours. 

Punch warmly wishes them good speed. Ana now, most courteous 
t Cousin 

Of Siam, comes your amicable offer— worth a dozen 
Palavers or State protocols, as genuine links to hind us 
And put the bad old days of white exclusiveness behind us. 

Punch promptly drinks your royal health in a stoup of right good 
Stingo, 

And though our people may not understand each other’s lingo 
So well as we might wish perhaps, yet genuine love and liquor 
Are of no land or lexicon. It makes the blood run quicker 
To think that Saxons may drink hael as far as far Chinese land, 
With such a brick as you must be, Lord of the Siamese land ! 
Punch wishes his observatory (fixed so much farther west 
Than Bangkok’s latitude) allowed himself to be your guest: 

But he must keep his perch, although with sympathies sporadic, 
For Nature’s Nobs {you ’ll understand), must not be too nomadic. 
No doubt, in that particular, we are but brother yokesmen, 

Yet be assured that Britons, through their very first of spokesmen, 
Return you hearty thanks. Accept ? By >ve, they ’d better do it 
Or certain swells shall hear of it. Good D* La Rub would rue it 
If such a chance were slighted, and ’twoub be a trifle comical 
If asinine punctilio ruled in matters astronomical. 

But Punch has not the slightest doubt the Royal men of Science 
Will be hut too delighted to remit a prompt compliance 
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DIAGNOSIS. 

tC I CAN TELL YOU WHAT YOU 9 RE SUFFERING FROM. 

You ’RE SUFFERING FROM ACNE/ ” 

‘‘’Acknet? Why, that’s just what the t'other Medical G-ent he I 

TOLD me! I ONLY WISH J’D NEVER BEEN NEAR THE PLAGE t ’’ 


my good Fellow ! 


THE ECCLESIASTICAL TREE-EIGHT. 

When will Clericals settle 
Clash of Church-pot and kettle, 

To the tinkle of cymbals emphatic ? 

The dogmatic free-nght, 

At no time too polite, 

Is fast growing cat and aog-matic. 

Fed with Ritual oil, 

Cleric fixes counter-coil 

Round the Church-pot, high-bubbling their mid on; 
Cajpel hoping that first 
It will boil, and then burst, 

If by Law’s stress it must keep its Lid on. 

Nestor-Newman now claims 
To pour oil on the fiames — 

Patristic, plain, pure, prseter-human : 

While Rome, half-askance, 

Marks him cross Gladstone’s lance— 
Gladstone — impar congressus to Newman ! 

Brutum fuhnen forth flashes 
In clerical clashes 

Of in-com-pe?'-trans-$ub- stantiation : 

And its senseless sounds rattle, 

Till, tired of their hrattle, 

Both the ^Churches one gives to cremation: 

And admires the wise Bishop, 

Who, when asked to help dish-up 
Gurney’s Bill by a vote hot and hearty, 

Replied he was quite 
Oh the cards for a fight, 

Being booked for a snug garden-party. 

Better spirting at hockey, 

Or spooning at croquet. 

Or flirting, or fun, or lawn-tennis, 

Than ’twixfc High Church and Low Church, 
Breach- widening for No Church, 

“ Suffragiis , Unguis, etpennis?' 

TESSLER, DoLLURGER, ScHiiMANN, 

Manning, Capel, and Newman, 

Gladstone, Leddon, both Churches’ free-fighters, 

In his garden could Punch , 

But once gather at lunch, 

Disarmed of pens, books, robes, and mitres— 

His Sense, Wisdom, and Wit, 

For them some clue would hit 
From their maze, fenced by dogma and creed in, 

And his garden they.’d own, 

Had a right to he known 
As a genuine Garden of Eden ! 


Here we Go “ Up, Up, Up!”— T he most successful 
example of “Xmtation” — the Daily Telegraph . 


With such right Royal bidding. ;May each Wise Man from the West, 
Who findshimself so lucky as to be your welcome guest, 

Resolve that one eclipse at least shall ne’er Aim British brightness, 
Eclipse of English courtesy by Siamese politeness. 


WHY I GO TO CHURCH. 

Feminine Reasons. 

Because the Rev. Yoluble Cope intones so delightfully, and 
looks so interesting and emaciated, and preaches such delightfully 
high sermons — and so sweet and short too. 

Because the little boys # in white surplices chant so angelically — 
and one somehow feels it all so delightfully wrong and Roman 
Catholic. 

Because my bonnet is the loveliest in the village, and it is a duty 
to show the country girls what a really tasteful thing in dress means. 

Because one likes to look at other peoples’ bonnets and dresses ; 
and no thing but seein^. could make one believe what execrable taste 
most English girls ha" a! 

Because Charlie lsj&ure to be there, with that inevitable white 
nower and fern leaf m nis button-hole (the ridiculous fellow !), and 
Mamma will probably ask him home to lunch. 


Because I want to see how my Christmas decorations look. 

Because it ’s Sunday, and it would look so strange to stay away. 

Masculine Reasons. 

Because Canon Manley is safe to utter some home-truth from 
the pulpit which nobody dare say out of it, and one likes to see how 
awfully scandalised the old fogies of both sexes are safe to he at it. 

Because one feels curious to ascertain to what lengths of rot old 
Boshvule can go in the pulpit. 

Because one likes to see how near that young Rubrics: can get to 
Rome without actually crossing the Rubicon. 

Because, unless I go to-day, the opportunity may be lost, as — if 
one is to believe my Liberationist neighbour, old Jawkins— the 
Church is safe to be disestablished, if not next week, next year at 
latest. 

Because one likes to set a good example. 

Because one catches glimpses of all the pretty girls in the 
parish. 

Because most respectable people go. 

Because I really should like to believe in something or other, only 
I haven’t time to decide for myself what that something should be, 
and a fellow might get a lead at church some Sunday, perhaps. 
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AN ANCIENT CLERK. 

T AW. — WANTED by a CLERK with (twenty years * 1 experience), a 
— * permanent' SITU ATIQN . Advertiser iB acquainted with Conveyancing, 
Accounts, Book-keeping, and the General Routine of a solicitor’s office ; also 
competent to conduct magisterial business in the occasional absence of the 
principal. Aged ninety ‘three, married; salary moderate .” — law Times. 

This venerable gentleman must have discovered the Elixir of 
Life, and in the most nnlikely place for it — an attorney’s office! 
At ninety-three he still seeks a permanent situation ! He ought, 
certainly, to he an authority on “long leases ” and “ life interests.’’ 
But of* all the undesirable “ tenancies for life,” we should have 
imagined a managing clerk’s stool in an attorney’s office about the 
most untempting. The application is all the stranger as the 
applicant s experience of similar situations only extends over 
twenty of ms ninety-three years, so that he must have been sixty- 
three when he began office- woik. Perhaps his sense of right and 
^ng was already too strong to he shaken, or his sensibilities were 
so blunted by’age that he did. not feel any conscience-prick from the 
work he must have had to do. 


Memo. 

The Tall Mall Gazette informs ns that a Form of Prayer is to he 
read out .on the launching of Men of War and a Service specially 
compiledfor the purpose by His Grace the Archbishop op Canter- 
We understand that Woolwich Infants are in future to he 
christened," torpedoes to he sprinkled with holy water, gunpowder 
to he blessed by the ton, and shells by lots of fifty. * 


(To be read Sardou-nically .) 

Queue bonheurpour la race humaine — 
A Paris on suppnme La Maine J < 


THE MAN AT THE HELM. 

Saturday , January 10. 

To Mr. Punch, 

Sir,— W hat do I read in the Spanish correspondence of this 
morning’s Times f 

“ With aU possible allowance for the flattery which, like ^Providence, doth 

1 hedge a King/ so long as he is fortunate, there seems to be good evidence in 
all the sayings and* doings of Alfonso the Twelfth, as reported hitherto, 
to induce one to believe either that he is led by very wise instincts, or that 
he is most prudently advised** 

“ Prudently advised ” is it]? Bedad, I believe you ! 

Look at this, a few sentences farther on— 

H The Prince’s Manifesto on his birthday, the happy words spoken by him, 
or at least attributed to him, in his intercourse witn his friends and with 
strangers, and even the letter of thanks addressed to the President of the 
Ministry of Regency himself, come before the public under the inspiration of 
CaNovas del Castillo and of those whom this wary counsellor had placed 
by the Trincds side, among whom we hear of one Mtjrfht, who has been 
Don Alfonso’s tutor , and who , in the quality of the young King* 8 gentil- 
homme de chambre , is his constant attendant 

There you have it ! 

Murphy ’ s the man ! 

Hurroo for Ouid Ireland ! 

Tours, 

Bryan O’Lynn. 


A Fact for Darwin. 

“ A pact for Darwin ! ’’—where, pray, can one see 
Of Man’s Development a proof completer? — 

By his Infallibility Decree 
Peter’s Successor has out-Peter’d Petbe. 

The Sun and the Astronomer-Royal.— Light and Airy. 
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Conductor. “Slit in the Door! —Well, ’tain't likely I’m goin’ to turn the Bus upside-down for Sixpence! 


KILLING NO MULDER. 


The following: curiosities have not yet been added to the Cata- 
logue of the British Museum. Mr. Punch is happy to he able to 
supply the deficiency : — 

A Windowless Tank. — This extraordinary apartment is devoted 
to the use of the Superintendent of the Printed Book Department 
and his staff. It is lighted by sky-lights. According to the best 
medical testimony, the air of this horrible place becomes actually 
foetid on winter afternoons, being tainted by the breaths of the 
twenty or thirty employes who work therein. According to the 
same authority, the amount of sickness among the junior assistants 
is alarming. Several have died, several are suffering in health and 
are justly alarmed as to the ultimate effects. The late Mr. Warren 
(so says the British Medical Journal ) complained repeatedly on their 
and his behalf. He received neither sympathy nor redress. At last 
his medical man visited his room, and condemned it. Mr. Warren 
renewed his complaint, and quoted his authority. The British 
Medical Journal has been informed that the answer he received 
was— ‘ 4 How dare you bring a medical man into the Museum without 
leave of the Trustees ! ” After a long time, consent was given to a 
window being cut in the wall of the room in which Mr. Warren 
sat. This got rid of the foul air a little, but it let in killing 
draughts of cold air. Mr. Warren went on complaining for a 
time, then despaired, and slowly sank. His strength, originally 
good, became lowered. He caught cold after cold, got a cough, 
and was at length laid up. Pleurisy, pneumonia, bronchitis, came 
in turns. He had not strength to shake them off, and so died at 
the early age of thirty-eight, looking more like forty-eight, leaving 
a widow and two children. His predecessor in office, Mr. Deutsch. 
used to predict his own death, and say, “ When I die, there will 
he something done.” It will thus be seen that this windowless 
tank is not only one of the greatest curiosities in the British 
Museum, hut in the whole of the civilised world. N.B.— Afr. Punch 


recommends the acceptance of a clerkship in the Printed Book 
Department as an excellent substitute for suicide by drowning, 
charcoal, or strangulation. 

The Heads of the Printed Book Department . — Yery curious 
Heads indeed. According to the British Medical Journal the 
tradition of these gentlemen has been for many years past to repress- 
complaints on the score that they (the Heads of the Department) 
feel no bad effects themselves from the vitiated air to be found in 
the cellars devoted to the use of their subordinates. N.B. — 
Mr. Punch begs to point out that the room used by the Heads of the 
Printed Book Department is a private one with an open fire. 

The Readers in the Pirst Floor Gallery . — Remarkable specimens 
of endurance. The air breathed by these enthusiasts is very 
trying. It causes throbbing of temples, chill of hands and feet, 
and is frequently provocative of nausea. If a window he opened to 
relieve these symptoms, cold draughts produce colds, rheumatisms, 
and other unpleasant maladies. N.B.— -Mr, Punch begs to state 
that the Readers in this gallery belong chiefly to the class of mis- 
guided persons who, often for a very poor pittance, devote their 
time and energies to the instruction and amusement of a generous- 
and indulgent British Public ! 

The Board of Trustees.— By far the greatest curiosity in the 
National Collection. Besides the claim to this distinction which 
may be based on the fact that for many years, in spite of numerous 
applications, the Trustees have paid no sort of attention to the- 
representations that have been addressed to them through the- 

TV1 1 • . T. - 1 1- 1 


Public Press, or other non-official channels, this title is surely 
due to the Museum Board on the score of its composition. It 


due to the Museum Board on the score oi its composition, it 
consists mainly of some of the highest and hardest- worked officials 
of the kingdom, who yet find time to superintend this great 
National Collection of Literature, Science, and Art ; and of family- 
trustees, who because their ancestors once cared for Letters or 
Arts enough to bequeath treasures of one or the other to the British 
Museum, are still considered to have a hereditary claim to share in 
its management. 


VOL. lxviii. 
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NURSERY RHYMES FOR THE TIMES. 



IYG, sing*, what shall I sing? 

Of Lawyers’ wigs and 
gowns, 

Of costs, costs, and still 
more costs, 

And shillings charged 
as crowns 1 

Sing, sing, what shall I 
sing ?— 

Of one sane bird who 
saw 

That, play, play how yon 
may, 

To win is to lose, at Law. 


n. 


Boys and girls, come out to play, 

Krieg spiel is the game to-day I — 

Bring your books and bring your brains, 
Boys and girls, and plan campaigns. 


irr. 


Robin- a-Bobben was scarcely ten, 

But knew enough for a score of men ; 

His sole delight was going to school, — 

Yet was Roben-a-Bobbin next door to a fool. 


OVERWORKED AND UNDERPAID ! 

(. Dialogue between two Episcopal Labourers in the Vineyard .) 

First Labourer . I don’t know how it may be with ?/ow, brother, 

I know I am worked to death. Revision meeting this morning ; 
Rubrics’ Committee this afternoon; Total Abstinence platform 
on Tuesday; chair of the Borriobooloogha Shirt-extension and 
Introduction of Pocket-handkerchiefs Association Dinner on "Wed- ! 
nesday ; the dear Duchess of Omnium’s morning-party on Thurs- 
day ; and on Priday a rush into my diocese for two confirmations 
in the course of the day, and to get to Lord Reredos’s, half a 
county’s breadth from the second, in time for five o’clock tea! 
Killing work, brother. They’ll miss us, perhaps, when they ’ye 
used us up in this frightfully improvident and unfeeling fashion ! 

Second Labourer ( sighing ), Let us hope we may have some leisure 
after Government has increased our numbers i 

First Labourer, Let us hope so {facetiously). If tbe Government 
improve our position, the Liberationists will say we owe it all to tbe 
Labourers’ Union. 

Second Labourer (in the same tone). We’re like them in one 
respect, at least. We also have an Arch at our head. 

First Labourer (following up the joke). Two— C anterbury and 
York! Hal Hal But I mustn’t keep the Revision Committee 
waiting. Good morning ! my dear Lord ! 

Second Labourer . Good morning, my very dear Lord, 

[Exeunt severally. 


iC Here Peel we but tbe Penalty of Adam.’’ 

As You Like it. 

Me. Adam, the Liberal Whip, has been called on to call a meet- 
ing for the choice of a Liberal Leader. Strictly correct and ap- 
propriate. Adam, ought to have a great deal to do with naming the 
first man — of Her Majesty’s Opposition. 


A CALL TO CLERICALS. 

“If the Clergy could establish effectually a ‘sort of general pastoral 
relation * with the men and women of their parishes— with the fathers and 
mothers — they might safely leave the children to take care of themselves.”— 
Times. 

Peechance ’tis too much to expect the young elves 
We call children to take perfect care of themselves : 

But all will agree that our hard-working Clerici , 

If they quite torgot questions of Ritual and Heresy, 

By stooping to conquer, might leave in the lurch 
The zealots who’d fain disestablish the Church. 

What use are their diatribes brilliant and bitter ? 

Wbat use is their ecclesiastical glitter ? 

If the sermon that scathes, and the costume that pleases, 

Too often nnite with behaviour that freezes : 

The Parson or Layman whose life ’s Christianity 
A short cut has found to the heart of humanity. 

Of a parish the Church is the natural centre : 

But if there are some who that building won’t enter, 

’Tis easy enough, if you ’ll just condescend 

To be human, to show them the Parson’s their friend. 

He stands above wealth, nor need stoop to the door 
Of toilers like him, and oft hardly more poor. 

In Lav, high or low, let the Parsons own equals, 

And the Church need not fear any sinister sequels. 

Let the School-Boards administer discipline birchen 
To the well-chosen part of the rustical urchin, 

While the Rector or Vicar becomes — what ’s now rarish — 
The very best friend of all ranks in his parish. 


Yew Version of an odd Proverb (vide Rubeby v. Sampson). 
—Tell truth, and— pay the damages ! 
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A STEP FARTHER. 

HINT TO YOUNG LADIES. 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

Horse can't go out— I can't— It 's cold— The new Job and Ms friends. 

As the rain comes on suddenly, and the trap has not yet returned 
from being mended, the new horse can’t be tried. I ask Mueslis 
“ why the trap went to be mended.” He answers, “ Well, you see, 
Sir, it shifted itself like ; it ’ud ha’ come down all a one side soon, 
it would.” 

Suddenly I find that I am not well. 

I know it myself. So does my Aunt. Only she does not consider 
it in so serious a light as I do. She sets it down at once to “a cold.” 

“ I told you what it would be,” she says, “ you would go outside 
that gate to talk with that man Chalvey, without putting anything 
on your head, or round your throat, and so you ’ve caught cold.”’ 

Her remedies are, feet in hot water at night, hot rum before going 
to bed, and “jump into bed directly you’ve drank it, and keep 
yourself well covered up.” This, I admit, is admirable as far as it 
goes. I don’t know how far the rum goes, but that depends upon 
quantity. 

Besides, I tried this remedy once, and not being accustomed to 
spirits, least of all rum, and finding it uncommonly nice, I took 
three doses of it, one after the other. On this occasion I certainly 
kept myself well covered up at night, for I found myself in bed 
with my boots on in the morning. My cold had gone , however. 

So as my first attempt at a medical note-book, to be entitled, 
Every Man Ms own Doctor , specially suitable for this time of year, 
I put down 

Happy Thought ( for receipt).— G?o to bed with your boots on. 
Also don’t wind np your watoh at night. I didn’t. And what’s 
more, I don’t exactly know how or when I got into bed. I mention 
these details because they must form part of a cure for a cold : as 
most certainly I was cured. 

The above too is a recipe for gettingup with a slight headache the 
next morning ; hut this does not detract from its value as a remedy 
for removing a cold. I forgot to mention, though this will be under- 
stood by a careful perusal of the f oregoing remarks, that the patient 
must begin by drinking plenty of rnm, hot and strong, before he 
takes his boots off. Otherwise, he ’ll never get to bed in his boots, 
and this I consider to he the most important item in the cure. 

However, as I said before, and as if eel now, I am not well. 


I haven’t exactly got a headache, and yet I am not free from 
headache. 

I haven’t got a regular cough, and yet I am not free from an 
irregular cough. The cough is horridly exasperating for one 
minute— -twists me about till I feel like a limp corkscrew— not that 
this can convey any idea to anyone of my particular sensation, sc I 
will say, as I do to Bo odells, who happens to look in (being in the 
neighbourhood), that I experience a sensation like what I can 
imagine a chicken would feel whose neck had been only half wrung, 
and who had been left on a lawn to revive as best he could. 

Boodells is not much of a fellow- to come and see you when 1 
yon ’re ill. It is not that he is exactly ^sympathetic, hut he has 
always had everything you ’ve got now, himself, a long time ago, and 
pretends to make nothing of it. 

He is full of how he treats himself when he is taken just in the i 
same way. He says to me, “ My dear fellow, you give way so. ! 
Why, I have a cough for more than half the year, twice as had as \ 
what you ’ve got now, and I never lay np for it.” j 

Then I don’t believe that his was ever half or a quarter as bad as 1 
mine, or he wouldn’t he here now to tell me of it. Boodells would ! 
have been done for long ago. I tell him that I suffer agonies at 
intervals. He won’t believe it, because he doesn’t see me pale, ! 
emaciated, and writhing on a bed of sickness. * 

I am sitting before a fire in my armchair, and (I admit it — I can’t j 
help admitting it, much as I regret it) looking uncommonly well. 1 
That’s the worst of me; however ill 1 am, I invariably look well, 
and always look better, and feel better, too, when a Doctor comes, 
just at the very minute when I really do want to , give him a speci- 
men of how bad I can be. And why does a Doctor— I mean my 
Doctor — always come at meal-times just as I’m sitting down to be ; 
comfortable ? ; 

You can’t, I mean I can’t, suddenly lie back helplessly in an arm- ! 
chair, pale and gasping, in a brocaded dressing-gown and a shirt ' 
open at the collar (like Louis the Fourteenth: at a bedchamber 
reception) when there ’s a steaming cut off the joint with vegetables j 
and a decanter of Claret before you. You can’t say, “ 0, Doctor, I 
I’m so ill” in the face of such a luncheon, or a late breakfast of < 
similar dimensions. You must feel that to do so would irritate f 
him into sending you the nastiest draught he could make up, and, 1 
so to speak, giving you something to be ill for. A sort of practical 
black draught j oke on his part, in return for being taken away from ' 
his dinner, or his luncheon, or a day’s outing somewhere, by a - 1 
false alarm. I don’t think that doctors, as a rule, would be ■; 
revengeful. They are among the few people to whom I would j 
subscribe for a testimonial. j 

I tell Boodells that I have no appetite for breakfast. j 

“ Bah ! ” he returns, quite contemptuously, “ why I haven’t . 
known what it is to make a breakfast for years." j 

“ Yes,” I object, rather pettishly [I feel it is pettish — N.B. Make 
a note of this for my new book, Queries of Humanity, vol. L, under 
the head of “ Small Causes ” — Why provoked by nothing, &c. ? big 
subjects ] n , “ but I am accustomed to eat a large breakfast, and when , 
I fall on, it must be serious.” 

“ Nonsense,” returns Boodells, “you’ve only got a slight cold, 
and are bilious. I dare say you over-ate yourself oue day.” 

Now I am annoyed. Because if there is one thing which I have 
not done it is to have over-eaten myself. 

Happy Thought. — Not worth replying to. Silence speaks con- 
tempt. The advantage of being a little distance from town in a 
real country place (such as is ours where my Aunt’s cottage is 
situated) is that, when you are ill, your friends can come out to 
see you, and spend an hour or so with you. 

Boodells said, when he arrived, that if I didn’t mind he ’d stop 
to dinner. I was delighted, and said “of conrse.” But if he’s 
going to talk so unsympathetically I really should be glad if he 
went away, unless he is going to alter his tone. Odd though, this 
sort of quarrel, or little difference with him, has made me feel 
decidedly better. I have been irritated, and this has roused me. 

It is annoying to he better when you ’ve sent post-cards to friends 1 
to come and see how ill you are. I expect Mtlbttrd and Cazell : j 
also the Doctor. If they all arrive and find me not only quite well, 
but having a lively row with Boodells, they ’ll think I ’m a hum- 
bug. They won’t consider that it ’s only a momentary fiash in the 
pan (so to speak) and that next minute I shall he worse than ever. 
They’ll simply say, “0, you’re all right!” Even Job himself 
would have lost patience in the same situation. [On reconsidera- 
tion, if his friends had come in and found him having, a row with 
another friend, of course Job would have already lost Ms patience : 
so that that parallel, excellent as it appeared at first sight, won’t 
stand. Add this as a note to my Queries of Humanity , under the 
head of Job.] ; 


Compost bob Liberal Commons. {In lieu of W. E. Gh, late 
“ parent , guide, philosopher , and friend.")— A. F orsteb-/ ilher. 



“OMNE IGNOTUM PRO MAGNIFICO ! ” 

(j4 fascinating young Irish Lady , with a lovely brogue , is warbling characteristic popular ditties in the Neapolitan dialect , encouraged thereto 
by the consciousness that her enraptured audience doesn't know A word of even ordinary Italian.) 

Enthusiastic Youth. “How awe’ly beautaf’ly your Stster sings, Mr. O'Dowd ! How awf’ly vividly she recalls to one’s 

MIND THE — A — T HE — THE CHIAJA, YOU KNOW, — AND VESUVIUS — AND — THE DEEP BLUE ITALIAN SKY ! ” 

Mr. O' Dowd. “Ah! thin doesn't she, Sor ! Ye’ve been in Italy, Sor ?’* 

Enthusiastic Youth. “A— A— A — N — N — no ! ” 

Mr. O' Dowd. “Ho more have Oi !— No more has me Sistor ! ” 


TOLL OW UY LEADER. 

We have found the missing: Liberal Leader, whom the National . 
Education League, the Liberationist Society, and the Nonconformist 
Extreme Left are in quest of. 

It can only be Messrs. Maskelyne and Cooke’s PSYCHO ! 
“Psycho,” says their advertisement “ is a dynamic mystery;” 
that is, “a mystery of power.” What “mystery of power” 
can be like the position of a leader expected to combine the power 
of his place with the absolute submission which the Liberal Left 
wing insist upon? 

The advertisement goes onto describe “the seat” of this mys- 
terious automaton, which is said “to isolate it from the stage and 
all visible connections.” Just the seat wanted for the Leader of 
these Leader-leaders. One that isolates him, to all appearance , from 
the stage or platform of his nominators. He must not be visibly in 
connection with Educational Leagues or Liberation Societies or 
Permissive Bills, or other organisations of the nature of strings or 
wires to set or keep him moving. And yet he must be as com- 
pletely under the control of these forces, as little Psycho is really 
■under those of his clever wire-pullers. 

“Although purely mechanical,” continues the advertisement, 
Psycho obeys the command of the audience.” 

Could there be a better description of that combination of apparent 
independence and freedom of will with absolute submission to tbe 
directing powers, which these Leader-makers insist on in their 
partisan Chief ? 

_Read the resolutions of the late Nonconformist meetings, and 
Dale’s letter, and you will see what an essential to their 
notion of leadership is this abject submission, and how independence 
is indicated as the most fatal disqualification for the post. 


Yet though purely mechanical, and obeying the commands of 
the audience, “ the powers ” of this wonderful puppet, we are 
assured in the same sentence “ are unlimited.” Exactly the ap- 
parently impossible combination wanted in a Liberal Leader, as 
indicated in the Resolutions and Correspondence already referred 
to. The party is anite ready to yield the most loyal obedience to 
any chief who will begin by absolute obedience to it. 

Lastly, we are informed that “ Psycho’s movements are caused 
by a secret intelligent force.” So must be those of the required 
Leader. Secresy is the very soul of the force that claims to control 
him. To lay bare its springs, and thereby give the opportunity of 
gauging them, would he to destroy them. 

If the Force is intelligent, as well as secret, so much the better ; 
hut intelligence is an accident, and hardly even a likely accident, 
as the last few days have taught us. Altogether we fail to find a 
candidate for the Leadership, according to the requirements of 
Messrs. Dixon, Chamberlain, Dale and Co., with anything like 
the claims of “ Psycho.” 


To Mr. Arthur Chappell. 

(On his incomparable Monday Popular Concerts.) 

I think, as the Hall of St. James’ I enter, 

Were there many such Chapels, I ’d turn a Dissenter. 


SYNONYME SEPTENNAIRE. 

The Parisian Correspondent of the Times maintains that the 
Due de Broglie, and not Marshal Macmahon, is virtually ruler. 
No wonder .the Septennate is rapidly becoming an Im-Broglie-o. 
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A QUESTION EASIER ASKED THAN ANSWERED. 

espected Punch, 
b Sir, — What a 
variety of Ranks 
we find in the 
British Army ! 
There is “ Sub- 
stantive ” Rank 
and * 4 Brevet” 

Rank, “Local” 
Rank and “Tem- 
porary ” Rank, 
“Honorary” Rank 
and “Relative” 
Rank, “Non-Com- 
batant ” Rank 
ranking with 
“ Combatant ” 

. # ^ Rank, but junior 

of that rank except for choice of quarters, — if you think I am a rank 
impostor, Sir, read. “Hart” for yourself. But notwithstanding all 
these gradations of rank in our Army — many of them held by very 
old dies indeed— what I would ask you is, Where is the Rank 
and File? 

I pause for a reply, and keep Burns on the “ guinea stamp ” f or a 
future occasion. 

I am, Sir, &c., &c., 

Recruiting Department, Jan . 1875. Irate Ranker. 


ANTI-PROCRUSTES. 

“ He was not going to be so unreasonable as to judge every man by a sort 
of Procrustean standard. He could make allowance for men who were not 
protected by the external circumstances of their lives against intemperance 
as he was himself. It would be nothing less than a scandal and disgrace if 
anyone heard of him (the Bishop) being drunk. He did not mean to say that 
he did not enjoy a friendly glass of wine at the hospitable table of the Chair- 
man (Mn. Webb) that evening ; but Mb. Webb would have been ashamed of 
him, and he would have been ashamed ever to see Mr. Webb again, if he had 
so far forgotten himself at his table as to take glass after glass of wine after 
he had taken as much as he could with safety. But it was not everyone who 
could sit down, as he had done that evening, where there were so many of 
the best comforts. All men had not the same protection that he had. At 
his own home he had a library of books and various ways of occupying his 
leisure hours in the evening. He did not go home to a one-roomed house, and 
find his wife undressing the children, or perhaps finishing off the lingering 
■details of the day’s washing, voting him rather a bore, and wishing him to 
make himself scarce for an hour.” — Bishop of Manchester. 

“ A Bishop drunk ! Terrific scandal 
For Liberationists to handle ! 

And yet a Bishop likes to dine, 

And excellent is Webb’s port wine.” 

For this home-truth thank Bishop Frazer, 

Speaker of sound sense, and no phraser — 

Of all the drunkenness we rue, 

Worst part to cheerless homes is due. 

You, my Lord, having lectured sinners, 

Come home to snuggest of snug dinners, 

Sped with mild jests, decorous laughter, 

Crowned with yonr daughters’ music after. 

In the dull pelt of rainy weather, 

Rare volumes, hound in Russia leather, 

Light up the gloom for you with glow 
From the great lights of long ago. 

With a wise tolerance you look 

On those who ’ve ne’er been brought to book ; 

On lives of all W9rk and no play ; 

Homes, where ’tis always washing-day. 

* To check those who, so driven, drink deep, 

You do not to compulsion leap, 

By the short cut and sharpened claws 
j Of Wilfrid Lawson’s wilful laws. 

i Sound sense not one of lay monopolies 

j You prove, my Lord of Cottonopolis ; 

To whom abuse of malt and hops is 
Not crime’s brief abstract ox synopsis. 

Who know the way one fire to smother, 

Nine times in ten ’s to light another : 


Till the good fame puts out the had, 
And the sane pleasure ousts the mad— 

Till, slattern changed to pattern wife, 
Home takes the place of public life ; 
And self-respect, can read and think, 
And, wonder what ’s the joy of drink. 


A GOOD WORD FOR A GOOD CAUSE. j 

Mr. Punch presents his compliments to the British PubKc, and , 
begs to call attention to the position of Henry Lamont and John , 
Hooper, the two most miraculously preserved of the crew of the ' 
La Plata . Henry Lamont is unable to sleep without the strongest , 
narcotics, and when awake, is subject to sudden fits of fainting. ; 
The legs and feet of both the sufferers are so swollen and painful, 
that neither can hope to gain a livelihood by their own exertions t 
for many months to come. Under these circumstances Mr . Punch j 
has no hesitation in informing the British Public that a La Plata j 
Survivors’ Fund is open for contributions, at Messrs. Herries, \ 
Farquhar, & Co., Bankers, 16, St. James’s Street. | 

" " 1 

NED HAULYARD. I 

( With Apologies to the late Mr. Dibivin, and Compliments to 1 

Mr. PniMsoiL, M.T.) 

The wind was fair, the sea not high, 

The sunshine bright, and blue the sky ; 

As the o’erladen vessel weighed, 

Ned Haulyard sung, or rather said, 

“ A Sailor’s life ’s no life for me ; 

He takes his duty tremblingly : 

The winds may whistle, he can’t sing, 

Because the load-line’s not the thing.” 

Quick — shorten sail : the gale comes on ; 

The worn, old canvas rends— is gone ! 

The deck-load, loose, drifts to and fro, 

And Ned sings on his watch below, 

“ A Sailor’s life ’s no life for me— 

Duty ain’t pleasure— not at sea ! 

If wind gets up, a chap can’t sing— 

Deck-loads ana old sails ain’t the thing.” 

“ A leak ! a leak ! ” the word is past ; 

“ Six foot i’ the well, and rising fast! ” 

“ Turn up all hands ! ” see Haulyard jump, 

And growl, while cargo chokes the pump, 

“ A Sailor’s life ’s no life for me ; 

He takes his duty grudgingly : 

If winds can whistle, he can’t sing, 

’Cause why ? — The pxunp-gear ain’t the thing.” 

But ill-found ships find ’neath the wave 
For selves and owner’s sins a grave : 

Poor Ned, preserved with a few more, 

Sings, as in rags he steps ashore, 

“ A Sailor’s life ’s no life for me ; 

I ’ve had enough of the salt sea : 

To Muster Plimsoll’s tune I sing, 

Our Merchant Service ain’t the thing.” 


Very much. Wanted. 

L EADER. "Wanted, in a Nobleman’s and Gentleman’s Eamily, 
where a permanent “ Whip” is kept, a thoroughly responsible 
person to take the place of Leader. He must be circumspect in his 
policy, temperate in his language, and understand, in all its 
branches, the art of making himself generally popular. He must 
be a member of the Church of England, but on religious matters 
his views must he strictly moderate. The terms will be Liberal, 
and the highest political and social references will he required. For 
all further particulars application to be made immediately at the 
Reform Club. A fine opening for a young man of high rank, tact, 
good maimers, and amiable character. 

ON READING- AN EMINENT FRENCHMAN’S VIEWS OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE. 

Our English critics their dull wits keep straining ; * ! 

When “ Enter Taine ! ’’—and all is entertaining l j 

City and Architectural.— The proper height of a Times 
* ‘ Money ’ ’ column — above suspicion. 
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THE BRITISH BOOT. 

A NEW NATIONAL SONG. 

Air — “ The True British Brute” 

0 the proud British, name ’tis a glory to bear, 

So suggestive of all that is manly and fair ! 

The brave British Hag we have flaunted unfurled, 

Till that bright bit of bunting ’s the “ bore ” of the world ! 

And who has been ever yet found to resist 

That modern Thor’s hammer, the true British fist ? 

But now we must sing 
Quite a different thing. 

Long the lord of the seas and the pride of the Ring, 

Let John Bull, with the world and his wife at his foot, 
Lift a paean in praise of the stout British Boot ! 

“ There ’s nothing like leather ! ” We used to proclaim 
That the knife was a sin— the savate was a shame. 

Our foes to chastise, or to chasten our wives, 

What so manly and frank as a right “ bunch of fives,” 
Shot straight from the shoulder ? We ’ve altered all that, 
We stick, and we kick— in despite of the Cat ! 

No horn’d epidermis 
So hard and so firm is, 

Tor “ nobbling” our wives,— such the delicate term is, — 
As the thick leather sole, with stiff “ uppers ” to suit, 

Of that sweetest of weapons, the stout British Boot ! 

Are our spouses remiss ? We ’ll their memory j og 
With a brisk application of Lancashire clog ; 

That is better than manual punches or “ fibs ” 

To smash in and settle importunate “ribs ” 1 
Effective enforcer of marital rights, 

Companion and hacker in “ five to one ” fights I 
Our old British pluck 
Has decidedly struck, 

In enlisting your service, a new vein of luck. 

Pint-pot, knuckle-duster, and Pat’s oaken “ shoot,” 

All pale in thy glory, thou stout British Boot ! 


British pluck ! Why, of course we ’re the bravest of men, 
We bulldoggy Britons ! With tongue and with pen 
We ’ve been telling the universe that , for so long ! 

In each patriot speech, and each national song. 

What a theme it has been for self-soaping and bounce ! 

Yes, we know our unique fighting-weight to an onnce ! 

’Tis a militant land, 

And we keep in our hand 

By thumping our women and weaklings. That ’s grand. 

And not only our hand we ’ll keep in, but our foot , 

By a liberal use of the stout British Boot I 

Unmanly ? Pah ! Out on such sugary stuff ! 

John Bull is no “ molly” ; he ’s best in the rough. 

Your “ chivalry ” means, as a matter of course, 

Just depriving a chap of the use of his force. 

Nature favours a fellow with vigorous muscles, 

To give him the pull of the women in tussles. 

Legs sturdy and thick 
Were intended to kick, 

(We are learning that lesson in time double quick,) 

And, as toes may be tender, we ’ll furnish each foot 
With the rough’s vade mecum , the stout British Boot ! 

There are fools who aver that the chap is a cur 
Who ’d admonish his wife with a kick or a “ purr ” ; 

That the Cat is a creature too good for the dog 
Who would smash his wife’s ribs in with brazen-bound clog. 
Most absurd, for all Britons are brave, and the kiek 
Is becoming their favourite militant trick. 

We must alter our song, 

“ Hearts of Oak” true as strong, 

Have monopolised chorus and cheer far too long. 

Let us sing, let us shout for the leather-shod foot, 

And inscribe on our Banners “ The Stout British Boot ! ” 


Something Like a Move [in the Spanish game)* — King to his* 
own square : Cheque— to everybody ! 
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A HINT. 

“I wish I was a Pudding, Mamma?” 

“Why?” 

“’Cause I should have such lots of Sugar put into me.’ 



anyone fell out with, a bishop of the fourth 

century that the bishop would be likely 
to tell that person his mind. 


NOTE FOR DR. NEWMAN. 

It may be hoped that Dr. Newman’s reply to Mr. Gladstone’s pamphlet will satisfy 
Mr. Gladstone, and not only him, but likewise Lord Camoys and Mr. Henry Petre. 
in answering the attack of the ex-Premier, Dr. Newman will probably be found to have 
poured a quantity of oil on the troubled waters which it has raised. That is to say, if 
the Pope will vouchsafe to endorse his answer. Infallibility itself alone can authoritatively 
explain itself. Dr. Newman, although Doctor Doctissimus, is still merely a private doctor. 
Perhaps, then, it may please His Holiness to certify the explanations of Dr, Newman, 
and consecrate his oil. 

But Mr. Punch must say that he would not stand having his own infallibility ex- 
plained away as Dr. Newman has explained the Pope’s. If Punch were the Pope, and 
could not read any more than he now can between Dr. Newman’s lines, he would, with all 
his admiration for the skill exerted in composing them, simply excommunicate their 
author for his pains ; at least, as soon as he would Lord Acton. 

But that is neither here nor there. Regarded from a purely critical point of view, 
Dr. Newman s vindication of Roman Catholic loyalty is replete with his usual charms oi 
style, which render it delightful reading for any thinking person, how widely soever he 
may dissent from the premises of the writer’s dexterous argument. It is a work which not 
only ought to lie upon every gentleman’s table, but might also be a companion to the 
boudoir or any lady with reasoning powers and a taste for serious subjects. 

To suggest the alteration of so much as a single word in a writing of Dr. Newman’s 
would be, for any living mortal, the height of presumption. Mr. Punch has, neverthe- 
less. not the slightest hesitation s proposing for the consideration of Dr. Newman and his 
readers the replacement of one little monosyllable by another in the following passage : — 

“Basil, on the Imperial Prefect’s crying out, 4 Never before did any man make so free with me/ ] 
answered, 4 Perhaps you never before fell in with a bishop ?’” 


ELM V. WILLOW. 

I ’d sooner hear about cremation 
Than Seymour Haden’s innowation ; 
’Cause why the former is a matter 
Much more unlikelier than the latter : 

Too sure of ’arrowin’ parties’ feelins 
In practice for to ’urt our dealins. 

Besides to urns from coffins turnin’ 

Would still leave room for profits earnin’ 
To whosoever was their makers, 

Which that might be the undertakers, 
Who likewise could their business vary 
To stonemason and statuary. 

But “ earth to earth ” enclosed in wicker. 
That earth may turn to earth the quicker, 
And not, while slow it decomposes, 

Infect no persons’ ’ealth and noses, 

Would soon reduce the undertaker, 

Lor’ bless us ! to a basket-maker. 

This talk of change from helm to willow 
Have cost me many a sleepless pillow. 

The cry is likewise “ No more leaden 
Hair-tight enclosures for the dead ’un.” 
Suppose sich shabby alterations 
Consented to by mean relations ! 

Why, next they ’ll fancy copses able 
To do without the plumes of sable, 

Which nods so noble over ’earses. 

Then more to save survivors’ purses, 

Mutes, scarfs, gloves, ’atbands soon will 
foller, 

And fust-class funerals be thought ’oiler. 

Some advocates the introduction 
Of boxes of a light construction. 

Says ’twould do that for which they ask it 
As fully as a wicker basket ; 

Spreadin’ decay without infection ; 

To which I have the same objection. 

Yah ! who ’d inter friends that ’s well ofi in 
A deal shell — a mere pauper’s coffin, — 
Would show, so stingy and ’ard ’earted, 

No more respect for the departed ; 

But cut down funeral expenses 
On sanitary false pretences ? 

Don’t say that them in oak as slumbers 
Continues addin’ to their numbers: 

Pis’nin’ their neighbours’ hair and water, 
While our line profits by the slaughter ; 
That friends, with funeral costs o’er-laden, 
Calls for this plan wrote up by Haden. 

No— it ’s the want of faith and feelin’ 

With all old institootions dealin ! 

First on the Church it made assault, 

Now it attacks church-yard and wault ! 
The babes that ’s in our bosoms warmed 
No more ’ll see “ funerals performed! ” 


Well Named. 

By help of the Court Circular we follow 
with great interest the movements of the 
Grand Duke Serge, fifth brother of the 
Duchess of Edinburgh, now visiting 
our island. “Serge” does not sound a 
particularly Imperial name, hut how ap- 
propriate to a brother of our own Russia 
Duck ! 

Suggested Change of Name [in view of 
recent events ). — Footpaddington. 


An Incorrigible Infant 0 now admitted 
everywhere I) — Europe in Arms. 
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BIRRS OP A LEATHER. 

The resignation, of Mr. Gladstone of the Leadership of the 
Liberal Party, in order that that eminent Statesman may be able 
to devote the remainder of his life to peace and quietness, having 
given rise to many 
rumours, Mr. Punch 
has much pleasure 
in making the fol- 
lowing announce- 
ments : — 

There is no truth 
in the report that 
King- Alphonso will 
immediately abdi- 
cate the Throne of 
Spain, with a view 
to completing the 
studies he recently 
commenced at Sand- 
hurst. 

■ There is no truth 
in the report that 
Ma-rsttat, McMahon 
intends to give up 
the Presidentship of 
the French Govern- 
ment, in order that 
he may become 
qualified for a Com- 
mission in the Prus- 
sian Army. 

There is no truth 
in the report that 
Prince von Bis- 
marck will resign 
the Imperial Chan- 
cellorship of Ger- 
many, so that he 
may be appointed 
Private Secretary 
to Count Harry 
■ Arnim. 

There is no truth 
in the report that 
Mr. Alderman 
Stone purposes re- 
tiring prematurely 
from the office of 
Lord Mayor of the 
City of London, in 
order that he may 
give his undivided 
attention to the 
production of a new 
French Grammar for 
the nse of Schools. 

There is no truth 
in the report that 
Mr. Whalley is 
about to retire from 
the Eepresentation 
of Peterborough, in 
order that he have 
leisure to devote his 
energies to the pre- 
paration of an Essay 
upon the Orton 
Trial suitable for 
publication in either 
the Tablet or the 
Catholic Standard , 

There is no truth 
iu the report that 
Hr. Liddon will 
soon cease to he a 
Canon of the Church 
of England, in order 
that he may become 
a “ big gun” in the 

Theological Establishment presided over by Monsignore Capel at 
Kensington. 

There is no truth in the report that Mr. Samuel Plimsoll, M.P., 
will retire from. Parliamentary agitation, in order that he may 
become a partner in a firm of rather “ unfortunate ” shipowners. 
There is no truth in the report that Sir Wilfrid Lawson will 


shortly relinquish the position he at present holds in one branch of 
Public Life that he may become the managing director of a famous 
distillery. 

There is no truth in the report that the Board of Directors of the 
Great Western Railway Company are about to resign office in order 

that they may be- 
come the founders of 
a new Accident In- 
surance Association. 

There is no truth 
in the report that 
Mr. Chatterton, 
of the Theatres 
Royal Princesses, 
Adelphi, and Drury 
Lane intends tore- 
tire from theatrical 
management that 
he may have time to 
publish an elaborate 
pamphlet in defence 
of the London mu- 
sic-halls. 

There is no truth 
iu the report that 
Lord John Man- 
ners will retire from 
the Post Master 
Generalship i*n 
order that he may 
be able to accept the 
Chairmanship of the 
Civil Service Agita- 
tion Committee. 

Lastly, there is 
not the slightest 
vestige of truth in 
the report that Mr. 
Disraeli, at the 
opening of Parlia- 
ment, will relin- 
quish the Premier- 
ship in order^ that 
he may give his cor- 
dial co-operation to 
Mr. Gladstone in 
the task (so difficult 
to a veteran states- 
man) of speaking tO' 
nobody and doing 
nothing — except 
writing ! 

Plus de Manche l 

The Tunnel under 
the Channel is to 
be an accomplished 
fact, money, ma- 
chinery, human and 
horse-power, the 
pluck of England 
and France, and the 
bottom of the Straits 
of Doverpermitting. 
A convention is con- 
cluded between 
English and French 
Companies for driv- 
ing the preliminary 
drift-way, and the 
requisite Bill is to 
he laid before the 
Chambers at once. 
“ Sic vos non vobis” 
M. Thome de Ga- 
mon suggested a 
Channel Tunnel 
five -and -thirty 
years ago, and was 
pooh-poohed as a dreamer. He is still living, in old age ana poverty. 
Then the idea of tunnelling the Channel was voted all* gammon , 
now it is_“ only a question of money.” Poor oldM. GAMONmay 
say, “ I did not Gammon ? I have been out-Gammoned ! ” 

Female Theologians.— “ Caroline Divines.” 



‘ J A MERE TRIFLE.” 

First Liverpool Hough. “I soy, Beel, what’ll thee git for this ’ere?” 

Second Liverpool Rouqh ( who has beaten his Wife within an inch of her life). “ Foin o’ ten 
Bob maybe, same as ’ad for walloping that jackass, though ah/ve gived it to ’er 
smarter-lsike ! ” 


Printed by Joseph Smith, of No. ao. LoraincRond. tto Imv.y, in the Parish of St. Mary. Islington, in the County of Middl*»er, at thp Printing Offices of Messrs Bradbury, Agnew, & On , 1 ombard' 
Street, In the Precinct of WhiteLiors, in the City of London, aud published by him at >.o. 85, Fleet Street, in the Parish uf St. Drue, City of London — SaTumuy, January Hi, 1875 
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Is ’t that John Bull more wise has grown, 
More wary as he has waxed older, 

Or that your ancient cunning’s flown 
Of hard straight hitting from the shoulder ? 

Liberals, of Church-cloth or Dissent’s, 

Bound the old flag we hoped you ’d rally ; 
And lo, upon Establishments 
From Fox’s Fort a Quaker sally ! 

Stray sheep we thought you would have fired 
With wisdom to select a shepherd, 

A cowed host with new hopes inspired ; 

And lo, we have the Church black-peppered ! 

As cold as cold- drawn castor- oil, 

Fall your invective, and your sneer, 

Save where, to apathy a foil, 

Speech too strong finds too ready ear. 


ohn Bright, in tor- 
pid ears yon 
blow ; 

The age of mira- 
cles is past. 

The walls of the 
Church- Je- 
richo 

Totter not to 
your trumpet- 
blast. 


The Brums may muster lungs to shout, 
Though they must be hard whipped for 
frothing ; 

But outside Liberals ask, in doubt. 

Is ’t they or you that have learnt nothing ? 

Were there no fractures to rejoint, 

Ho cheering retrospects to turn to, 

Ho prospects of good work to point, 

No nearer fields of fight to adjourn to ; 

Ho impudent cocks’ combs to cut, 

No weak and wavering knees to brace up, 

Ho doors upon defeat to shut, 

No failures to their founts to trace up ? 

But you must prove Bright can he dull, 

And in the wrong sense wake Dissent, 

Waving, in vain hope to rouse Bull, 

The red rag of Establishment. 

Discord’s sour apx>le throwing down, 

Twixt Church and Chapel ground that i 
grows, 

Bidding Dissent crack Church’s crown, 

And Church fists smite Dissenting nose. 

Hot that Church isn’t oft stiff-necked, 
Uppish and offish, cold, exclusive, 

Split here and there ’twixt sect and sect, 
Still your deduction is delusive ; 

While second-best is to be had, 

Doubtful improvements wise men shun. 

Whose common sense votes Church so had. 
That ’t would he better were there none ? 

There runs a tale how Knight with Knight 
Fought on a point each scorned to yield, 

Whether ’twas or, or argent bright, 
Blazoned a certain target’s field. 

They fought, they fell, but ere they died, 
Some kind friend brought to them a 
Sergeant- 

Of-Arms, who showed them the one side 
Of the shield o?*, the other argent . 

So with Church charge and counter charge — 
Of dirt-pies Hung of old stale dish- 
ups . 

’Tis but the two sides of the targe, 

Turned, one to Bright, one to the Bishops,. 

‘ ‘ White and all White,” the Bench discerns, 
Where “Black and all black,” Bright 
can see ; 

Neither the piebald target turns, 

In “ truth on both sides ” to agree. 


A GROWL FROM THE ZOO. 

The Gardens , Regent's ParJt, 

Worthy Mr.. Punch, Jan . 22, 1875. 

We write to you as the literary representative of our dear 
friend and relative the Great British Lion. We have to complain, 
Sir, of the conduct of the Council of the Zoological Society. For 
some years it has been perfectly well known to Naturalists that the 
space afforded to us for recreation in the Gardens adorned with our 
presence is utterly inadequate to our requirements. One of our 
number, some little time since, got hold of a fragment of an old 
copy of the Pall Mall Gazette (it was thrown to him as a covering 
to .a stale bun), and what did he t read in that fragment? Why, 
this — that many of the lions’ skins presented to one of your National 
Museums were found to he worthless, because the original owners of 
the skins in question had died from the effects of want of proper 
exercise in the Zoological Gardens, in which they had been exhibited 
to an admiring public ! 

Well, Sir, we hoped that something was at last being done for us ; 
there were rumours in our dens to that effect. Hope, however, told 
a flattering tale, as you will see by the following extract from a 
newspaper we found artfully concealed in the peel of an orange : — 

“ The Council announced to the meeting that they had entered into a con- 
tract with Messrs. J. Simpson and Son, builders, for the erection of a new 
lions’ house in the Society’s gardens, which they trusted would be completed, 
and ready for the reception of the animals by the 1st of November next.” 

Why the 1st of November ? Surely we need not wait until that 
distant date for the necessary alterations. 


Really, Sir, it is too had. Even that miserable impostor, the 
Northumberland House Lion, has now comfortable quarters in Isle- 
worth, and yet we (if the present inclement season of the year be 
taken into consideration) are literally “left out in the cold!? If 
you would kindly persuade a deputation from “ the Council ” to 
wait upon us chez nous , we think we could easily convince those very 
dilatory persons that we are very angry with them indeed ! Gurrroo- 
owl ! The Lions op the Zoological Gardens. 


University College of Wales. 

“ The half-yearly meetings of the Governors of this College were held at 
Aberystwith last week. Lord Aberdare was unanimously elected the first 
President of the Institution.” — Times , January 27. 

An Alma Mater in Welsh hat and habit ! 

It won’t be Aberdaee’s fault if she fails ; 

Let Taffy, while he toasts his native rabbit, 

Toast, too, the University of Wales. 

Nor only toast, with men and means assist her, 

And send her students, sharp wits and well strung ; 

And prove, if Dublin be “ the Silent Sister,” 

His Alma Mater has both brains and tongue. 


New Lights for Old Ones. A new Anglican Ecclesiastical story, 
by a Canon of St. Paul’s, author of A Liddon and his Wonderful 
Lamp . 
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JUICE OF THE GRAPE. (?) 

Youth. ** GrAN’i’A, WHAT *8 THE MEANING OP ‘ GLASS OP PORT WlNE FROM 

the Wood ’ '{ " 

Cfrccn pa ( Gentleman of the Old School). “ Logwood, my dear Boy, nowa- 
days ! Logwood! Logwood!!” [ Chuckles . 


THE COLOUR-SERGEANT’S COMPLAINT. 

There are some who like the sable coat, 

Some to the blue are wed, 

But of all the coats to wear, I vote 
For the Queen’s own glorious red. 

Where, a riddled rag, St. George’s flag, 

Endured the battle’s brunt, 

Where shot and shell the deadliest fell, 

The redcoat was still in front. 

And wherever I go, among ladies soft, 

Or gentry frank and free, 

I think, as I bear that flag aloft, 

None dare look down on me ! 

And I feel, with the red coat on my back, 

And the glorious flag I bear, 

That while the two to each other are true, 

They both can go anywhere. 

But I have lived to And I ’m wrong : 

There ’s one place they can’t go — 

That ’s to West End stalls, and music-halls, 

In the Ave and three shilling row. 

And London’s Managers can boast 
What no foe has done to do — 

Keep out Old England’s Rank and File, 

And her “ Non-Commissioned ” too ! 

Now, there ’s red Guards and blue, and black-guards 
too, 

But I hold it for a shame, 

Red blue and black to clap all on a back, 

And call ’em all the same. 

Though there ’s Alderman Carden, the London beak, 
Thinks that delivering letters 
Is the work for decent lads to seek, 

And that Postmen are Guardsmen’s betters. 

Now I fail to see wby.it should be 
So much worse a thing to do, 

To earn Queen’s bread as Guardsmen in red, 

Than as letter-carriers in blue. 

But while to soldiers in uniform 
Stalls and Boxes are Hubotfed , 

Bull may well feel wroth at the sight of red cloth, 
And Carden to it he rude. 


THE ROYAL SPEECH ANTICIPATED. 

The Royal Speech may he expected to opeu with an expression of 
regret at the re- assembling of Parliament having by some strange 
inadvertence been fixed for a Friday, and with a hope that so ill- 
omened a commencement may not exercise a prejudicial influence on 
the progress of legislation and the conduct of public affairs. 

A graceful reference will in all probability then be made to the 
retirement of the Leader of the Opposition, and words of kindly 
condolence offered to the Prime Minister on his recent attack of 
gout. 

Our relations with Foreign Powers will next be represented as 
most amicable and delightful— the enlightened liberality of the 
King of Siam in inviting our astronomers to visit his dominions for 
the purpose of observing the forthcoming total eclipse of the sun 
being noticed with appropriate expressions of approval. The un- 
settled state of parties in France, the conflict between the civil and 
ecclesiastical powers in Germany, the critical turn of affairs in 
Spain, the immense armaments of all the great Continental Powers 
of Europe, and the enthusiastic reception accorded to Deputy 
Garibaldi by the people of Rome, will be severally reviewed and 
freely handled. 

The principal domestic events which have occurred since Parlia- 
ment .was prorogued in the autumn will then be touched upon — due 

B ence being assigned to the visit of the Lord Mayor and 
s to the city of Paris, the efforts made by the Lord Cham- 
berlain to purify the stage and elevate the drama, the scientific 
expeditions despatched from this and other countries to observe the 
Transit of Y enus, the admission of the Fiji islands into the bosom 
oi the British family, the visit of Bishop Colenso, the publication 
of recent ecclesiastical and theological letters and pamphlets, and 
the provision of smoking carriages by the Metropolitan Railway. 
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oi Commons alone, hearing on the revenue and estimates. A re- 
commendation to devote a portion of any surplus there may arise 


of income over expenditure towards throwing open the Tower of 
London free, at least one day in the week, and. encouraging, by 
a liberal grant an improved system of National Cookery amongst the 
middle and humbler classes, may be looked for at this stage of the 
Speech. 

A statement of the more important Ministerial measures in pre- 
paration or contemplation will succeed. Parliament will he invited 
seriously to address itself to the question of the removal of Temple 
Bar. The vigorous encouragement of oyster- culture will he pressed 
upon its notice. The condition of .the streets after heavy rain or 
snow . will be shown to demand instant attention. The growing 
rapacity of lodging-house keepers at our marine and inland watering- 
places will form the subject of an immediate restrictive enactment; 
and the necessity, of giving masters and mistresses some protec- 
tion against their domestic servants will be strongly enforced. 
Should the state of public business justify their introduction, other 
measures will be brought forward during the Session for stimulating 
and developing the artistic and scientific culture of the entire adult 
population of these islands, for beautifying and embellishing our 
large towns and cities, for laying down noiseless pavements in busy 
thoroughfares, for exercising some control over gas, water, and 
railway companies, and for bestowing on the three or four millions 
of people who compose what is called “Loudon,” the benefits of 
proper municipal government. 

The Royal Message will probably conclude with an earnest appeal 
to all parties to abstain from useless speeches, and to forego familiar 
quotations. 


Well Named. 

From Messrs. Smart and Crofton’s very interesting vocabulary 
and grammar of the English Gipsy tongue (just published by 
Messrs. Asher), we see that the intelligent Romanies have 
christened Lancashire the “ Peero-dillin-tem,” which, in their 
tongue, means the “ foot-giving (t. e., kicking) country.” 
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BORN AT HOLNE, DEVON, JUNE 21, 1S19 ; DIED AT EVER8LEY, 
HANTS, JANUARY 23, 1875. 

Born in green Devon, nursed by ber blue sea, 

His heart, fed on her fairness and her fame, 

Beat true to out-door life and nature free. 

And thrilled to great deeds of our English name. 

If Saxon e’er was Saxon to the core— 

In hate of wrong, in trustfulness of right, 

In strong man’s sympathy with strength, nor more 
In good man’s love for good, as in God’s sight— 

This man was Saxon ; Saxon too his love 
Of wild things and wild sports by wood and wold : 

To ride, shoot, speak the truth, he ranked above 
Most arts, as did the Persian chiefs of old. 

Out of a youth unfettered, frank, and free, 

Came swift strong manhood, not without the storms 
That clear the sky, if they stir up the sea 
To level barriers and give shores new forms. 

His faith in good, his trust in God’s great ends, — 

Or so he deemed them,— urged him fearless on, 
Through tracts of strange thought and new toil, while 
friends 

Frowned on the rashness that so wild had gone. 

Hot knowing what true needle, lead-line, chart, 

Guided him, sounding on his trackless way, 

Till in their fealty to that manly heart 
Destroyers learnt to build, scoters to pray. 


He felt, and told, the ferment of our life ; 

Showed the same leaven swelling, fast and far, 

In later Egypt’s Alexandrine strife, 

New faiths with old creeds then, as now, at war. 

He raised strong Saxon Hereward from death, 

In his grey shroud of mist from mere and fen ; 

Called up the England of Elizabeth, 

With Drake and Raleigh, chiefs of Devon men. 

Led us from Western combes to tropic isles, 

Where giant cosmic forces have dwarfed man ; 

Taught us to trace, in Nature’s frowns or smiles, 

At home, abroad, signs of an all-wise plan. 

Life, teaching, preaching, all timed to one key, 

Of cheerful trust in God and hope for men ; 

Of faith that Earth more near to Heaven would be, 

If from no height gained we fall back again. 

A Churchman stanch, yet whose church-door stood wide 
For Christians of ail creeds to enter in. 

A village Pastor, though on every side 
His nock ranged far as voice or pen could win. 

Lightly let who will rate a life so sped, 

Of sympathies so sweeping, faith so wide, 

England has juster measure for the dead 
As she stands mourning at his coffin’s side, 

And notes how short the life so well employed, 

Its thread cut mid- way fifty and three score, 

And counting all he felt, toiled, loved, enjoyed, 

Scarce grieves to think his cup can hold no more. 


I Canon Liddon’s “ Fungi.”— Sham pinions for hying to Home with 
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NOVELTY IN COIFFURES. 

Suitable for Ladies called to the Bar (as they soon will be, 
of course). 


NO LEGS. 

A Novel. By the Author of “ The Frozen Finch” £t Foot Miss 
Thoroughfare “ Man and Beep” §c . , tyc,* 

Chapter XXX. 

Working Out a Mystery . 

I started to my feet. 'Whenever I used my feet in his presence 
—poor misshapen being that he was— I felt as though guilty of some 
gross unkindness. 

“ Sit down,” said Dexterrimus Twister, quietly. 

I sat down, and, drawing my shawl over my shoulders, recovered 
myself a little. 

“ Look at me I ” he said. “Iam like necessity. At all events, I 
am necessary to you. How am I like necessity? I will tell you. 
Hot as the mother of invention. No. But as having No Legs. 
Necessitas non hahet legs.” 

“ You hinted,” I said, “ at your suspicions. Excuse me if I seem 
to imply that, in your unfortunately crippled state, you have ” 

He caught me up at the point where I hesitated, and finished the 
sentence. 

“ I have nothing to go upon, you would say ? ” 

I nodded affirmatively. 

“You are right,” he replied. “I have nothing to go upon. I 
have no legs. Yet I have good ground for my suspicions. Suspicions 
can travel where legs cannot. Now tell me, do No Legs suggest 
No Body?” 

. b “ Your words point at somebody,” I answered, 1 4 At whom ? ” 
L'In my anxiety I stooped forward suddenly, and brought my 
marble brow in sharp contact with the mantelpiece. 

“You have hit it!” cried the strange creature. “You are a 
j wonderful woman ! ” 

I admitted this. He was speaking the truth. So far I owned to 
myself that he could he trusted. 

“ Whom do you suspect? ” I asked. 


* Foot Note by the Editor, — Incompliance with the Author’s wishes we 
publish this one chapter only. In justice to him we extract it from the 
middle and most interesting part of the story. Our agreement with the 
Author was, m the first place, for a purely original story ; secondly, we were 
not hound to publish it unless we liked it ; thirdly, we were in no case hound 
either to return his manuscript, or to give him any special honorarium ; as 
K v eft ^ to us » >. e offered to take the Novel at our own valuation. 

The Author has, m our opinion, failed to fulfil the primary condition. Here 
he joins issue with us, and appeals to the Public, being in possession of his 
j w hich he has no second copy (so unbusinesslike of him not to have 
Kept a duplicate !) , we have determined upon forestalling his possible publica- 
to ittdge tor themselves, and tell us if (as the 
ol originality is involved) they haven’t read something uncommonly 

I w^kiv V ° Vvl ™ n0Yeli8t ’ in the P a ^ of an -illustrated 

weeKiy contemporary. We say no more ; we can say no less. 


“ You shall hear,” he answered. . “ Am I fascinating ? ” 

“0 quite too indescribably fascinating ! Proceed! Your story 
does interest me so much! I mean, I am eager to hear more.” 

“ Good,” he returned. “ You shall. But, at present, No Name.” 

“ I have read it.” 

“ Of course you have. Everybody has. See ! ” 

He started ofic as he spoke, and was working the wheels of his 
chair, flying like a whirlwind (on wheels, of course) round and 
round the room. Then he paused for breath. 

“There!” he exclaimed; “that’s how I blow off some of the 
superfluous steam. That ’s how I use my hands. Do you know how 
I use my head ? You shall see. Now, heads or tails ? Up we go. 
Heads it is.” 

Before I could stop him he had thrown himself out of his chair 
head-foremost, and was now walking ujpside-dpwn on the floor. 

“ I can do this on my head,” he cried, exultingly. 

In another minnte he was back again in his chair, a hand on each 
wheel. 

“ Do you know what these are called ? ” he asked. 

I suggested timidly that, for mv part, and for want of any better 
information on the subject, I should have called them “ wheels.” 

“Ah! but the names of the wheels, I mean!” he replied, 
snapping his fingers joyously. “I’ll tell you. My chair is called 
deputation. One wheel is christened The Woman in White and 
the other No Name. On these I push along. I will write to you. 
Do you know how I commence my letters ? Look here ! ” he cried, 
cheerfully ; “ Twister’s fun ! ” 

In an instant he was down on the floor, poised on his hands, and 
hoppiDg about the room. 

“That’s how I begin my letters!” he shouted. . “ My dear 
Clarenda, 4 this comes hopping 9 you are quite well as it leaves me 
at present. Don’t be alarmed ! ” he cried, regaining his chair as j 
nimbly as he had quitted it. I 

Seeing Mm in a quieter mood, 1 implored him to resume his ! 
narration. j 

“ Go on ! ” I said. “ Pray go on with your story.” 

He burst out laughing maliciously. 

“ Why,” he replied, “that ’s what every one ’s saying. 4 Twister,’ 

I hear them say, 4 do get on with your story. It ’s so exciting, we 
want to know how it ends : as quickly as possible.’ Ha ! ha ! I’m 
cunning. I ’ll tell you something else in my Autobiographical style. 
We ’ll try that. I ’m first-rate at autobiography. Or the Dramatic 
— I’m admirable at the Dramatic. Now, all in to begin. Part 
First : Dramatic Style— 4 Curtain rises. Scene, &c., &c. Dramatis 
Personae, &c., &c.’ Saves a lot of trouble. Did it most effectively 
in the New Magdalen. Part Two : Autobiographical Style— 4 1 
crossed the hall, &c., &c. a I saw him, &c., &c.’ Also saves a lot 
of trouble. Part Three : in Police -witness-box Narrative Stvle — 

4 Yes. Do you ask me if I saw her veil lifted ? I answer, No ; I 
did not. Did I follow Miss Ckaystoce ? No ; I did not.’ Also 
saves heaps of trouble. Then I can do the Diary Style — 4 What a 
day we have been having ! Lady Lumper came at two. She took 
off her gloves to eat a peach. Could I believe my eyes? Was it 
indeed the lost diamond that I saw gleaming on her white fore- 
finger ? Evidently I must he careful ? ’ Come ! give your prefer- 
ence a name. I ’m first-rate at all. This style, two-and-six ! ” 

The old madness seized on him again. He took up a pen, flourished 
it wildly, dipped it into the ink, and began writing furiously. 

I crossed the threshold while he was still writing. I was fearful 
lest he should finish a chapter in five minutes, and insist on reading 
it to me. 

In another second he was going round the room again, first on his 
head, then on his hands, shouting out, “ Twister’s fun ! ” 

It was the last I saw of him. At the door the t Cabman touched 
his hat. He had been waiting six hours. 

“ My dear child,” he whispered, “ what is the matter ? ” 

Note . — And here ends this chapter. "What was the matter and the point of 
the story, the Author professes .to -show in his next. But we have pledged 
ourselves not to give the Public any more at present. Should any fearless 
speculator like to make a bid for the MS. in toto , he can call at our office, and 
the terms can be settled. 


“Union is Strength.” 

Strength with a vengeance— strength to cut its own throat and 
its adversary’s. See the present proceedings of the South Wales’ 
Miners’ Union and .Masters’ Association. Within a few days it will 
be war — to the knife and fork — between Capital and Labour over 
all the coal and iron districts of South Wales. Civil war— deadly 
civil! 

EPITAPH ON THE LATE EMPEROR OP CHINA. 

All China mourns the loss of one so young 
la speechless sorrow— she has lost hi Tung. 
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THEORY AND PRACTICE. 

Scene —A Secluded Spot near an Institution . Time— 11 p.m. 

CHARACTERS. 

A Ihil anthropic Lecturer , a Stranger, a Policeman , and the great 
Mr. Punch. 

The Stranger ( soliloquises ) — 

my eyes, if that ain’t a good 
’un ! Fust chop, I call it. 
Why there will be a chance 
for a cove that’s lagged 
now-a-days. A prison, 
under them proposed re- 
gulations, will be quite a 
pleasant place ! Stop ! 
’ere’s a gent a-coming! 
Law bless us, it’s the 
Lecturer ’isself ! Well, 
bisness is bisness, and it 
can’t be ’elped. (Looking 
right) And ain’t it awk- 
ward — a Peeler over yon- 
der. Well, I must try to 
keep the gent a chattering 
until the Peeler moves I 
away. (Enter Lecturer .) 
Good evening, Guv’nor. 
Lecturer . Good evening. 
[About to move aioay , j 
when the Stranger 

7» An ' 




vj.cty xawj. , wu.u i uu UJ.UXJL u get m to ’ear wot 

it was all about. 

Lecturer (surprised). No ! Dear me, that’s strange. You could 
not get m ! I saw a large number of vacant benches. 

Stranger . If I didn’t think it would be a troubling you too 
mioh, Guv’nor, I would ax yer to tell us what it was all about. 
(Aside.) When will that there Peeler move ’isself off ! 

Lecturer (again gratified ). I am sure I shall be delighted to give 
you a brief precis of my address. First I observed that I considered 
prisons unnecessary. 

Stranger. Right yer are, Guv’nor ! When a cove gets lagged, 
ow can e attend to what I may call ’is purfessional dooties F 

Lecturer. Of course we must he ready to find human nature 
defective. We know, by observing the formation of the brain, 
that some men are, so to speak, born with dishonest tendencies! 
VY e cannot expect all men to be equally honest. 

Stranger . In course not, Guv’nor. 

Lecturer (pleased). You speak with much intelligence. Permil 
me to offer you a cigar. (Searching his pockets.) Why where car 
my case have got to F 

Stranger. I am sure I don’t know, Guv’nor. You was a-sayins 
that some men ad dishonest tendencies.” Law, yer surprise me 1 

Lecturer. And yet so it is. Now I contend that prisons undei 
the old system have never cured men of innate dishonesty. I would 
make gaols (if I were forced to use them) a sort of substitute foi 

home. I would have my prisons luxurious — there should be 
libraries, pianos, billiard-rooms. 

Stranger . And a skittle alley, eh, Guv’nor ? 

Lecturer. Well, scarcely the last, my good friend. You see, my 
object would be to accustom my prisoners, or, rather, as I should 
call them, my guests, to refinement, so that in time they might 
become themselves refined. I would treat garotters and wife-beaters 
with particular kindness. 

Stranger. Quite right, Guv’nor. Live and let live— that’s my 
motter. Why, a poor chap would starve unless ’e picked up a hit 
ere and there, wouldn’t ’e r And I asks anybody ’ow could a cove 
really enjoy ’isself unless ’e put on ’is hoots now and then, when so 
be ’e wanted to ’ave a little talk with ’is missus ? 

Lecturer. I do not think you quite understand me. I thoroughly 
and heartily disapprove of garotting and wife-heating, hut I believe 
that both vices may be cured by kindness. Still, when I think of 
the brutality with which some poor women are treated by their 

husbands, the tears rise to my eyes, and— (searching his pockets) 

Why what has become of my handkerchief ? 

Stranger. S’elp me Boh if I know, Guv’nor. (Aside.) Drat it! 
When will that there Peeler he off F 

Lectivrer. I would establish a Club on West End principles. I 
^ 0 Ti r 11? myself, and, when my brother Members saw how 
well I looked m my new patent leather shoes, I am sure that heavy 
hob-nailed boots would go out of fashion. There is nothing like a 


good example, my dear Sir, take my word for it. But, dear me ! it 
is getting quite late. I must he going. (Searching his ivaistcoat- 
poclcet.) Why, what has become of my watch ? 

Stranger , ’Aven’t a notion, Guv. P’r’aps you lost it at that there 
meeting! A rum lot goes to them there meetings. (Aside.) 
The Peeler ’s off at last. Now for it ! (Aloud.) And what, Guv’nor, 
would you do with the garotters ? 

Lecturer. My dear friend, I would remember that they were men 

and brothers. I would (Suddenly.) Why, you villain ! You 

| have got your hand in my coat-pocket ! 

[Struggle ; in$ta?itaneous appearance of a life-preserver. Exit 
the Stranger , rapidly. 

Lecturer (slowly recovering ). Why where am I? Money— watch 
— handkerchief— everything gone ! 

Enter the Great Ms. Punch hurriedly. 

The Great Mr. Punch (assisting the Lecturer to rise). My dear 
Sir, my very dear Sir, what is the matter ? 

Lecturer \ 0, Mr. Punch, I met a scoundrel who robbed me while 
I was talking to him, and then 

The Great Mr. Punch (soothingly), I see, I see. My dear Sir, 
pray take my arm. I saw the struggle, hut could not arrive in 
time to save you. He was too quick for me, but I heard his last 
question. Perhaps you would not mind answering it. He asked 
you what you would do with garotters. What would you F 

Lecturer (ivithout hesitation). I would give them for every offence 
a hundred strokes with a cat-o’ -nine-tails, added to fourteen years 
(at least) of penal servitude ! 

The Great Mr. Punch. My dear Sir, permit me to congratulate 
you. You not only speak with excellent good sense, hut, moreover, 
you talk like a man of feeling ! 

[Exeunt the Great Mr. Punch and the Lecturer arm-in-arm. 
As the ' scene closes in , the Stranger reappears , attended by 
the Policeman . 


THE TRUE LEADER OE THE LIBERAL PARTY. 

If the men can’t agree who their foreman shall he, 

And their prospect of concord seems shady, 

I propose, for a change, though the remedy ’s strange, 

They consent to he led by a lady. 

On the Woolsack or Throne, it is very well known, 

Old women have oft cut a figure ; 

And we need not search far, through the Bench, or the Bar, 
For traces of similar vigour. 

Now if these can succeed, though accoutred indeed 
In man’s own conventional dress ; 

Young leaders, who wear the true gowns of the fair, 

Must achieve a more brilliant success. 

If what leaders require is a tongue that can’t tire, 

And the power to keep up their pecker, 

Who so fit to he there, on the left of the chair, 

As the gay and vivacious Miss Becker ? 

Mrs. Anderson’s skill for each national ill 
Would provide an effectual plaster ; 

Mrs. Crawshay with weight would conduct a debate 
On “ Relations ’twixt Servant and Master.” 

Or, as factions divide the small hand on our side, 

And. our plans are at sixes and sevens, 

We might carry our schemes, ’twixt opposing extremes 
By a Middle-march, led by Miss Evans. 

If our eyes should discern that, by some lucky turn 
Of the tide, our opponents were shaken ; 

Why, the Flood, if we had one, might best by Miss Braddon 
T o their speedy confusion he taken. 

When Divisions impend, and the angry Whips send 
To each Club for their squads of supporters, 

Why, who of us all, if Miss Thompson should call 
Out the Roll, would be missed from his quarters ? 

But if discord befel, and we wanted, to quell 
All rebellion— Dukes, Harcourts, or Odgers — 

A tongue that could twang, and a hand that could bang, 

Why, give me, for choice, Mrs. Prodgkers. 

So thus, though the Sex may our judgment perplex, 

So fit is each Miss and each Madam, 

’Twill he funny, indeed, if we cannot succeed 
In finding an Eve for our Adam. 


To Choral Societies Requiring Aid.— Apply to the “ Singer ’ 9 
Manufacturing Company, 




A SAVING HUSBAND. 

“George, dear, don’t tor Think it is rather Extravagant op tor to eat Butter with that deliciors Jam?” 
“No. love— Economical / Same piece op Bread does for both!” 


“THE BOW OF ULYSSES.’ 5 
( See Cartoon.) 


“ Then, with a manly pace, lie took Ms stand ; 

And grasp’d the bow, and twang’d it in his hand. 

Three times, with beating heart, he made essay ; 

Three times, unequal to the task, 'gave way : 

A modest boldness on his cheek appear’d : 

And thrice he hoped, and thrice again he fear’d : 

The fourth had drawn it. The great sire with joy 
Beheld ; but with a sign forbade the boy. , 

His ardour straight the obedient chief suppress’d, 

And, artful, thus, the suitor train address’d : 

‘ Oh, lay the cause on youth yet immature ! 

(For heaven forbid, such weakness should endure) 

How shall tMs arm, unequal to the bow, 

Retort an insult, or repel a foe ? 

But you ! whom heaven with better nerves has bless’ d, 

, Accept the trial, and the prize contest.’ ” 

Pope’s Odyssey, Book xxi. 

“Earth to Earth”— for Mispronouncers. 

.A- Reverend Gentleman lately published a work on Cremation, 
whim he called A Cremation JPrelude, The impression, conveyed 
hy the title, that this was a musical work, may be confirmed in the 
minds of some people when they hear that it has been followed by a 
composition on the same theme by Ha(y)d(e)n. 


Motto for “ Greville’s Diaries.” 

( With apologies to Da. Johnson os Author of Goldsmith’s Epitaph.) 

«>-«VOTum vitam no & tetigits nullam tetigit 
quam non foedavit.” B 


AD V ANT AGEOU S OPENING. 

YX7 ANTED a Coachman for Her Majesty’s Coach, Opposition, now 
V t running on the road to Downing Street, the late Driver being 
about to be placed “Elsewhere.” He must be a first-rate Whip, 
able to drive a team of bolters and jibbers, and wbo will see that 
all take the collar together, and don’t pull in different directions. 
He must he a man of great tact and infinite soft sawder, in order 
to appease the wrath of old women, whose apple-stalls it may be 
necessary to upset. He must be able to secure public patronage by 
bold assertion and unlimited cheek, and eventually he must manage 
to overturn or drive off the road the Government Mail now running. 
No salary at present, but great future prospects. A genuine open- 
ing for an enterprising middle-aged gent. Apply at the Opposition 
Coach- office, 


Strike and Starvation. 

You South Wales Colliers, wont to feed 
And drink at ample rate, 

Best to your Masters’ terms accede, 
Before it is too late. 

Their furnaces they ’ll by-and-hy 
Blow out unless you do ; 

And blown-out furnaces imply 
No more blow-out for you. 


Rule, Germania!; 

The Times informs us that, of “ iron- clad cruisers of the strongest 
type, Germany will, in the present year, have seven built against 
five of our own navy.” The Pall Mall Gazette is of opinion that— 

“ The Germans have too many irons in the political fire to give exclusive 
attention to any one of them.” 

But very soon, unless we 'get beforehand with the Germans, will 
they not have too many irons in the water, too ? 






February 6 , 1875 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


61 


THE LIBERAL LEADERSHIP. 

N the little-known 
subject of the 
responsible post 
of Leader of the 
Opposition in the 
House of Com- 
mons, we have 
thought it our 
duty — uninflu- 
enced by party 
bias, and un- 
moved by politi- 
cal prejudice— to 
collect all the 
available infor- 
mation from the 
most unimpeach- 
able traditionary 
sources, the best and most handsomely bound standard authors, 
the rolls and journals of Parliament, family archives of priceless 
rarity, and private documents not generally accessible to the public 
eye. 



The oflice is of considerable antiquity, probably as old as the 
Chiltern Hundreds ; but it is sufficient for our present purpose to 
note that for several days in the reign of one of our later Edwards 
there was the same uncertainty at the Clubs, about the next occupant 
of the post,' as we have just experienced. (See Holinshed, Matthew 
Paris, Froissart, Hansard, &c.) 

The post is not hereditary, and a younger son may aspire to it, 
if he can lay claim to the genius of Charles James Fox, the 
eloquence of Edmund Burke, and the wit of Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan, or any one of them. 


There is no salary, or uniform attached to the office, and no 
allowance for coals, candles, or gas. Its perquisites and privileges 
are enveloped in a cloud of precedents ; but it is understood that 
the Leader of Her Majesty’s Opposition can claim large paper copies 
of all Blue Books and parliamentary papers, and is entitled, if not 
by statute, certainly by immemorial usage, to the undisturbed 
occupation of the first seat on the front bench on the left hand of 
the Speaker. He may also look forward, with as much cheerfulness 
as he can assume, to seeing his Portrait Model, advertised and 
placarded as among the most recent additions to Madame Tussaud’s 
Exhibition. 


Eull evening dress is do rigueur , except at morning sittings, or 
when the House is in Committee ; hut white kid gloves need not 
be worn, unless the Mace is on the table. 

The post is one which demands many and varied qualifications in 
the occupant— eloquence, tact, temper, business habits, wakeful- 
ness, patience, courtesy, a good cook, a sound digestion, and a fund 
of quotations from the poets of antiquity (Homer, Horace, Virgil, 
Quintus Smymceus, &c.), Pope, Goldsmith, the Rejected Addresses, 
and the Poetry of the Anti- Jacobin. There is no limit as to age, 
hut candidates must he over twenty-one, and under the grand cli- 
macteric. A married man is usually preferred cater is paribus. 

When once the Leader has been selected, he may retain the post 
as long as he pleases ; but on the receipt of a round-robin signed by 
a quorum, expressing dissatisfaction with his policy, or his meta- 
phors, or his cook, he is bound to resign or provide a substitute. 

Every Wednesday during the Session, the Leader of the Opposi- 
tion is expected to give a dinner to twenty of his party, attired in 
full Court dress. To prevent any suspicion of partiality or undue 
favour, Members are invited in exact alphabetical order. The Whips 
are present alternately. If the Leader is married, his wife throws 
open her salons later in the evening, without opposition. 

Resignation of his post is followed by a seat in the House of 
Lords, if the Leader has been created a Peer; if not, by retirement into 
private life and quiet enjoyment of the country, surrounded by his 
books and his bees. 


THE CHAUNT OF THE CKOCODILE. 

A Song for Saurians — biped and otherwise. 

I grunt in my slime, and I cheerily sing— 

Though I may not appear the most lyrical thing 
In the round of Creation, 

Still song ’s my vocation, 

And I ’ve quite syren powers of vocalisation— 

But the mud is so soft to my elegant form, 

And the air is so bland, and the sun is so warm, 

That a Sybarite Saurian blind to the charm 
Of this softest of slime and this rank vegetation, 


Must he foolish indeed, and as fidgety, quite, 

As yon crass hippopotamus venting his spite 
On the innocent reeds. Ah ! that plump little Nigger 
Was toothsome. It ’s true that he might have been bigger, 
But so choice a bonne-bouclic does not always turn up, 

When a Cayman’s sharp set, and desirous to sup,— 

There ’s a great deal of tvaste in Creation ! 

That ’s a thought that has often come into my head, 

A text on which truly a deal might be said : 

There is much in this world that requires explanation ! 

’Tis certainly odd, 

That the Crocodile God, 

Who doubtless created our kind by his nod, 

From a Protoplasm-pea, 

Lid not also decree 
That so very superior an order as we 
Should be worshipped and fed by inferior creatures, 

Like monkeys and men, whose ridiculous features, 

So destitute wholly of Saurian beauty, 

Shows submission to us is a matter of duty. 

No doubt it was so in the days long ago ; 

But the world ’s out of order, and e’en Alligators, 

Like princes and priests, stand in terror of traitors. 

If Providence truly meant us to be dominant, 

It is clear that these Men are becoming too prominent ; 

They grow altogether too proud and ambitious, 

Whereas, as mere matters of food, they ’re delicious ; 

And surely one glance at our teeth and our jaws is 
To any believer in ultimate causes 
A positive proof 
That in Cosmos’s woof 

Men must have been shaped for our special behoof. 

Our teeth were made sharp just to crunch them, and they 
Were made bony, yet toothsome, to give teeth full play — 

A sample, I ’m sure, of correlative fitness, 

To which Mr. Darwin would gladly hear witness. 

And then, look again, in the matter of waste ! 

What a Well, let us say what a singular taste 

Must that ruler have had, who could he so absurd 
As to call into being a flower or a bird ! 

Though— ahem !— stop a bit, — 

From this general 11 non fit ” 

I must really except that convenient tit, 

Who serves as a Volunteer tooth-pick to me. 

But flowers ! by old Nilus, I never could see 
The use of a lotus ; it ’s not good to eat, 

And its. smell, I am sure, is disgustingly sweet. 

It is quite out of place, this ridiculous bud, 

Iu the Crocodile’s heaven of sunshine and mud. 

Beauty ?— nonsense and stuff— ’tis a fetish barbarian ; 

All Saurian Science is Utilitarian, 

Though critics disdainfully level that term at us, 

’Tis the genuine “ note ” of the breed pachydermatous. 

Ah, me ! for that dear dead diluvial time, 

The right golden age of our Cayman chronology, 

When the whole ot Creation was water and slime, 

And Saurian ethics required no apology ! 

Talk of Progress , indeed ! That ’s all fiddle-de-dee ! 

’Tis becoming unpleasantly certain to me 
That the jolly old days are as good as departed. 

However, no need to be dull or down-hearted, 

The status quo , doubtless, will outlast my time ; 

And while there are Niggers, and plenty of slime, 

And an excellent appetite is not a crime 
To be punished by summary iron or lead — 

(I strongly object to a shot through the head ) ; 

While those plaguy Britons are not so darned quick 
With their Livingstones, Stanleys, and Bakers (Old Nick, 
In the form of a Crocodile, catch them, say I !) 

And Governments do not too earnestly try 
To abolish that excellent system of slavery, 

I ’m really haunted by little misgiving 
As to my being able to pick up a living. 

That last pickaninny was truly most savoury— 

Wish I knew where to drop upon just such another,— 

Lear little black boy, had you ever a brother ? 

Well, here goes — Woo-o-s-h, oosh ! 

There, that ’s nice and soft— S-q-u-o-o-s-h ! 

What a comfort there is in a luxe-warm muH-douche ! 

But Love ’s a delusion, and Beauty is hollow I 
From swallow to wallow, from wallow to swallow, 

That ’s the true summer life for a Cayman to follow ! 


Mr. P.’s Advice to Young People Falling in Love.— F all 
out. 




WEIGHT FOR AGE. 

Lady (to Candidate for Parlour-Maid's place). €i Thirty, are you? That is a little Older than I siiould have wished- 
Toung Person. “ P’rhaps, M’m, ’Umiliation o’ Sperit would compensate, M’m !” 


VIVISECTION AND SCIENCE. 

A Conversation . Brown (M.R.C.S.) and Jones. 

Jones. You saw the report, Doctor, in the papers, of the applica- 
tion. made the other day to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals, in order to get it to interfere with vivisection, as 
practised in medical.sch.ools ? Do yon go with it ? 

J Brown. I believe it dictated by humane feeling. 

Jones . What do you think of vivisection? 

. Sr own. I consider it a way of torturing animals for which there 
is much to be said. 

Jones. Indeed ! How would you like it practised on yourself ? 
Brown. Not at all. Neither should I like being knocked down 
J i pithed, J bled to death, boiled or skinned alive, stuck on a 
hook for live-bait, tom and shattered with gunshot, or hunted to 
death. And as a man and a surgeon, if I were forced to choose, I 
would, at least, rather be tortured for science than for sport. It 
might console me a little to think that my pangs would be compen- 
sated by some advantage to my fellow-man. 

Jones. A philanthropic idea, Doctor. Still is not vivisection very 
cruel r 

Brown. Not necessarily. What is an operation— say for aneurism 
— but vmsection of the human subject ? And, but for vivisection, 
would there have been any operation for aneurism ? Human suf- 
iermg, immensely more and worse than all that animals experience 
from vivisection, is caused by war. But to object much to war ou 
w voted sentimental. War, on the whole, is supposed 
to benefit the human race. So does vivisection. 

Jones • Is that really so ? 

a mea8X ^®‘ a Eie&ns of experiment, vivisection 
m mi^wI^, C o>,^ peratl 7 e surgery * ^ls° physiology — though not 
, P eo ^ e oppose. It assisted Bell’s great dis- 
Jr e but many experimenters are not 

v bigger than to be fit for a fool’s cap. Inferences should 

be very cautiously drawn from the effect of mutilations of uncertain 


precision; for example, those practised on the brain and nervous 
system, under disturbing conditions. 

Jones . What do you say to this (produces pamphlet?) illustration 
of practical vivisection from the Handbook of the Physiological 
Laboratory ? (Reads ) : — 

“Recurrent Sensibility. — This can only he shown in the higher 
animals, the cat or dog being best adapted for the purpose. The method 
adopted is : — The arches of one or two vertebras are carefully sawn, through, 
or cut through with the bone forcejis, and the exposed roots very carefully 
freed from the connective tissue surrounding them. If the animal he strong, 
and have thoroughly recovered from the chloroform and from the operation, 
irritation of the peripheral stump of the anterior root causes not only contraction 
in the muscles, but also movements in other parts of the body indicative of 
pain. On dividing the mixed trunk the contractions cease, but the general 
signs of pain or sensation remain.” 

Brown . To a non-professional mind the description appears 
cynical. But so would the detail of any surgical operation. How- 
ever, I grant you, vivisection should be always as much as may he 
mitigated by anesthetics, and be minimised to the very lowest 
possible degree. 

Jones. Is that done when it is advertised as part of the surgical 
course at the various hospitals. For instance (reads) — 

“ St. Thomas’s Hospital,— Ophthalmic Surgery. Students will perform 
the operations on animals' eyes , and (opportunities permitting) on the dead 
subject.” 

Brown * Suppose you had to undergo an operation on your eye. 
Would you not like to know that the operator had tried his hand on 
some living eye before ? And would you have him to begin with a 
human eye? Vivisection pan only be minimised by being syste- 
matically taught. Otherwise, repetition would result from failure, 
and torture would be aggravated by bungling. I think the demand 
for some restraint on vivisection just. But how is the law to fix 
it— how to determine to what extent it is, or is not, necessary ? It 
strikes me that this is a question that would best be left to be 
decided by the heads of our profession, who could frame regula- 
tions thereon for the guidance of its members which they would, 
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YIYA L’ ITALIA ! YIYA GARIBALDI ! 
YIYA IL RS! 

Viva If Italia ! Not to zero 
Has sunk thy light heart’s flame, 
While it has worship for a hero, 

Though old, and poor, and lame. 

Let loose tongue wag, or idle pen, 

Sound at the core, thou prizest 
The single-heartedest of men, 

And so, p’raps, the unwisest. 

For Rome he spent himself, his wife ; 

Well Rome for him may wear a 
Heart on her sleeve, who gave her life — 
The old Lion of Caprera ! 

And never was more welcome roar, 

Than when, with Lion voice, 

In face of Italy he swore 
Faith to the King, her choice. 

Bitter thoughts from him he can fling — 
Mentana, Aspromonte, 

Gaeta’s cell— to Rome and King 
Returning, saa sponte . 

Italia Una , fair and free, 

Blesses her noblest scion, 

Stooping her fond head to thy knee— 
Caprera’s grey old Lion ! 






BRING UP A CHILD,” &c. 

Ethel. “ I WONDER WHY ADAM AND EVE WERE TURNED OUT OF PARADISE ? ” 
Jack (the Squire's Son). “ P’raps they Shot a Fox ! ” 


The Bottle Conjuror Outdone. 

Punch’s excellent old, ever young friend, 
George Cruikshank — JSsto perpetuus — 
has put forth a second edition of his 
“Bottle,” about half the size of the first 
issue, but from the original etchings. It 
is, in fact, a pint instead of a quart bottle, 
hut the lesser contains as much flavour and. 
spirit as the larger measure. George 
heats the original “ Bottle-Conjuror.” He 
has put himself first into a quart, and now 
into a pint hottle l Bravo, George ! 

Cape Diamonds.— Far above Rubeby’s. 


doubtless, duly respect. And if they did not, there is a gentleman 
of my acquaintance who would very soon make them. I need hardly 
say that I allude to my humane, benevolent, redoubtable, and. 
puissant friend, Mr. Punch. [ Colloquy terminates . 


ANOTHER EXHIBITION OE OLD MASTERS. 

The winter display at the Royal Academy having proved very 
attractive, it is in contemplation to organise a rival exhibition of a 
similar character. In this instance the collection will be composed 
of venerable persons, instead of ancient paintings. Should the idea 
come to anything, the following eminent “ Old Masters ” are pretty 
safe to have prominent places in the very best rooms of the building. 

General Sir Hector Pipeclay, G.O.B., fyc. fyc. Celebrated 
Warrior. Aged eighty-five. Size, five feet four inches long by three 
feet broad. Believes in stiff stocks, and prefers the Brown Bess to 
the Martini-Henry. Recognises no battle of more recent date than 
1815, and considers Moltke a very flippant youngster full of new- 
fangled notions. Can not understand why recruiting should flag 
when the inmates of Her Majesty’s gaols are at the service of the 
nation. Is of opinion that the Service has long been going to the 
Doose. Would hang all the newspaper fellows during a peace, 
and shoot ’em, by Jove , in the time of war. Hates civilians ; 
and reads nothing but the supplements to the London Gazette 
and the Monthly Army List. 

Admiral Sir Drake Woodenhead, G.C.B., #c. #c., Naval 
Worthy. Aged ninety-three. Size, five feet seven inches long by 
eighteen inches broad. Believes confidently in the Wooden 
Walls of old England. Thinks that as Yiscotjnt Nelson won 
the Battle of Trafalgar aboard the Victory , an iron-clad can 
never be of any real service in a sea-fight. Believes that the Cat 
should be constantly administered to all ranks junior to that of a 
Second Lieutenant. Would be prepared to take the chief command 
of the Channel Fleet, at five minutes’ notice, on the condition being 
granted that he should have the right of yard-arming any, or all 
of the civilian Lords of the Admiralty in cases of necessity. Never 
writes, and for many years has forgotten how to read. 


Squire John Broadacres, until 1832 M.P. for the County of 
Claysliire. Politician and Land-owner . Aged eighty-four. Con- 
siders that the nation has never recovered from the abolition of Pro- 
tection. Ascribes to the introduction of Free Trade the following 
evils, Fenianism,'Home Rule, Garotting, Wife-kicking, Gout, ana 
the Pope. Would hang in a body without trial the whole of the 
Trade Unionists. Regards Mr. Disraeli as a rank Radical, and 
Earl Russell as the Representative of Advanced Republicanism. 
Hates machinery and chemistry, and believes in old-fashioned 
farming. Thinks that labourers’ cottages were incapable of im- 
provement in 1825. Writes long letters to his great grandson 
upon the subject of family etiquette, and reads with much diligence 
the hack numbers of the late Morning Herald . 

Abernethy Pillbox, Esq., M.D. #c., # #c. Famous Surgeon . 
Aged ninety-one. Thinks that everv disease should be treated 
either with the lancet or the knife. Has no belief in anaesthetics, 
or any such cowardly quackery. Believes that a patient should 
be tola the most painful facts in the bluntest possible language. 
Claims the entire . pauper population for the Hospital Dissecting 
Room. Writes daily never- to-be-published letters to the Times , 
and regards the Lancet and the British Medical Journal as the curses 
of the profession. 

Garrick Shakespeare Dryden Johnson Growler, Esq. Well- 
known Tragedian . Aged eighty-seven. Believes that no piece 
worthy of production on the boards has been written since the 
School for Scandal . Has never known a man who could play the 
part of Romeo as it should he played under the age of fifty, with 
the single exception of himself — he assumed the character for 
the first time when he was only seven-and-forty. Thinks that a 
line of blank verse should take, at the least, five minutes in delivery. 
Has never heard of Mr. Henry Irving, but thinks he remembers 
the name of a young beginner called Macbeady. Is quite sure 
that the mirror held up to nature should be made of magni- 
fying glass of extra power. To explain his meaning with greater 
conciseness, he is quite prepared to play a round of his favourite 
parts at either the Lane or the Garden. However, if he under- 
took this task (an extremely arduous one) he would, of course, 
expect a sufficient consideration. 
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NURSERY RHYMES FOR THE TIMES. 
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UMPTY Dtjmpty sat on a 
wall, 

To his nurse proving* he 
never could fall. 

The height of the wall 
being plus so-and-so, 
His centre of gravity 
being placed low, > 

It followed — as A is to 
B, C to D- 

His nurse had no cause 
for anxiety, 

Since a body so placed— 
if it tumbled at all— 
Not downwards, but up- 
wards, must certainly 
fall. 

Humpty Dumpty to this 
point of proof had 
come, when 

He came down such a 
bang, he ne’er got up 
again ! 

IT. 

One misty, moisty morn- 
ing, 

■When the weather was 
cold, 

I saw a man stand shivering, 

Thinly clad and old. 

Little Perky Parkins 
Told the reason why : 

That man with Laws of Science 
Had neglected to comply. 

Had he followed known rules 
For generating heat, 

We should not have seen him 
Shiv’riDg in the street. 

nr. 

Husu-a-bye, Baby !— 

’Tis naughty to cry, 

Because Cambridge problems 
Ma won’t let you try. 

Be a good Baby, 

And lie still in bed, 

Your nice conic-sections 
Placed under your head. 


Go to sleep, Baby, 

And, if lie won’t cry, 
Mamma a new algebra 
Baby will buy. 


MB. PUNCH ON EXACT SCIENCE. 

Me. Punch has been requested by a 
Committee of learned men to lay down a 
few absolute axioms in Exact Science. 
He lias appointed Processor MacFile, 
F.B.H.S. (Fellow of the lloyal Hysterical 
Society), to prepare a preliminary report on 
this momentous question. The Professor 
reports— 

1. The more absolutely true a Proposition 
is, the more universally will it be disputed. 

2. A Principle is a thing to be departed 
from. 

o. A Point is that which has no magni- 
tude. This is the point on which Tories 
and Liberals invariably differ. 

d. As true history is entirely scandal, 
a Memoire pour Servir is better than 
Hallam’s Constitutional disquisitions, and 
Grkvtlt/e’s Diaries than Eaiil Bussell’s 
Bocolleotions. 

5. Lawn Tennis can always he played 
with a net ; and pretty girls (like poachers) 
usually have nets concealed on their per- 
sons. 

b. It is possible for theologians like 
Monsignore Cap el and Canon Liddon to 
weary the Public while they wallop each 
other. 

7. “ Who is to lead the Liberal Party?” 
is an absurd question until you have solved 
the problem — Where is the Liberal Party ? 

8. To covet your neighbour’s daughter is 
not prohibited by Moses (or Aaron) unless 
she is ugly or poor. 

Dr. Punch, Chancellor of the University 
of Fleet Street, is of opinion that this is 
quite enough from the learned F.B.H.S. 


Odious Comparisons. 

It was once written — 

“ As London to Paddington, 

So Pitt is to Addington.” 

It is now suggested — 

“ As Moses to Damis Partington, 

So is Gladstone to ILyrtington.” 


OIL ILLM TIIEOLOGICUM. 

j Brawn ( the morning after a wet dinner )• 
Diocese o’ Sod or an’ Sian Y Dono anything 
’bout that. Think feller’s more likely to 
die o’ seas o’ “ Sodar an’ B!” 0, dear, 
what a head I have ! 


HINTS FOB MB. GLADSTONE IN HIS HAPPY 
BETIBEMENT. 

Disestablish— 

Any Church you happen to encounter. 

Any Oak tree that looks obtrusively like a fine old English forester. 
Any Whig that talks like a Tory. 

Any Tory that talks like a Badical. 

Any School-Board that objects to the use of the birch. 

Any School-Board that has a member who cannot read Homer, 
and translate lyrical English into Latin leonine verse. 

Any duffer who thinks he can write on theological questions to 
the Times . 

. Any one who wants to explain the Transit of Yenus to the happily 
ignorant Public. 

Any one who plays Whist at his Club every afternoon, and 
explains why he lost that grand coup in his final rubber. 

Any one whose idea at Billiards is to put his opponent in “ balk.” 
Anybody who thinks Mr. Disraeli is tired of governing England. 
Anybody who cannot understand the incomparable wit and 
wisdom of the famous sa^e whose name will be found coupled with 
that of a sage almost as famous in this double acrostic 

They both are charmingly unique — 

The English greater than the Greek. 


A common diet for the nursery, 

ir. 

A trap of which I ’vc recollection. 
hi. 

A verifying word that ’s cursory. 

IV. 

A metric foot, 

v. 

An interjection. 

Anybody else who is at all in the way. 


DIFFERENT REMEDIES FOR DIFFERENT DISEASES. 

There has been talk of uniting Liverpool and the Isle of Man in 
one See. No wonder the Manxmen protest. The needs of the two 
places are quite different. The, Isle of Man cats have no tails. 
Liverpool wants cats with nine tails. 


A SUGGESTION. 


Why not establish one central Police-Court for the hearing of 
Cab cases only, and make Mrs. Prodgers its perpetual Stipendiary ? 
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ALWAYS NAME YOUR BIRD. 

(Sportsman and Keepers beating the hill near Loch Fuskie. Woodcock expected .) 

First Keeper (to Second ditto , loudly). “ Hullo ! Mac ! Ma-a-c ! ! ” Sportsman (excitedly). 11 Mark ? Mark what ? ” 

Second Keeper. “ Mac-Farlane, Sir ! ” 


THE ZOO AND THE MU. 

(A Historical Parallel. Respectfully dedicated to the Trustees 
of the British Museum.) 

Would you know why the Monkeys died off at the Zoo, 

Though Directors did all that Directors could do, 

And called in physicians of eminence too ? 

Come list, while Bunch states the case briefly to you. 

It could not he for want of enough of good food ; 

They feasted on all that caged quadrumans should, 

On apples and carrots, as much as they would, 

Huts, any giv’n quantities— more than was good. 

They had plenty of room too for taking their flings, 

And all sorts of perches, rope-ladders, and swings, 

For IAotard feats and incredible springs, 

In which legs, arms, and tails did the office of wings. 

When the sunshine was warm and the weather was fair. 

They ’d a large summer cage open free to the air, 

Hound which pretty nurse-maids loved well to repair, 

With their juvenile Charges, at Simus to stare. 

When the cold weather came, they were shut up in glass, 
Through which no breath of air was permitted to pass ; 

And as Monkeys aTe creatures who make their own gas, 
Ammoniacal compounds were sure to amass. 

Soon, though Monkeys are cheerful, and all doleful dumps shun, 
They were seen to turn mopish, their games, swings, and jumps 
shun; 

And, at last, proved their keepers’ entire want of gumption, 

By dying, in Batches, of rapid consumption. 


Yes— in batches the Monkeys dropped off at the Zoo, 

Sorely puzzling the keepers, and scientists too ; 

Till Mitchell grew mournful, and Bartlett looked blue, 

And Womb well, when asked, replied “ Blest if he knew.” 

Doctor Arnott consulted, thought ere he replied, 

Came, saw, sniffed the cages, their atmosphere tried, 

Weighed the evidence well, pros and cons on each side, 

Then pronounced ’twas for want of fresh air the brutes died ! 

Of Arnott’ s opinion with nail and with tooth 
Some Directors fell foul — said that, even if sooth, 

A physician was bound to have wrapped up the truth 
In terms scientific, abstruse, and uncouth. 

But the less scientific Directors replied, 

Facts were facts : Monkeys payed them that lived, not that died. 
So they carried a vote that fresh air be supplied, # 

Through netted wire openings— so high ana so wide. 

Soon the blue-nosed baboons ceased to look extra blue, 

The Howlers set up their old hullabaloo — 

Macaques, Lemurs, Loris, sprang, climbed, swung, and flew, 
And the quadrumans no more died off at the Zoo l 

P’raps if the Trustees to this case would attend, 

And take measures the air their clerks breathe to amend— 

As men’s healths on the same laws as monkeys’ depend — 

The s am e means at the Mn would produce the same end ! 


Anticipation. 

The Spanish residents at Berlin are delighted at the prospect of 
gay doings at their Embassy, Semor Merry having been appointed 
Minister for Spain at the German Court Let us hope it may not be 
a case of “ a short life and a merry one.” 
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i j HE Curtain is up ! The choric opening movement of Lords and Commons round the "Woolsack— answering to the 
| 1 Thymele of the Dionysiac Theatre— has been performed. The Actors have put on their masks— this is the only 

| 1 theatre in which these classic appliances are still worn— and the first speech of the ancient play— the Queen’s— 

w V has been duly delivered. This tirade— ox rhema as the Greeks called such “ screeds is always more ceremonial 

than serious, and this year, when no one anticipates a performance of lively interest, or stirring incident, its 
ceremonial character seemed more apparent even than nsual. 

The Lord Chancellor performed the pait of Queen “for this occasion only.” He would have pleased 
Polonius . The Speech in Ins mouth was “well spoken, with good emphasis and good discretion,” Still the 
performer would have a better chance of giving his words with effect, had they been thrown into a more rhythmic and pointed form— say 
something in this fashion — 


’Mid peace abroad, prosperity at home, 

Gladly once more to the Old House we come ! 
Brussels’ War Conferences were a snare, 

Our Russian friend’s won’t again catch us there. 
Spain’s latest toss, you see, has “ Head” come down, 
Poor Spain may well be thankful for a Crown ! 


Slav’ry, once chained, to keep in chains we mean. 
Japan and China near a break have been. 

Look out for smashes when they come to jar — 

But Wade (wise buffer) came ’twixt them and war. 
Our Colonies are well as well can be — 

Gold Coast, Natal, and, last, not least, Eiji. 
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And if Langalibalele we ’ve bade spare, 

Colenso’ s pleased, and that ’s no small affair. 

In India with famine we have striven, 

And conquered it, thank stout hearts and kind Heaven ! 

My Worthy Commons, 

^ f You ’ll be glad to learn 

Our banking-book need give you no concern. 

Some bills we have to settle, but so small, 

You may say they ’re as good as none at all. 

Reform of Judicature, Sale of Land, 

We’ll take up where we last year stayed our hand. 

Foul dens, rank nuisances, polluted streams, 

We’ve Bills to deal with— don’t say these are dreams ! 
Friendly. Societies and Merchant Shipping 
We ’ll mind, and see those whipped who earn a whipping. 
For wife-beaters and kicking, roughs— it boots 
Little with rose-water to sprinkle brutes ; 

So, pace Peter Taylor, in our gaols 

We ask leave to keep cats — cats with nine tails : 

Then Public Prosecutors named shall be, 

Till not a crime unwhipped of law go free. 

This, with what little you can find to do 
For Trade Offences, and Farm Tenants too. 

Will, I think, make a programme that looks well— 

How ’twill work out, that let the Session tell ! 

And then, a few hours later, when the Speech had been duly 
echoed by the Earl op Donoughmore and Lord Rayleigh in the 
Lords, and Messrs. Stanhope and Whitelaw in the Commons, the 
Protagonistes , or First Actor— a rank always held by the Leader of the 
Government — and the Deuteragonistes , or Second Actor— a function 
reserved for the Leader of Her Majesty’s Opposition— on this occa- 
sion a very, young performer, it being indeed his first appearance 
in so prominent a part— came forward in their appropriate masks, 
and exchanged the usual playful praludium or prologue to the 
Atellan Farce of “ The Session ! ” 


TUFNELL (MR.) F. SENIOR (MRS.). 

There is now raging between two Local Government Office In- 
spectors, masculine and feminine, a hot controversy— hot, at least, 
on the gentleman’s part, and provokingly cool on the lady’s. 

Mrs. Senior— a name deserving honour in connection with Poor- 
law legislation — appointed to inspect Female Panper Schools by Mr. 
Stanseeld, reported against the District Schools, as to their effect 
on the future of the orphan girls trained in them, and urged, instead, 
a. system of boarding such girls out in families, under due super- 
vision. Mrs. Senior had come to her conclusion after inquiries— 
made for her by ladies who undertook, the task— into the history of 
these orphan girls after leaving the District Schools. 

Mr. Tufnell now charges Mrs. Senior and her inquirers with 
something uncommonly near “ taradiddling ”— at all events, roundly 
asserts that her best conclusions have no sound foundation, and 
that her evidence won’t hold water. Having been offered by Mrs. 
Senior an inspection of her evidence, Mr. Ttjenell curtly refuses to 
look at it, and coolly recommends the lady to “withdraw her report.” 

Suppose she retorted ? 

The masculine Inspector writes snappishly and scornfully, and 
Punch is bound to say that, in this correspondence, both in temper 
and argument, the lady has the best of it. 

. Mr. Ttjenell is an. old hand at Inspection. He has had the 
lion’s share in organising the District Schools, and has, no doubt, 
therein done a good work, for which he deserves credit. Naturally he 
doesn’t like to see a young hand, and a feminine hand, throwing cold 
water on his work. But he: is bound to keep his temper, and not 
forget his good breeding' in dealing with a lady. Senior es prior es, 
is an old rule, which Mr. Tufnell, no doubt would render “old 
hands ought to be uppermost ; ” hut in this case, it seems to Punch , 
that “ Senior prior ” will have to be translated, “ the young hand 
has the better of it,” — at least as far as regards taste, temper, and 
treatment of the question thus far. 

The real merits of the controversy have yet to be investigated ; 
hut the Inspectress, we are hound to say, seems more willing to have 
her evidence sifted, than the Inspector to sift it. Now everything 
turns on the evidence. If that proves untrustworthy, cadit Inspec- 
tress Senior. But if it holds water, cadit Inspector Tttenell. 
Let us have no more sparring, please ; hut a sifting— as careful and 
as speedy as may be. Inspectress, even, has a right to that at the 
hands of Inspector. 


RREACHEE F. ELOGGEE* 

Q, Why are Wife-beaters like Her Majesty’s Opposition ? 

A. Because they want a Liberal Whip to keep them in order. 


THE MAH* WITH OLIVER CROMWELL’S HEAD. 

. * , angtjage, Sir, cam- 

1 ' I | III 1 Q Rot convey my 

III . I | indignation that 

- anyone should ! 

t f i . 1 ^ave Presumed to 

j | ! I claim the distin- 

i It I lr I) g uis hed head 

1 I 1 pii'i I w]licl1 is my 0W11 

I i ! | I is V < . private property. 


Why, bless you 
Sir, I’ve had 


~ other people who 

V/ ^ think they know 

all about it, to 

my own head, which is always ready and willing to answer any 
questions when put respectfully. Oliver Cromwell’s head has 
been a great nuisance to me. I would willingly exchange it .now 
for somebody’s of less importance, and indeed I wouldn’t mind 
getting back my own, did I hut know where to apply : perhaps this 
letter will serve as an advertisement. The other day, when out 
walking, I met Charles the First’s head on somebody’s shoulders. 
Oddly enough the rencontre took place at Whitehall, and within 
sight of a scaffold— which has been erected for the new buildings in 
that quarter. 

Oliver Cromwell’s head hasn’t got much to say for itself. It 
seldom jokes, and, therefore, is not an amusing companion in 
society. The best thing it ever said was once at dinner, when an 
offensive fish had been placed on the table: the nose— Oliver’s nose 
—sniffed disdainfully, and the head said, in a loud voice, “ Remove 
that barbel.” Not bad for Oliver’s Lead, was it ? My owu taste 
is for light literature, hut Oliver’s head will have nothing except 
Milton, sacred subjects, and books on trade and commerce. If the 
idiots who pretend to have Oliver’s head only knew what a nuisance 
it really is, they ’d soon relinquish their claim to the distinction. 

I am, too, if I had my own head, a. stanch Churchman, hut 
Oliver’s head will take me to Anabaptist Chapels and all sorts of 
Dissenting places. I am naturally a fond admirer of Champagne ; 
but Oliver’s head will have beer — what it calls “ Old Huntingdon 
Ale.” The sort of hat with which Cromwell’s Bead likes to he 
covered is the kind of thing that I detest. I hate a broad, flapping 
brim. But I must wear it ; I can’t help myself. Sometimes my 
hands tingle to punch Cromwell’s head, but Cromwell’s head 
won’t have it, and my hands are obliged to obey the action of 
Cromwell’s brain. 

Did you ever hear— (I didn’t, except from Cromwell’s head)— 
that in "Holland a medal was struck representing Cromwell’s head 
in Britannia’s lap. Cromwell’s head chuckles immensely over this, 
and, after its fifth tankard of ale, Cromwell’s old eyes twinkle, 
and it (the head) says something about Britannia on the medal 
being a likeness of my Lady Dysart. From constant intimacy 
with Cromwell’s head, and having experience of its wonderful 
powers of memory, I am inclined to the opinion that the original 
owner— I mean the Lord Protector himself— was a Master Slyboots. 

I can’t write any more, and I shouldn’t have been able to have 
written this but that a fellow-patient— I mean a fellow-student— in 
the Asyl — I mean College— has managed to mesmerise Cromwell’s 
head, and so while that confounded head is asleep I write with my 
own hands and with, all my heart, which is still my own, thank 
goodness ! But hark ! Cromwell’s head awakes, and it will he 
calling out to Ireton to bring Bradshaw ; in which case Ibeton 
will he Bradshaw’s Guide. If I can shake it off, I will write again : 
but in the meantime protect my interests. I am a good subject of 
Her Present Majesty, and will never disturb the British Constitu- 
tion, although my own is utterly upset by the possession of 

Colwell Hatchney , February 5th, Cromwell’s Head. 

Old Midsummer's Bay . 
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INCONVENIENCE OF UNIFORM ARCHITECTURE IN LONDON TERRACES. 

Grigsby (a Shy but Amiable Man) is invited to a small Juvenile Party at No. 47 (his Brother-in-Law’s), where he 

IS HELD IN GREAT FAVOUR BY THE CHILDREN, WHOM HE ALWAYS MANAGES TO STARTLE WITH SOME NEW AND AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 

By mistake he knocks at No. 48, where he is a complete Stranger, and bidding the astonished Menials not to 

ANNOUNCE HIM, HE BUSHES UP-STAIRS TO THE DRAWING-ROOM, WHICH HE ENTERS IN THE ABOVE EXTRAORDINARY FASHION ! 

[The company assembled for Dinner at No. 48 are already much put out by the unconscionable lateness of an important guest. 


FOR FEBRUARY FOURTEENTH. 

This year it is said that Valentines are to take the shape of gifts 
of various kinds, after the old North- Country fashion. This being 
the case, the following presents are sure to be given and received 
during the course of next week. 

From Mr. Disraeli to Mb. Gladstone.— A very old writing- 
desk. .... 

From Mr. Gladstone to Mr. Disraeli. — A much-used Ready 
Reckoner. 

From Marshal Macmahon to the Lord Mayor op London.— A 
Crown which has been for some years since a great embarrassment 
to its guardian. 

From the Lord Mayor of London to Marshal Macmahon.— A 
Handbook of the Etiquette observed at the Court— of Aldermen. 

From Mr. Bright to Mr. Forster.— T he report of a very long 
sermon recently delivered at Birmingham. 

From Mr. Forster to Mr. Bright. — A copy of the 25th Clause. 

From Mr. Wilkie Collins to the Proprietors of the Graphic . — 
The conclusion of a Romance containing more lady than law. 

From the Proprietors of the Graphic to Mr. Wilkie Collins. — 
An order for a new story introducing a “ headless woman,” to form 
a companion Novel to a tale describing at full, or rather, at half 
length, a “ legless man.” 

From Mr • Punch to the Whole World. — A weekly periodical f ull 
of never-ceasing wit and wisdom. 

And lastly , from the Whole World to Mr. Punch . — Several 
hundred millions of threepenny hits. 


fachis descensus! 

Yes ; somethin g l ike a come-down, if you will— 
From People’s William to Private Bill ! 


A TRADE OF THE TIME. 

A. {professional Deserter, with Testimonials from Tor 7c, Wakefield, Salford, 
and Millbank ) . U. {bird of a feather). 

B. What ar’ thee in for this time , Bill ? 

A. ’Sertion an’ sellin’ kit, as nshal. 

B . What ’ll they giv’ yer P 

A. The reg’lar Tlowance— ’underd an’* sixty-eight, and discharge. 

B. Mean to try it on agin when you comes out ? 

A. B’lieve ye, my boy f But the Line and the ’Tillery is agettin’ 
too ’ot for me. I ’m agoin’ in for the Marines next time . 

[And what is there to prevent the blackguard ? Nothing, but the 
old black-letter “D.”] 

The Marquis Bo-Peep and the Liberal Sheep. 

The Marquis Bo-Peer 
Herds the Liberal sheep — 

If he only knew where to find them. 

Will they ever come home, 

And— please Home Rule and Rome — 

Bring their Irish tails behind them ? 

“ Larded all with sweet flowers, 

Which bewept to the grave did go.’’ 

Ophelia’s Song. 

Mr. Haden’s proposal to substitute baskets filled with moss and 
ferns for oak and lead coffins sounds so attractive that the Funeral 
March of the future seems likely to be Haydn’s With Verdure 
Clad. 

A Cabmen’s Refuge.— Where Mrs. Pbodgers can’t get at them. 
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A SWAIN ON “VIVISECTION.” 

onsarnun’ Vivisection 
now there ’ s made a 
gurt to-do. 

Good folks ool ha’ ’tis 
cruel and that ’ s my 
own opinion too. 
But how on we live 
Christians be Doc- 
tors to practize, 
Their hands upon 
dumb animals with- 
out they fustly 
tries? 

And mind, ’tin’t only 
Surgeunts, wi’ziun- 
tific aims ; 

There ’s moor nor 
they, brute baisties 
as mutilates and 
maims ; 

Your breeders and 
your butchers and 
your cooks all dooes 
the same, 

And hunters too, and 
shooters, they be 
likewise fur to blame. 

Thee go thy way out walkun zome vine marnun in the Spring ; 

Thee ’t hear cows moo, sheep baa, donkeys bray, and small birds sing. 
By’m’by a zound o’ squailun comes warded on the breeze, 

Fust loud and high, then zoftenun down to silunce by degrees. 

That straain o’ Katur’s music 44 vivisection” do denote ; 

A what you calls incizhun that’s perf armed upon a droat. 

And fainter on your ear as falls that there melojus cry, 

You knows that ’tis the last squake of a pig beeun killed hard-by. 

It med be true, what some says, that pig dies an aisy death, 

But he ’s that stubborn that ’a wun’t in quiet yield his breath, 

And that ’s the only rason ’a meaks all the noise ’a do, — 

But I zummow can T t help feelun’ ’a must zuffer zummnt too. 

P’raps ’t’oodn’t do bihaacon, nor poork nuther, no gurt harm, 

To kill a pig if we fust put un under chloryf arm ; 

So if I could I ’d put myself, in case I ’d got to die : 

And my rule ’s do to your fellers as you ’a like to be done by. 

Then oxen med be slaughtered too, and likewise calves and sheep, 
In a state o’ stupefaction, if the means was only cheap, 

And when their time was come ’tood be so happy a release, 

That people all wi’ one accord ’ood say their end was peace. 

Ah, how ’tood be if we was all so tender and humaain, 

When we practize 44 vivisection,” for to always stifle paain ! 

Yet my ears ’ood miss that meller’d cry as rose on the gale afore, 
For the toonful squail o’ the dyun pig I should never hear no more. 


STAES AND GAKTEKS. 

The refusal of the Poet Laureate and Mr. Thomas Carlyle to 
accept respectively a Baronetcy and a Grand Cross Knighthood of 
the Bath, is a proof that the honours in question were considered by 
the eminent men to which they were offered very unbecoming the 
dignity of justly celebrated litterateurs, Mr. Tennyson naturally 
did not wish to have his name associated for the future with Ex- 
Lord Mayors, and the Philosopher of Cheyne Walk most likely re- 
garded the distinction of Knighthood as an empty wind-bag, 
signifying chiefly, upon the whole, a loud-sounding nothingness. 
In spite of the dignified contempt of Messrs. Tennyson and Carlyle 
for “name-handles,” it is certainly a reproach that England should 
be the only country in Europe where intellectual and social merit is 
habitually ignored. A Peerage is open to active soldiers, lucky 
lawyers, and second-rate politicians, but the man of genius or tact 
is allowed to remain a simple “ Mister” until the end of the chapter. 
As* this seems to be a scandal requiring immediate removal, Mr. 
Punch (ever ready to remedy grievances) has much pleasure in pro- 
posing a scheme to the details of which he calls the attention of the 
government in general, and of that distinguished literary man, Mr. 
Disraeli in particular. Mr. Punch would institute an entirely new 
order to be called 4 4 The Reward of Merit,” which should be con- 
ferred upon Book-Makers, Dramatists, Artists, and Actors who had 
reached a certain standard of excellence. There should also be a 


supplementary class for men distinguished for sooial bravery. The 
Order should be divided into Companions, Knights Commander, and 
I Knights Grand Cross. As the question naturally arises, What should 
be the standards of excellence in such an order? — Mr. Punch 
has much satisfaction in publishing the following table of qualifica- 
tions for the various grades : — 

Book-makers’ Branch. 

Companions . — For Journalists who have written a dozen leading 
articles without using Lempriere’s Classical Dictionary , or resort- 
ing to the editorial “we.” 

Knights Commander . — For Novelists who have written romances 
in monthly or weekly instalments in such a manner that their 
stories will bear the three- volume ordeal without injury to plot, 
dialogue, or characters. 

Knights Grand Cross . — For Historians who have found or made 
truth more fascinating than fiction. 

Dramatists’ Branch. 

Companions . — For Farce-writers who have never used the crush- 
ing of a bandbox as a point'for a low comedian. 

Knights Commander . — For Comedy - writers who have trusted 
more to plot aud dialogue than to upholstery. 

Knights Grand Cross. — For Romantic Play-writers who have 
dispensed with the lime-light. 

Artists’ Branch. 

Companions. — For Portrait-painters who have refused to 44 take 
the likenesses ” of municipal nobodies and commercial parvenus. 

Knights Commander . — For Depicters of Domestic Scenes who 
have never painted the supernaturally cleanly child of an utterly 
impossible cottager. 

Knights Grand Cross. — For any Painter (not being R.A. or 
A.R.A.) satisfied with the doings of the Royal Academy. 

Actors’ Branch. 

Companions. — For Low Comedians who have never added to the 
words of their parts after those parts have been delivered over to 
them by the authors. 

Knights Commander . — For Tragedians who have made Macbeth 
probable and Hamlet possible. 

Knights Grand Cross . — For Theatrical Managers who have 
trusted more to good pieces supported by efficient companies, than 
to bill-sticking, newspaper advertisements, literary suppers, and 
perambulating placard-carriers. 

Social Bravery Branch. 

Companions. — For any Husband wbo has brought home a friend 
to dinner three distinct times in one fortnight without warning 
his Wife. 

Knights Commander . — For Clubmen marrying after they have 
reached the age of five-and-thirty. 

Knights Grand Cross— T ot any Sage daring to speak Ms mind, 
at any time, on any subject, said mind being clear, powerful, aud 
infallible. N.B. It is scarcely necessary to say that the only person 
obviously eligible for this honour is Mr. Punch himself. 


Astronomy aud the City. 

At the Annual Dinner of the French Hospital, the French Am- 
bassador, Comte be Jarnac, who presided, in proposing the health 
of 44 the distinguished visitors,” is reported as saying “ Can I forget 
that our firmament has been visited to night by a Meteor of no ordi- 
nary effulgence, the Lorb Mayor of the City of London ? ” 
Evidently his Excellency had the Lorb Mayor’s name in Ms mind, 
but no doubt he felt it was more iu accordance with the rules of 
oratory to speak of a Meteor, than a Meteoric Stone. 


A Greater than Darwin. 

Mr. Bright, in Ms Birmingham speech the other day, declared 
that in the last election the body of the English Publicans was 
entirely moved by its tail. This ought to settle the question of our 
origiu, or at least point the direction in wMch to look for the 
“missing link.” Still we should like to ask Lorb Dundreary, 
who so successfully explained why a dog wags his tail, how it 
comes about that the Tail should still wag the Publican ? 


ECCLESIOLOGICAL. 

The Dominical or Sunday Letter for next Sunday will be a 
Yaientine, 


The Best Pereormer in the “Maskelyne Cooke” line.— 
44 Francatelli.” 
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A PROMISING PUPIL. 

c< HOW DOES YOUR BROTHER GET OUT IN NEW YORK, PARKER ? *’ 

“ Very well, indeed, Ma’am, thank you. He ’s only been there three Months, 

AND HE *S ALREADY BEGINNING TO SPEAK THE LANGUAGE BEAUTIFUL ! ! ” 


A TURN FOR TIBER. 

What may not Garibaldi do, 

Warrior of famous fibre ? 

Haying made Italy anew, 

He ’a fain re-make the Tiber. 

What things that stream of yellow mud 
Has seen and done— good gracious ! 

Since o’er its swiftly flowing flood 
Swam the renowned Horatius. 

The stream was rushing thick and fast, 
The wind was blowing rawly, 

When o’er the stream Horatius passed, 
Just to oblige Macaulay. 

Bravely the hero hastened home, 

After his feat audacious ; 

Later came Lays of Ancient Lome, 

Just to oblige Horatius. 

Now Rome receives with open arms 
Italia’s latest hero, 

Who brought down tyranny’s alarms — 
Kaiser’s and Pope’s— to zero. 

When Garibaldi’s stroke of flame 
Bombino’s sceptre crumbled, 

To Victor’s broad, tanned forehead came 
The crown from fool’s head tumbled. 

Now Italy is calm and cool, 

And laughs at imbecility, 

And leaves the Pope, a Jesuit tool, 

To vouch Infallibility. J 

And he, grey chief ,!whose lightest word 
Made Kings and Cabinets shiver, 

As Revolution’s grown absurd, 

Takes to embank a river. 


COMBUSTIBLE MATERIALS. 

The other day there was a debate in 
the French Assembly on dynamite. Stormy 
as the proceedings often are in the Chamber, 
on this occasion, strange to say, there was 
no explosion. 

The proper Publishers oe Works on 
Cremation.— Messrs. Ashers. 


CHEERFULNESS UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 

A large Meeting composed exclusively of Members of Vhat we 
may just now call the Mark Tapley Party, took place at the Eef orm 
Club last week, for the purpose of electing a Leader. 

Mr. Cowper-Temple, who was received with loud cheers, moved 
that Mr. Bright should take the chair. The proposal was welcomed 
with loud cheers. 

Mr. Dillwyn, who was also received with loud cheers, seconded 
the motion, which was carried amid renewed cheering. 

Mr. Bright then took the chair amid loud and prolonged cheer- 
ing. He said the party was thoroughly united. ( Cheers .) He had 
perfect confidence in the future of the party. {Loud cheers .) But 
they wanted a Leader {great cheering ), and he, therefore, called npon 
certain gentlemen to move certain Resolutions. {Prolonged and 
enthusiastic cheers .) 

Mr. Whitbread, who was received with much cheering, moved 
that the Meeting should express its profound sense of the loss the 
country and party had sustained by the retirement of Mr. Glad- 
stone. {Loud and long-continued cheering , again and again 
renewed.) Their loss, he observed, was a loss, like many other 
losses in this life, of which it might be said that we did not become 
aware of their magnitude till we discovered how much we had 
lost.* 

Mr. Fawcett, who seconded the Resolution, was received with 
loud cheers. He said that it was a great comfort to him and his 
friends to think that though they often opposed Mr. Gladstone 
when supported by a majority of 125, after he was defeated they 
had given him their cordial support. Then the Motion was carried 
amid enthusiastic cheering. 

* As these remarkable utterances of Mr. Whitbread and Mr. Fawcett 
arc given in almost identical words in all the reports of the Meeting, we 
presume they were really the eloquent outbursts of the moment. 


Mr. Charles Villiers, on presenting himself to the Meeting, 
was received with loud cheers, and on his proposing the Marquis 
op Hartington as the future Leader of the Party, the cheering 
knew no bounds. 

Mr. S. Morley’s cheers appear to have been mislaid for the 
moment, on his rising to second the proposal ; but, at the conclusion 
of his speech, he was loudly cheered. 

The Resolution was carried amid great cheering, and 

Lord Frederick Cayendish, on getting on his legs, to return 
thanks for his brother the Marquis of Hartington, was greeted 
with prolonged cheering. 

Dr. Lyon Playfair and Mr. Holm:s, in moving and secondmg a 
vote of thanks to Mr. Bright, hardly— according to the reports— 
seem to have met with fair play in the way of cheering ; but, on 
Mr. Bright rising to express his acknowledgments, cheering set 
in again with as much vigour as if it was just beginning. 

The meeting having shaken hands^ with itself, then dispersed, 
amid loud cheers — the whole proceedings, including the cheering, 
not having lasted more than forty minutes. 

For a Party that is out of Office, this is about the most cheerful 
meeting that was ever reported. 


For Coley of Cowley, near Oxford. 
{After Johnson.) 

Dr. Johnson wrote, in his Vanity of Human Wishes 
a See nations slowly wise, and meanly just, 
O’er buried merit raise the tardy bust.” 

Had he lived last week, he might have written, — 

See Coley, scarcely wise, and hardly just, 
Over unburied Merritt raise a dust. 




WEDNESDAY WISDOM. 

With a view to acting up, as far as possible, to tlie spirit of the 
law as gathered from the various enactments in regard to the pro- 
per and anomalous observance of Ash Wednesday, the following are 
a few of the Theatrical arrangements suggested to the Li C. for 
that day, though it is doubtful whether it will be found practicable 
to carry them all out in their entirety. 

Haymarket, — Afternoon Lecture on “ Unpopular Astronomy,” by 
Lord Dundreary , followed by some remarks on the “transit of 
Yenus,” by Ms. Bnckstone. 

Lyceum, — Morning Performance of Hamlet , by the “Bateman 
Minstrels.” The characters will appear in evening dress, and, with 
the exception of the Ghost , with blackened faces, and will be seated 
opposite the audience in a semi-circle. The “ bones ” will be held, 
but not used by the Prince of Denmark , and the address to the 
players will be struck out. 

Charing Cross . — Sermons, as usual, during the evening by the 
Rev. Julian Guay. Boors open at half -past seven. 

Albert Hall . — Popular representation of the Drury Lane Panto- 
unme. Two clowns, full orchestra of twenty-five, and great organ. 
Gaiety, — Scientific lecture by Mr. John Holling-shead, on the 
ns_e and progress of .OpSra Bouffe in England, ”with scenic, vocal 
and instrumental illustrations by the staff: and company of the Gaiety 
Theatre. No Pees. 

Strand . — Sacred .Concert, under the direction of Mbs . Swan- 
borough. Programme not yet settled. &c., &c., &c. 

a dvises the proprietors of other places of amuse- 
ment to follow suit, as he is of opinion that an honest attempt, 
made m this gemal spirit, to meet the force of authority half way, 
would lead, to highly satisfactory results. He submits that the 
experiment is worth trying. 


A HOPE FOR ALL FOOLS. | 

A recent telegram from Paris quotes from the Cologne Gazette ' 
the statement that Prince Bismarck is suffering from a nervous 
affection, that his physicians have warned him to lead a quiet life, 
that the President of the Police has advised him to look to his ; 
personal safety, and that : — 

il It is rumoured in the Upper House that soon after his sixtieth birthday, 
on the first of April, he intends to retire.” 

It may be'considered at once a curious coincidence and contrariety 
that Bismarck, who is no fool, should have beeu born on All Fools’ 
Day. Perhaps it will turn out that his retirement should have been 
announced to occur on that Festival, so as to make the devotees 
who may have prepared to celebrate it with unusual rejoicing 
regular April Focus. 


Translated for the French. 

Ie “ Ignorance is bliss,” what a happy man that redacteur of the 
Paris Soir must he who informed his readers, last Thursday, that j 
“ Sir Thomas Carlyle had gained the post of Queen’s Laureate 
in the competition of 1874.” What would True Thomas say of this 
version, by the French “ able editor,” of his refusal of the Grand 
Cross of the Bath ? Probably he would think the blunder rather 
one to laugh at 'than to he grandly cross over. 


NOT BEFORE IT WAS WANTED. 

The last move of the French Assembly has been to carry a solid 
Wall-on atop of the Septennial foundation of Marshal Macmahon, 
— no doubt, to keep out the Bonapartists. 


Whlt&MrLwi 0 ^ ti* Mary , Islington., in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Agrnew, & Co., Lombard 
’ in to rxecmct or wwtefriars, m the City of London, and Published by him at No. $5, Fleet Street, in the Parish of St. Bride, City of London.-Sucuwur, February 13, 1875. 
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CHARLES LAMB’S CENTENARY. 

“February 10, is the centenary of the birthday of Charles 
Lamb. It is thought that this offers a fit opportunity to establish 
some memorial of him in his old school, where, I am ashamed to 
say, no visible trace of him exists.” — Letter of Gr. C.Bell ( Mead 
Master of Christs Hospital) in the Times. 

Dear Elia, born a hundred years ago, 

How through and through your quiet life we know : 
How we delight in those quaint essays, made 
Out of soul-sunlight conquering life-shade: 

How we enjoy your happy style, sore sated 
Of large words with but little meaning weighted : 
How every one who reads your prose or rhymes, 

Feels to you as a comrade of those times, 

That heard you pun and stammer out your joke, 

And breathed the fragrance of your curling smoke : 
For never reader could your Essays end, 

Without the thought, “Dear Elia is my friend ! ” 

How the Head-Master of that famous school, 

Where onoe you writhed ’neath flagellating rule, 

And, when birch-rod produced accordant hymn, 
Envied unpunishable cherubim, 

Writes to tbe Times - says briefly, “ Let us do 
Something for that dear ancient brilliant Blue.” 
Hunch says the same, for through the world who knows 
So exquisite a master of sweet prose, 

So beautiful a dreamer, though the sky 
To which you soared was not immensely high ; 

So subtle an observer of all things 

Kindly and quaint, with old-world colourings. 

What though the playful fancies of your pen; 

Be your memorial in the hearts of Men, 

’Tis sad to know, where a hoy-blue you played, 
Withiu the churchyard where your hones are laid, 
Tour grave neglected,* and your schoo-lroom wall, 
Without a stone your memory to recall ! 

* See letter of Mr. Percy Fitzgerald in tbe Daily News, 
Saturday, Feb. 13. 


‘'ON ’CHANGE.” 

Brown. “Hornin'. Fresh Mornin’, ain't ir?” 

Smiih. “’Course ir is. Every Morning’s a fresh Morning ! By-bye!” 

[Brown’s temper all day is quite unbearable. 


Leyden Literati. 

Punch is glad the proceedings at the Leyden Ter- 
centenary went off smoothly. A Leyden jar or two was 
no more than might have been expected. 


“ TOO FEW COOKS SPOIL THE BROTH.” 

The Hermitage , Cosy Nook. 

My Very Dear Mr. Punch, Feast of St. Pancakes. 

The other evening, as I was sitting dozing over the Times 
after supper, I came across a most interesting letter. It was 
entitled “ Cookery for the Working Classes,” and contained several 
very excellent suggestions. I suppose I must have fallen asleep as 
I was reading it, for I certainly found that I had been carried out 
of my comfortable study to be placed in a small, half-furnished room. 

My new abode was a very wretched place. There was a little 
window in one of the corners which had lost a third of its proper 
complement of glass panes. The deficiency had been made good 
with brown paper and dirty dusters. In the centre of the room 
was a slovenly . woman, hard at work preparing the household 
dinner. Her hair was rolled up in a heap anyhow, her cotton gown 
was amply spotted with grease and gravy, and her hands and arms, 
to say the least, could scarcely have been compared honestly with the 
driven snow. Rolling about the floor, and generally getting into 
the way of their mother, were two ragged children. I now turned 
my attention to the cookery. 0, mv dear Mr . Hunch , such waste, 
such cruel waste 1 Meat hacked and tossed about as if it had been 
sp much grass ! Bones thrown away to the dogs in the court out- 
side, fat given over to the tender mercies of the cats on the tiles ! 
And such cooking— such barbarous cooking ! The woman’s one idea 
seemed to be that she ought to burn the meat before her to a cinder. 
So long as it was “brown all over,” sbe was perfectly satisfied. 
She laid the cloth (such a cloth!), and put out the plates (such 
plates !) ; and, after hustling a lot of newspapers, old coats, and 
older stockings, on to a side table, she was ready for dinner. Such 
a dinner ! It consisted of very improbable meat, garnished with nearly 
impossible potatoes ! As I looked at this banquet, laid out in what 
I may call a temple of mess and misrule, the husband of the woman 
entered the room. He looked at his home, his wife, and his dinner, 
and sat down on a chair, and in a bad temper. Before I could hear 


him breathe the beautiful sentiments I knew he must he burning to 
utter, I was whirled away into quite a different sort of apartment. 

The new room in which I found myself was neat and cheery. 
Pleasant pictures were hanging on the walls, the floor had been fresh 
sanded, and flowers were blooming in the window- seat. Every- 
thing was in its proper place, from the big clock down to the tiniest 
little egg-cup. A bright young woman, in a spotless cap and a 
large brown holland apron, was busy at work cooking. She had 
a couple of excellent assistants in the persons of two neat-handed, 
bright-eyed, merry-voiced children. Ah ! here was something like 
cookery ! Ho waste, no dirt, and no stupidity. Every morsel of 
meat and bone not required for the dish upon which the woman 
was engaged, was quietly popped by the children into a steaming 
pot ait feu. A beautiful white cloth was laid upon the table, and 
then the wife, as a finishing stroke, concocted such an omelette ! 
This done, she took off her apron, carefully folded it up, and was 
ready for dinner. She looked as clean and as neat and as bright 
(let me say for want of a better simile) as a brand new darning- 
needle ! As the omelette smoked on the table, in came the husband 

fresh from his toil. He sat down with a smile, and then 1 found 

myself somewhere else. 

I was back again in England. I saw Schools of Cookery, attended 
by flocks of farm-children and presided over by young ladies. ‘I 
knew intuitively that these young ladies had given up their croquet 
parties and had snubbed their curate admirers to go in for a course 
of training at the School of Cookery at South Kensington. I noticed 
that the wives were neat and the husbands happy, that the cottages 
were tidy and pretty, and the children cheery and useful. In fact 
I found that England could compare with France. And when I 
saw all this, my very dear Mr. Hunch , I knew that I must be what, 
as a matter of fact, I actually was, 

Your obedient Servant, 

Only a Dreamer. 


Broad Church Yestment.—A Fre-mantle. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ield Marshal Disraeli, 
deserves credit for hav- 
ing had his batteries 
early in good position, 
with their artillery in 
excellent order. 

Report on the Ad- 
dress was brought up, 
under the usual desul- 
tory file-fire, enlivened 
by a volley of Irish 
patteraroes , opened by 
Mr. O’Connor Power 
(the member for County 
Mayo) who, last year, 
had a speech report- 
ed which was never 
spoken, and now spoke 
a speech which had 
better not have been 
reported. Mr. J. Mar- 
tin insisted, as usual, 
that the Irish Members 
had no business at 
Westminster, "and ought to be on 
College Green. If it was as clear 
that they would do no harm there, 
as it is that they do no good here, 
the House would probably agree 
with him. And then the Com- 
mander-in- Chief , stepping lightly 
forward under this harmless dis- 
charge, gave the word, “ Fire 
along the whole Line ! ” 

General Cross opened the hall 
with his great gun— the Bill for 
Improving Insanitary Habita- 
tions. Medical Officers are to set 
Town Councils in motion; and they 
are to have power to eject King 
Fever ont of his Courts, that 
Health, Cleanliness, and Decency 
—blessed triumvirate— may reign 
in his room. 

The danger is lest King Job be set up as a successor to King Fever. Local authorities 
are not to build till it is found impossible to induce Private Enterprise to undertake the 
work. Besides, schemes under the Act for London must have the sanction of the Home 
Office; for other places, of the Local Government Board. Machinery for valuation and 
arbitration is provided. Prepared and sanctioned schemes of improvement are to he em- 
bodied in Provisional Orders, and acquire force of law without the cost of Private Bills. 

Captain Cross, whose handling of his great gun was smart and soldierly, drew off to 
make room for General Sir Stafford Northcote, who brought up his lighter piece— the 
Friendly Societies Bill— an improvement on the one withdrawn last Session. If working 
men will subscribe to insolvent Societies, they will do it with their eyes open, for the 
Government is to prepare and circulate tables to prove that Societies— any more than soldiers 
—cannot spend half-a-crown out of sixpence a day, and prosper. In certain specified cases 
of ruinous mismanagement Societies may be dissolved. Little children may he insured, up 
to £3, in one office. Working-man-fathers are not quite so black, it seems, as they were 
painted last year. 

Then came up Sir Charles Adderley with his Merchant Shipping Bill— a lighter gun 
by far than Mr, Plimsoll wants, hut as heavy as the Board of Trade think workable 
with effect. Discipline, safety of ships and crews, training of boys for the Merchant 
Service, inquiry in cases of loss, are all provided for. There is to he a register of draught 
on ships* sides, hut no load-line. That the Government, hacked by the Commission of 
Inquiry, still refuse ; and they still decline to undertake a general survey of unclassed ships, 
though they grant one in all cases where it is called for. 

Mr. Plimsoll calls the Bill a hollow mockery. But he should remember that golden rule 
of English politics — “ half a loaf is better than no bread ; ” and it is worth his while to note 
that Mr. Goubley and Mr. Wilson, shipowners, and old enemies of his, declare their pre- 
ference of his Bill to the Government’s. Surely this is a fact worth his pausing over. 

After the three Government batteries had given their fire, came the grand entree of the 
obbies 1 More than thirty of these high-mettled chargers were gaily trotted in, including 
le famous old hobbies, Permissive Prohibitory, Game-Laws Abolition, and Contagious 
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Diseases Acts Repeal— to say nothing of the twenty- seven less known to fame behind them. 

Tuesday, February 9 ^.—Government batteries still to the front. 

Lord Cairns brought up the Judicature and Land Transfer Bills, so hastily drawn off the 
field last Session, 

Lord Redesdaxe, of course, clung like grim death to the name of Court of Final 
Appeal, which will no longer belong to the Lords after the Bill passes. The sub- 
stance of legal authority has long since passed to the Law Lords. But Lord Redesdale 
likes fighting for shadows. He wants the Judges consulted, knowing that they don’t 
like the change, Funch is bound to record that fact, as well as that a heavy body of re- 
calcitrants opposed to the Bill has been mustered by Sir George Bowyer from among Q,,C.’s 


and other bigwigs of the Law. Valeant 
quantum . 

The Bishop of Peterborough brings in 
his Bill to Prevent Simoniacal Practices, 
intended to check— if it can’t scotch— the 
buying and selling of cures of souls, which 
strikes people!as so scandalous, and does the 
Church more harm than many more serious 
evils which don’t look so bad. 

In the Commons, Mr. C. Lewis moved 
to stop the Stroud Writ. He told the story 
of Stroud— its eighteen months of contests, 
petitions, unseating sj the convulsion of 
Stroud society, split into blue Guelfs and 
yellow Ghibellines— who' will neither 
speak, shake hands, dine, drink, play, 
or pray together, like your even Christian. 
And worse, in one year £60,000 has been 
flung into the Scylla of Election Contest 
and the Charybdis of Election Petition.! 

Yet, argued Sir William Harcourt, the 
Judges have acquitted Stroud of extensive 
corruption. Stroud corruption is, in fact, 
like the Nigger’s pig — “Him bery little, 
Massa, but him tarnation lively.” But 
without “extensive corruption” no dis- 
franchisement. Precedent is dead against 
it, and though the “ gay wisdom” of Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson laughed “musty pre- 
cedent” to scorn, he was gravely but 
pleasantly rebuked by Mb. Disraeli— 
whose own wisdom— once “ hilar is ” as Sir 
Wilfrid’s own, has grown “ mitis ” by 
mellowing power of time— and the House 
determined that the writ must go. 

Nobody in the House, or out of it, 
doubts that the lighting, paving, and 
cleansing of London want legislation; 
but, as there is a Metropolitan Municipal 
Bill at the door, Parliament did not see 
the good of affirming so much in the Reso- 
lution moved by Sir William Frazer. 
Such a Resolution would, under the cir- 
cumstances, he a mere empty phrase. Par- 
liament, for all its name, does not like 
phrasers. Hogg defended the Yestries. 
They have every right to a Hogg for cham- 
pion. Mr. Dillwyn fought hard to except 
Bills that had passed through Committee 
from the half -past twelve o’clock rule, 
which imposes a time-bargain as strict as 
Cinderella's on all opposed matters, after the 
fateful “half-hour ay ont the twal.” But 
Disraeli, who had once supported Mr. 
Dillwyn, was against him now, and the 
half-hour rule was made absolute, and 
without exception. 

Wednesday . — A dies non. Parliament 
fasted, even from words, good or bad. 

Thursday . — More Government Bills. The 
Chancellor of the Exchequer consoli- 
dates and amends the Public Works Loan 
Acts, and Mr. Sclater Booth does even 
more. He is going to let light and order 
into the chaotic darkness of the twenty- 
nine Sanitary Statutes, that now puzzle 
Legal Authorities and drive Local Autho- 
rities to despair. It is worth while to call to 
mind that, besides its National Debt, Great 
Britain has a local debt of £72,000,000, 
which increases at the rate of £3,000,000 
a year. Seventy of the seventy-two mil- 
lions have been lent by the Public Works 
Loan Commissioners, of which only sixty- 
nine millions have been paid back. The 
Commissioners may only lend up to 
£300,000 in one year, hut they can accu- 
mulate unexhausted credits, and so may 
sometime swoop down on the Exchequer 
for £800,000 at short notice. Both the limit 
and the power of accumulation are to be 
done away with. Local Oliver Twists are 
each year to say what they want in good 
time, and not to ask for more. An annual 
Bill is to give the Commissioners power to 
lend this, and to inform the country of the 
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PUTTING HIS FOOT IN IT. 

Katz. “I’m afraid you’re entangled!” 

Augustus. “ Don’t care, I’m sure— if you don’t.’ 


year’s additions to the local indebtedness. Much notice the country 
is like to take of that ! 

Lord Eicho brought in the Metropolitan Municipality Bill. The 
Corporation of London is to be extended till it embraces all within 
the Bills of Mortality. But the King of England is to have a veto on 
the choice of the King of London ; and his police is to be under the 
Home Office. The vestries are to send two members apiece to the 
Town Council, and the Chairman of the Board of Works is to be 
ex officio Chairman of Committees. The public asks, will Gog and 
Magog— giants as they are — be big enough for these enlarged 
duties? 

Sir G. Bowyer thinks not. As for Punch and England, c . a. 
v . — The Court asks time for consideration. 

Friday . — The Lord Chancellor brought in a Bill for amending the 
Patent Laws. Examiners of Patents (with Referees) are to be ap- 
pointed to look into applications before they are granted, and speci- 
fications are to give such information as will guide the Examiners 
in deciding whether the Patent should be granted, and if so, for 
seven years or fourteen. Patents may be recalled after two years 
if not used by the Patentee or his licensees; and if the Crown 
uses a patent for the public service, and can’t settle terms with 
the Patentee, the Treasury may settle for him. All this seems clear 
improvement. 

Mr. Lopes in an after-dinner speech lately called the Irish 
Home-Rule Members a “disreputable band.” Mr. Sullivan calls 
him to account, and threatens to move the House that such language 
is a'lbreach of privilege. If the Irish Members never strained their 
Parliamentary privilege further ! 

Another fight over the Stroud Writ. It goes by 184 to 73. 

Mr. Sclater-Booth brought in a Bill providing for the purity 
of Food and Drugs offered for sale. 

Altogether a busy week, and spent bn good practical work. Punch 
congratulates the Commander-in-Chief and Generals of Division. 


What the Civil Service Wants.— L ess of Playpair and more 
of Fair Play. 


THE CABMAN’S SHELTER. 

(. Philanthropist sings.) 

0 rest thee, my Cabby, this cold and wet night ; 

Thy coffee is hot, and thy gas-stove burns bright. 

Where ’s the tavern or pothouse a shelter could be 
So cosy, at once, and so harmless for thee ! 

0 rest thee, my Cabby ; may soon the time come 

When you all will be weaned from your gin, beer, and rum. 

So rest thee, my Cabby, from cold, rain, and sleet. 

And may no Mrs. Prodgers invade thy retreat. 


Ashantee War Medal. 

It is said {Army and Navy Gazette) that the colours of the ribhon 
for this medal— black and yellow— have been selected in honour of 
the Duchess of Edinburgh ; but we are inclined to believe that the 
Black is emblematic of the Nigger or Koffee-coloured side of the 
campaign ; and the Yellow the jaundiced appearance of the brave 
fellows who are fortunate enough to be alive to wear the decoration. 


Sibylline Voices Wanted. 

Recent American papers report the case of a gentleman who 
was forcibly excelled when he ventured to express his disapproba- 
tion by hissing in an American theatre. Let us hope if the same 
hiss-trv-on-io experiment were made on this side the water it 
would be rewarded instead of punished. 


Matrimony {by our Musical Cynic ).— The common c(h)ord of two 
Flats. 

A Bar’s Rest.— The Long Vacation. 
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A HOLY CALM. 

# — “The holy. calm and profound peace that at present pervade every sec- 
tion, and fraction of a section, of the House of Commons.”— Sin Wilfrid 
Lawson. 

h! halcyon days! Peace smiles upon 
Party; feud and fraction— 

Happy issue of the Con- 
-servative reaction ! 

Under Dizzy’s bottled halm 
(Made from oil of nettles !) 

Lo, a happy, holy calm, 

O’er St. Stephen’s settles ! 

William’s zeal had grown a bore 
Truce to “ earnest ” thundering ! 
Burning questions blaze no more ; 

Blundering and plundering, 
Stirring up each sleeping dog, 
Every wind-bag prodding, 

Are no more the rule,— we jog, 
Plodding now and nodding. 

G-ladstone, that impulsive man, 
Friend and foe to ire works ; 
Dizzy’s is the safer plan— 

Business and no fireworks ! 
Tickling, him that trounced, behold ; 

Syrup now the acid [old, 

Which burnt upon that tongue, of 
The once-pungent placid ! 

“ Silent and considerate ! ” 
“Patient and sagacious ! ” — 
Stormy petrels of debate, 

Talkers too vivacious, 

Come not here to stir up strife ! 

Sluggards you may vote us ; 

John Bull’s one desire in life 
Is— to eat the lotus. 

Let them our smooth programme term a 
Policy of Sewage ; 

We are safe on terra firma, 

In this new true-blue age. 

We ’ll nor harass Church nor Land, 

Bishop fright, nor Brewer ; 

“ Fast and fiery ” we withstand ; 

Our word is “ Slow and Sewer /” 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

Continuation of Cold— Friends in Consultation— Trying a Remedy . 

Ho. I cannot get rid of my cold. I seem to myself to have such 
a cold as nobody ever had before, or since, the Deluge, till now. 

I select the Deluge as the era of the introduction of colds and 
chills. 

Sappy Thought— Good notion for a new subject for Bishop 
Colenso. By the way, how startling the first sneeze must have 
been. Wonder what the < sneezer himself thought of it. If 
Dr. Colenso could get a scientific physician to collaborate on the 
History of Cold from its Origin up to the Present Time, they ’d get 
on wonderfully, when they both, so to speak, warmed to the work. 
It is a comfort to an invalid when he finds his friends attentive. 
Boolells is already here. He tells me how bad he himself has 
been for years ; how much worse than myself he is at this present 
moment. This he calls “ cheering me up.” I call it irritating to 
the last degree. In effect he seems to be holding himself up as a 
beautiful example for my imitation, “ Look at me,” he seems to 
say. “ I ’m twice as ill as you are, yet I don’t give in, like you do. 
I don’t lie down and moan as you do. I don’t send for a doctor 
merely for a cough or a cold.” 

I am silent He doesn’t understand me, and he doesn’t really 
know what it is for a healthy man to he ill. If he is always 
unhealthy, it is his normal state, and he is accustomed to it. 
Besides, I am engaged on a book, Queries of Humanity , which 
requires brain-work. Boodells is not so engaged. On the con- 
tra*^ he has nothing to do but to roam about Ms garden, ask the 
Head Gardener What’s up?” order the Assistant Gardener to 
?! ove from the left corner to the right corner, ascertain (for 

himself) what may be the temperature of the OrcMd-house, look in, 
through a sort of peep-show window in the hive, to see how the bees 
are getting on, feed a couple of plethoric ducks, look over a gate (in 
safety) at a suspicious cow, and, once in so many years, drag the 
pond. Generally speaking, I should call his, drain- work, as con- 
trasting with mine, i,e,, brain-work. 


As for Mildttrd, I dread his coming, as he takes a comic view of 
every ailment ; he, also, means to “ cheer me up.” 

When he does come, however, he is very sympathetic — at 
first. Gradually, becoming accustomed to my complaints, he is 
inclined to suggest comic, or, rather, pantomimic remedies. He 
proposes the'red-hot poker to begin with. Seeing the warming-pan 
in the room, he can’t refrain from going through such “comic 
business,” he calls it, “as old Payne would do if he had a cold in 
the opening of a pantomime.” He entreats Boodells to join him in 
a comic scene, just to “ cheer me up.” I smile languidly. I feel I 
cannot enter into the spirit of his fun. I would prefer reading a 
grave philosophical treatise on Fortuitous Atoms , and dropping ofi 
to sleep. 

Cazell arrives. After him Englemore, who, on entering the 
room, salutes me with, “ Hallo, Colonel ! Invalided ? ” 

Really I never had so much excitement when I was in the best 
possible health. It’s quite an “ At Home.” 

Cazell scrutinises me. He knows at once what it is, and what I 
ought to do. “ My dear fellow,” he answers, on hearing my sym- 
ptoms, ‘ 1 that ’s liver. That cough isn’t from cold only ; it ’s liver.” 

Boodells becomes interested, and cuts in with the remark that it 
seems to him like biliousness. “ I J m a very bilious subject,” he 
adds, speaking of himself, “ and I’m often like that.” 

Cazell won’t give in. He won’t hear of biliousness. Liver, he 
says, is the cause of it all. “ My dear hoy,” he argues, “ I ought to 
know. I studied medicine for two years.” 

“ And were obliged to leave ofi directly you began to practise it,” 
says Milbtjrd. “Eh?” 

Everyone thinks this observation ill-timed. 

It suddenly occurs to me that if Cazell is right, my doctor, who 
calls it “a violent cold, and just a touch of slight bronchitis,” is 
wrong. Boodells is all attention— really interested in Cazell’ s 
dissertation ; and Mildttrd, finding his jokes at a discount, assumes 
the air of a serious inquirer. Englemore shakes his head, and is 
understood to suggest “ Mister Mustard Plaster but he gives in to 
Cazell, who is in his element, while telling us what it is, and what 
I ought to do. 

“ You feel languid ? ” he says. 

I do. I own it. 

“ Of course you do,” he continues, triumphantly. “ You have a 
pain in your right hypoehondrium ; you have a nasty, troublesome 

cough ” (I nod my head. He is right.) “You experience 

some difficulty in breathing ” 

“ Not much,” I interpose. Englemore murmurs something about 
“ Benjamin Bellows ;” but as this does not appear to have any more 
than a mere marginal reference to the subject in hand, Cazull goes 
on. depreoatingly, 

< “ No, not much ; that is, in an advanced stage. Now you have a 
difficulty of which you are scarcely conscious, and it arises from 
secretions of mncus m the bronchial tubes, which anyone can ascer- 
tain by percussion, and by the sounds of sonorous and sibilant 
rhonchi in the first stage. Then, of course, if the central canal won’t 
act, and the biliary ducts can’t do their duty, the whole system 
gets out of order, and can only be restored by the greatest care.” 

I begin to think I am very ill— much worse than I had expected 
to find myself. Even Boodells, by his change of manner, seems 
tacitly to acknowledge, that, at last, I have outdone him, and that I 
am really an invalid. 

I am not skilled in medical terms, but, after Cazell’s lecture, I 
am so depressed in one sense, and yet so cheered in another (that is, 
to find that I am worthy of commiseration, and not the feeble- 
minded vielder to a pain in my little finger that Boodells would 
have made me out to be) that I am inclined to send for my Aunt, 
and say, “ Aunt, Doctor Bloomer was all wrong. I ’ve got some- 
thing the matter with; mv hypoehondrium, my mucous membrane isn’t 
at all the thing, my biliary ducts are not going on properly, and 
I require the greatest care, or else, as my system is quite out of 
order, there ’s no knowing what may happen.” 

My Aunt enters just as Milburd is putting the pertinent inquiry, 
“ What ’s the remedy ? ” 

Cazell, still in his element, replies at once, “Remain quiet in an 
atmosphere of a uniform temperature ; keep the internal fire well 
supplied, and the circulation up to the mark: don’t get into 
draughts : nourishing food and easy of digestion. And,” turning 
to me, “you ask your doctor for a prescription of calomel, nitro- 
muriatic acid, hydriodate of potass, taraxacum, and soda, a dose of 
ipecacuanha, a gentle alterative, and on the first opportunity get 
away for change of air. Yon ’ll find I ’m right.” 

Milburd is the first to recover himself after this. 

He says, alluding to me, “ He ought to use a cold water compress 
every night.” 

“Where?” I ask. 

“0, anywhere,” he answers vaguely; “wherever you feel it 
would do you good.” 

“ Diet ’s everything,” says Boodells, emphatically. Cazell 
! admits that it is important. 
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Englemore, silent up to' this point, chimes in. He puts it in his 
own peculiar way. 

“Yes, Sir,”— he is fond of assuming the American style when he 
wants to be forcible and yet playful, or it would be more correct to call 
this his amusingly instructive style. “ Yes, Sir,” he goes on, “ little 
Dicky Diet is your man to keep Master Stumjack in order.” (Stum- 
jack, he explains, is the Christy- Minstrel-Drawing-room phrase for 
politely alluding to the st-m-ch. This is his delicacy in my Aunt’s 
presence.) “ Dicky Diet ’s your man,” he says, putting his hands 
m Ms trousers’ pockets and rattling some keys by way of an accom- 
paniment. “Take Matthew Mutton well done, hot. Yictoria Vege- 
table ’s not a bad girl in moderation. Finish up with little Tommy 
Tonic. Picking up, Sir, that ’s what the Colonel wants.” 

By Colonel he means me. 

“I’ve always heard,” my Aunt observes, “ that Champagne is an 
excellent thing for a cold.” 

“Quite right, Ma’am. When this insect we understand him 
as alluding to himself— “has the snivelicis in his head, he finds 
that, for a regular pick up, there ’s nothing so good as the remedy 
of Peter Pommery, extra dry, and drink nothing else till you go to 


Mr. Lullaby. Next morning up with the lark, Corporal Cold and 
Brigadier Bronchitis off the scene. No mustard plasters need apply.” 

This, suggestion of a remedy seems to restore us all to good spirits, 
excepting Cazell, who will have it that there 5 s a deposit of sugar 
in all Champagne, wMch must do— I don’t exactly catch what — “ to 
the ” (I think he says) “ hypochondrium.” 

All my friends have to go away, except Englemore, who says he 
can^stop^to dine, merely, he puts it, as a medical adviser. 

Happy ^Thought. — Pommery, extra dry, for dinner. 

My Aunt says she feels better for the Champagne : so do I. 
Englemore is obliged to go back to Town by the last train.. His 
dieting has resulted in what he calls “Peter Pommery ” at dinner, 
and William Whiskey, hot, with cigars, afterwards. He says, “ My 
dear Colonel, as long as you fancy it, that ’s good enough for you.” 

After his departure the effervescence of the Champagne, and'the 
stimulus of the whiskey and cigar, seem to have gone too. 

I begin to meditate whether it has been a beneficial remedy or 
not. Samuel Sleep will decide. But I must get well, because I want 
to try that new horse in the trap. 


PARLIAMENTARY NOTICES. 

Questions. (To ask the—) 




* 




% the Correspondence which passed between bimself and 

Mr. Thomas Carlyle, on offering that distinguished 
author the Grand Cross of the Bath. 

The Chancellor oe the Exchequer, what Surplus he 
ECRETARY OE STATE expects. 

eor Foreign Af- The First Lord of the Treasury, when the Easter 
fairs, when, and recess will commence. 

under what pre- 

cautions, he in- — 

tends to lay the COMING OUT IN THE EAST. 

Doryphora decern- 

lineaia (Colorado An Indian paper tells us that— 

, potato-heetle) on “At the annual Masonic Ball at Kurrach.ee, on New Year’s 
I the table of the Eve, Parsee ladies mixed with the European gentlemen, and 
) House. chatted and laughed with them freely; and one young lady — the 

The* PRESIDENT daughter of Mr. Manockji Framji— danced with Mu. Mac- 
of the Board of kenzi:e > with a grace and ease which quite astonished her 
np_ , _ _ *i‘ ^ „ European sisters. Both in the Schottisehe and the Circassian 

JLE.ADE, u ne can Qj rc | e s ^ e was quite at home, and had she worn English boots 
luZ a ?^ ■ tL0 l ) ? instead of the awkward little Parsee slippers, she would have 
that the _ doors oi danced as well as any of the English ladies in the room. This 
the carriages . on i s the first instance in Scinde in which a Parsee lady has 
the Metropolitan appeared in a public ball-room and taken a pat {sic) in the 
and. Metropolitan dances.” 

District Railway Here is a wonderful mixture of benightedness and 
will be closed with enlightenment! We can easily conceive the^ steady- 
less Violence. o-rnns’ old fire-wnrshirrnfirs that things had 


District Railway Here is a wonderful mixture of benightedness and 
will be closed with enlightenment! We can easily conceive the steady- 
less violence. going old fire-worshippers lamenting that things had 

The First Lord come to such a pretty pass with their co-religionist 
of the Treasury (as Q-irls of the Period, and also the “European gentle- 
being something of men” thinking lightly enough of the pretty pass while 
a conjuror himself), they made up to the pretty Parsee. All this is easily 


% conjuror himselt), they made up to the pretty Parsee. All this is easily 
jgL “ ke can oner any portray able before the mind’s eye, but is it possible to 

\ ? { x J )la ? a “ on °* imagine a place in the British dominions where they 

A ^y°ho. still dance k the Schottisehe, or where they ever danced 

X } iF ■“ ie f i:RST Com- the “ Circassian Circle ? ” Ex Oriente lux does not seem 

VV My I missioned of applicable to Eurrachee, thus lapsed into the darkness 

^ Works and Btttld- 0 ± a bygone age. However, let us hail the day, or 

ings, whether it does rather night — may we say, “Oh, Framjious night!” — 

, ; . not. appear to him which witnessed this overstepping of prejudice on the 

\^-L. ^ ^ desirable to apply part of this young lady of Scinde, who, to distinguish 

% soap and water, or her, should be called Scinderella. 

some other deter- if she will take Mr. Punch's advice, Scinderella will 
, t\c v gent, to the Public stick to her slippers, “awkward” though they may 

V Statues m the Me- be, and eschew “ English boots,” undazzled even by the 

„ ... tropolis. > _ glory of dancing like an Englishwoman. Let her once 

The Home Secretary, if he sees any objection to the Police receiving some begin with boots, and, no doubt, tight-lacing, painting, 
elementary instruction in Astronomy, in order to qualify them to take celestial chignons, and all other toilette-abominations of the 
observations when on night duty. ^ West will follow. With regard to her having taken 

The City Aldermen, being Members of the House, whether the statement is a “pat” in the dances, this must he a misprint, since 
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correct that conger eels are used as stock for turtle soup. her partner’s name marks him out for Sandy more pro- 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer, whether the Report of the Civil bably than Pat. Let the Parsee Girl of the Period, 
Service Commission will affect the status and prospects of the charwomen now however, he sure that as long as she does not aspire 
employed in the various public offices and departments. to imitate the “ making-up ” devices of her European 

The Home Secretary, if it is his intention to do anything about Mrs. sisters, not only Sandy, but Pat, and John, and Taffy 

Tl _ * ° 1a W <«* Ak It A 11 ilk A Wt A-MA J-A-M ll AM j4 A it II 


Prodgers. ' ’ ° to boot, will admire her all the more for it, and do all 

4 The President OE THE Boahd oe Trade, if he is in possession of any “making-up” that is necessary for her themselves, 
information leading Mm to anticipate a good season. - ■ ■ — - 

The Lord Chamberlain, if he has any idea when the new Opera House will m , , -o * 

he opened. Temporary Motto for the Burlington Fine Ar 

The PoiaumBt-Gnmu. whether he has any objection to furnish a return TrX ? rV **° n ' ° f 

of the number of Valentines he has received this yearf Hollar ’ Boys - HoUar ! 

The noble Lord, the Member for New Radnor, if he feels comfortable in Ms 
post as Leader of the Opposition* Hint to the Managers of Poultry Shows. 


Temporary Motto for the Burlington Fine Arts 
Jlub (from the extensive repertory of Mr. Punch ). — 
‘ Hollar, Boys, Hollar ! ” 


Hint to the Managers of Poultry Shows. — 


The First Lord of the Treasury, whether he has any objection to produce! Exhibit some henpecked husbands. 





GAY WISDOM.* 


“ The Honourable Baronet (Sir Wilfrid Lawson) who always addresses 
the House in a spirit of gay wisdom,” &c.— Mr. Disraeli. 


Old Mawworm the tubbish may mouth out his rubbish, 

In dolorous, dry-as-dust, drum-thumping style ; 

Sagacity’s stroke is not rub-a-dub-dubbish, 

And Wisdom most wins when she ’s wreathed with a smile. 


“ Gat wisdom ! ” Dear Dizzy, deft master of phrases, 
What nous is enshrined iu that epigram- text ! 
Through one of humanity’s crassest of crazes 
It thrills like IthuriePs spear. We are vext, — 

We dwellers on highest and loneliest places, 

For wits such as we with the mob may not mix— 

By fools who think wisdom loves fashions and faces, 
As sad as a Quaker’s, as sombre as Styx. 


No ; Punch and Disraeli will wear wisdom gaily, 
Though Grundy s and Gamps may be loud in lament ; 
Though partisan spite- spitters, weekly or daily, 

May stomach their snubbings with sore discontent. 
Your flail, my dear Dizzy, has lately been busy 
With speeches forgotten, and leaders unread ; 

For dulness-pZws-venom you don’t care a tizzy, 

Though typed in undoubted Conservative lead. 


* 'Gay wisdom! ” That’s Punch, and you must have been thinking 
Of him, when you flung it at Lawson in fun. 

(Sir Wilfrid ’s no sumph, though he ’s daft about drinking.) 

Thanks, Ben. You ’re another ! The Session ’s begun 
With a flight of your sparks, that so dazzle the duffers ; 

Not Podagra’s pinch takes the shine out of you! 

Here ’s more power to him who can handle the snuffers 
When Wit’s feeble taper burns dolefully blue. 


For the true stupid party your hatred is hearty, 

On which side soever that party may sit ; 

And banter as bright as the beam of Astarte 
Will whelm that poor wight in a whirlpool of wit. 
Seated by Benjamin, benched beside Hartington, 
Bores are but bores, be they yellow or blue. 
Dulness alone is your true Mrs. Partington ; 

Here ’s to “ gay wisdom,” dear Ben, and to you ! 


Gay wisdom ! ” Ha ! ha ! How the purblind will blink at, 
The flash of that phrase, — like Minerva’s own owl ! 

What dead seas of dulness they ’re destined to drink at, 

Who swear by the eyes of that gogglesome fowl ! 

Is the true Tree of Knowledge a crab, that so orabbily 
Pedants and Puritans munch at its fruit P 
Punch , under shield of the laughter of Rabelais, 

, Shooteth more wisdom than prigs can compute. 


G. W. B. v. M. B. 

The Railway Commissioners have decided that the Great Western 
Railway must reduce their First Class fares to three-halfpence per 


Railway must reduce their First Class fares to three-halfpence per 
mile. Nothing has been pronounced as to Second Class fares. The 
Great Western Railway Company have accordingly given notice, 
that on and after the 1st of April next, the Second Class fares will 

t - ... _ _n i • J 


Must a sage’s hest speech ever savour of sorrel ? 

That ’s wiseacre logic and pedagogue cant ! 
The wise may he witty, the mirthful be moral ; 
Away with the dullard rumbustical rant ! 


be twopence per mile all over their line, and that cushions, arm- 
rests, carpets, and footwarmers will be transferred from the First 
Class carriages to the Second Class. 


Advice (gratis) to the Dyspeptic.— Chew and Eschew. 






Ben {the Bill-Master). “ NOW, MY LADS ! NOTHING LIKE AN EARLY START, AND A BRISK STEP OFF ! SO PUT YOUR BEST FRONTS FOREMOST 

YOUR BILLS ’ANDSOME : KEEP MOVING, AND— LOOK AS ’APPY AS YOU CAN ! ” 
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WHAT OUR VALENTINES MAY COME TO. 

ery dear Mr. Punch, 

Marcus Ward’s new 
Talent ines are all very well 
pictorially ; but you must 
permit me to observe, at this 
once- sentimental season, that 
money is the mainspring 1 of 
most events in life. Even the 
marriage-bells are often set 
a-ringing by its agency, and 
the golden chink of money- 
bags is heard mingling with 
their peal. Far too often 
now- a- days matrimony sinks 
into-a mere matter-o’ -money, 
Cupid has to own the supre- 
macy of Plutus, and soft 
hearts are forced to yield to 
the pleadings of hard cash. 
The honeymoon is frequently 
supplanted by the money- 
moon ; and all the poetry of 
love-making is lost in prosy 
calculations of the ways of 
making money by a merce- 
nary match. 

This being so, it is sur- 
prising that the authors of 
our Valentines do not write 
more in accordance with the 
spirit of the age. Of course, 
no young man ever dreams 
now of concocting his own 
Valentines any more than of 
constructing his own button- 
hole bouquet. But sup- 
posing, for a wonder, that he 
were to^ take such trouble 
as to string six lines together 
in tolerable verse, it is probable that if he gave his thoughts true expression, and if courtship 
were the aim of his poetic utterance, his sentiments would take the form of business-like 

E lam sense. Instead of penning sonnets to the eyebrow of his mistress, he would profess a 
vely admiration of her fortune ; and., probably, in lieu of gushing forth “ How Beautiful ! ” 
he would only ask “ How Much r ” 

By way of a model then for mercenary rhymesters, I send you a. few Valentines, which 
will be found somewhat in keeping with the courtship of the period, and I beg leave to 
subscribe myself, v T ° 

I. 

The rose is red, the violet blue, 

Yellow is gold, and so are you. 

Your figure ’s lean, but fate I thank 
You ’ve a fat balance>t the bank. 

Take then my troth, and let me sign 
Myself your loving Valentine, 
ir. 

I ’m out at elbows as you see, 

And many a dun is chasing me : 

So tho’ thy nose is slightly red, 

I ’m willing, love ! with thee to wed. 

0 happy day that makes thee mine— 

And all thy cash— sweet Valentine ! 
in. 

Love ?— what is love compared to gold ? 

Now, I am young ; while you are old ; 

But if, mv dear, with me you ’d live, 

Say, frankly, how much will you give ? 

Name a good sum, and I ’ll be thine, 

And we will bless St. Valentine. 

IV. 

Tho’ I ’m bandy, and humpy, and see with a 
squint, 

And altho’ on my nose there ’s a roseate tint : 

Tho’ I ’m plain as a poker, and cross as a bear ; 

Yet my property’s handsome— my prospects 
are fair ; 

So my hand and my heart you can hardly 
decline, 

For I know you love money, my fair Valentine, 
v. 

Your cheeks are white, your lips not red, 

You ’ve scarce a tooth left in your head, , 


Yours admiringly, John Smith. 

Your temper ’s wretched as your health ; 
But then I ’m told you ’ve mines of wealth. 
Sweet girl, say then that you ’ll be mine, 
And I will be your Valentine. 

Yl. 

In form, alas ! I own 1 ’m dumpy ; 

But I have plenty of the “ stumpy.” 
Then name the gladdest of glad days, 

And I will hire a pair of greys. 

The richest trousseau shall be thine, 

All thanks to good Saint Valentine. 

VII. 

Not for worlds thy fond heart would I sorely 
distress, 

But the fact is that I ’m in a deuce of a mess. 
Pay my debts, and my latchkey I ’ll bravely 
resign, 

And yield me thy captive, my sweet 
Valentine. 

vm. 

I do enjoy good dinners, which I cannot well 
afford, 

And you, I near, are rich -enough an Emperor 
to board. 

Dear Valentine, then suffer me your heart and 
purse to woo, 

And for our wedding breakfast I will scheme 
a rare menu . 

IX. 

My health is bad, my temper vile, 

I snarl far oftener than I smile, 

My legs are lean, my hair is lank, 

But I ’ve four figures at the bank. 

Sweet Maid, then be my Valentine, 

And half my money shall be thine ! 


EXAMINATION PAPER POE 
STUDENTS ON BOTANY. 

By the Injudicious Hooker. 

1. Why is the Gardenia so called, since 
it grows, not in gardens, but in ladies’ hair 
and young swells’ buttonholes ? 

2. What is the difference between the 
Broccoli and the Cauliflower? Has it 
anything to do with that which exists 
between a crocodile and an alligator, or a 
solicitor and an attorney ? 

3. Distinguish between Venus’s Bath, 
Venus’s Comb, Venus’s Hair, Venus’s Fly- 
trap, and. Venus’s Looking-glass ? What 
kind of flies are usually caught in Dioncea 
muscipula , or Venus’s Flytrap ? Do not 
‘ ‘ detrimentals ” often escape ? What sort 
of ladies are fondest of the Specularia, 
otherwise known as Venus’s Looking-glass ? 
Is ugliness their usual characteristic f 

4 There is a species of Phalaris known 
as Gardeners’ Garters. Does it give its 
name to the Order of Knighthood conferred 
on those famous gardeners, Sir Joseph 
Paxton and Sir William Hooker ? 

5. Is the Ormosta or Necklace Tree 
worth cultivating by jewellers ? 

6. Atrijplex , Anthyllis, and Plantago are 
known as Lamb’s Quarters, Lamb’s Toe, 
and Lamb’s Tongue. Mention the London 
butchers from whom they can be pur- 
chased. 

7. Lady students are requested to give 
the Latin equivalents for Lady’s Bed- 
straw, Lady’s Comb, Lady’s Cushion, 
Lady’s Fingers, Lady’s Garters \JELoni 
soit /], Lady’s Glove, Lady’s Hair, Lady’s 
Laces, Lady’s Looking-glass, Lady’s 
Mantle, Lady’s Nightcap, Lady’s Slipper 
[ah, how long since Mr. Punch played 
“Hunt the Slipper”!], Lady’s Smock, 
Lady’s Thimble [true ladies are not 
ashamed of the thimble, though vain 
young-lady minxes are], Lady’s Tresses, 
and Lady’s Thumb. 

8.. Classify with care the two unique 
species, Gladstonia morosa and Pisraelia 
gloriosa . 


PUNCH’S ADVICE TO A BABY. 

Don’t come into the world in cold weather. 

If you are the heir of a branch of the 
house of Smith, by no means permit your 
parents to christen you Howard, or Stan- 
ley, or Clinton, or Spenser. 

If you are a lady-baby, don’t let them 
call you Mary Ann or Mary Jane, or 
Sophonisba, or Sophronia. Think, of 
your future husband’s misery under such 
conditions. 

Be intensely cross to everybody. Nobody 
asked whether you wished to enter the 
worid, and you have a right to protest 
against being brought into it. Cry lustily. 
It is good for the lungs, and it generally 
results in something nice being produced to 
quiet you. 

Allow no one to talk politics in your 
presence. It cannot be of the slightest 
consequence to you at present who may 
be the leader of the Liberal Party. When 
you are grown up (if a Liberal Party should 
still exist) the question will have been 
settled and unsettled a dozen times. You 
are recommended to scream at the name 
of Pio Nono. 

Howl when you are smacked, and resist 
all attempts to put you to bed early. 


Shakspearian Notion of Economy.— 


A tanner will last 
Hamlet , Act V. Sc. 1. 


you rune year. 


. 




Anxious Mother of Many Daughters. “Papa dear, do get Mrs. Lyon Hunter to introduce you to His Highness ; you might then ask him to call, you know. 
Papa Dear. “What tor?” „ 

Anxious Mother. “Well, my Love,— you know the Custom op his Country !— He might take a fancy to several of the Girls at once l 
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NURSERY RHYMES FOR THE TIMES. 

ally was a pretty girl, 

Fanny was her sister : 

Sally read all nightman a day, 
Fanny sighed and kissed her. 

Sally won some school degrees, 
Fanny won a lover ; 



Sally soundly rated her, 

And thought herself above her. 

Fanny had a happy home, 

And urgedjthat plea only ; 
Sally she was learned— and 
Also she was lonely. 


u. 

Silly Willie Wilky went one day 

All the way to Westminster, there to play — 

To play a little game called Li-ti-gation, 
Needing skill to play it well and close ap- 
pli-cation. 

Silly Willie Wiley had never play’d 
before, 

And when he had played one game he swore 
he ’d play no more. 

rn. 

How does my Lady’s garden grow ? 

Six gardeners keep it in order, I trow. 

Into it oft does my Lady go ? 

Unless she has parties there— 0 dear, no ! 

Her dowers are cut for her, then, as they 
blow? 

Her gardeners would not allow that, you 
know. 


“ Much money my'Lady must surely bestow 
‘thout mm " 
to do so. 


dy must surely 

Without much return?” Well, she seems 


But ‘Fashion’s book-keeping is Fashion’s 
affair ; 

Only Fashion her gains with her losses can 
square. 


OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

On a Visit to the Egyptian Hall . 

Sir, 

You, perhaps, would be able to explain, satisfactorily to 
yourself at all events, how most of those things which astonish 
ordinary folk are done. I confess to being one of the ordinary folk 
—not of course in appearance, or I would not dare to represent you, 
Sir, at places of public entertainment, where directly I appear, 
decorated with your well-known orders, an audible whisper goes 
round the room of, “There he is! that’s him! 99 and similar 
indicative phrases now in use wherever the English language is 
spoken in its 'native purity. Certain then that yon had not visited 
that home of all the Sphinxes, the Egyptian Hall, where under 
one roof there are three distinct entertainments, from the jewels of 
the first water-colour in the Dudley Gallery (observe my playful 
allusion to “Dudley” and “Jewels” — ah! rich and rare were the 
gems she, poor lady, didn't wear on that eventful evening), to the 
second floor of mystery shared by the Marvellous Dr, Lynn and 
the Twin Thaumaturgi, Messrs. Maskelyne and Cooke. Sir, as 
long as these latter^ gentry inhabit the Egyptian Hall, “ Wonders 
will never cease ! ” 

And, mind you, thanks he to them for disposing of a heap of 
stuff and nonsense, and wicked imposture, too, which had been of 
late years brought before the curious and too credulous public 
under the name of Spiritualism. 

There’s as much Spiritualism in the way in which Messrs. 
Maskelyne and Cooke manage their puzzling cabinet and the 
sealed and corded box, as ever there was in any of those tricks which 
were, professedly, spiritualistic. The two magicians are most 
anxious to court inquiry. For my part, in the interest of the public 
and as specially representing you, Sir, I ascended the platform and 
rapped the cabinet inside and out with my umbrella (representing 
yoursj only better), examined the box most carefully, assisted in both 
experiments by a scientific gentleman of uncommon acumen, who pro- 
fessed himself perfectly satisfied of one thing— viz., that the decep- 
tion in the construction of the box and cabinet was so perfect, as 
completely to defy the most prying scrutiny. Bowing to the 
audience, who heartily applauded our zeal in their behalf, but did 
not throw anything at us, we (the scientific friend and myself) 
gracefully quited the Btage and resumed our seats. Some igno- 


ramuses'considered us accomplices. We heard a few ill-conditioned 
people, as we were leaving, remark, “ Them ’s two of ’em, reg’lar 
confederates. Bless you, they ’re paid for it, and come every day in 
different disguises. Lor' I Jmoio 'em by sight'' We smiled super- 
ciliously and passed out. 


I am forgetting Psycho . Psycho is the figure of a small and 
melancholy Turk, with lack-lustre eyes, and hands having a 
peculiarly unnatural appearance, even for an automaton, 
about the nails. He is seated cross-legged on a box, and 
he has small boxes near him. On the whole, he rather resembles 
a Turkish gentleman who, having determined upon travelling, 
had begun to pack up, and having suddenly tired of the occupa- 
tion had sat down on a trunk, and rested his left arm on a 
couple of small boxes. However, Psycho is an independent gentle- 
man, for he and his trunk are raised above the floor on a glass 
pedestal, quite transparent, and he most certainly appears to have 
no ‘connection with anybody either on, or off, the stage. He 
does a sum in arithmetic ; he takes a hand at whist, and plays (I 
was told this, not being a whist-player myself) a very fair game. 
Some clever people say there ’s a dwarf concealed inside. If so, the 
dwarf himself would he a fortune in a separate entertainment; 
hut, again, if so, Heaven help that unfortunate dwarf ! Where the 
poor creature can possibly conceal himself is, to my mind, a greater 
wonder than that Psycho should be worked by electricity, as was, I 
believe (for I dare not say I know) tbe plain clock face of trans- 
parent glass shown in Mr, Robin’s entertainment. Between the 
first ana second parts a Mr. Fritz Renhard shows what he can do 
with his face, three lights, mediums, aud strong reflectors. He 
makes. shadow do duty for substance, and whiskers^ and moustaches 
appear on his face in less time than I take to write these words. 
And to see him change colour ! — from white to black, and from black 
to such a beautiful brown as tbe Shah might be proud of. Mr. 
Maskelyne commences the entertainment with one of the prettiest 
dining-room-table tricks I’ve ever seen; viz., making six plates 
dance, all at the same time. It would be a capital thing for a young 
amateur just home from school to try with his father’s best dinner 
service. If damage is done, everyone must have a beginning, and 
look what a fortune may come out of even plate-spinning ! 

Let visitors take my advice, and lay their time out so as to spend a 
profitable and amusing afternoon at the Egyptian Hall, thus:— 
Begin with the Dudley Gallery in good daylight. It is a well 
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PUNCH’S AGONY COLUMN. ‘ % 

L OST, on a hot summer’s day, a Young 
Lady’s Character. Several Old Maids 
were observed in the neighbourhood, in a 
garrulous state. If that Character should 
be' found, either of the aforesaid Old Maids 
may have it, with the Young Lady’s compli- 
ments. [Nice child, Punch thinks.] 

rpEN ROUNDS REWARD— Missing, a 
-L Gentleman with two left legs, a squint 
in his right eye, several teeth missing, 
trousers that declined to fit him, feet that 
turned in, and a general hang-dog look. 
The above reward will be given to any one 
who doesn’t bring him back. [This would 
seem to be an excellent investment, judging 
by appearances.] 

VERY tired OF YOU.-Stay away. 
Y The world is wide enough for two. 




Mil 


M 

WM$Mi 


m 




m 


An Unvanquished Veteran. 

In a Bookseller’s Catalogue we came 
upon a hook entitled Echoes of the Past 
from a retired Hamlet Surely the Author, 
if not a Kemble or a Macready, must be a 
Barry Sullivan, a Phelps, or— no, not a 
Creswick, as he is going to appear as the 
young Prince of Denmark at what may 
now be called Holland House on the Surrey 
side of the water. 


A DAUGHTER OF EVE. 

“I ashed Bobby Lavender if he. thought you pretty, and he said ‘Yes!’” 
“When he comes back, ask him again— a ad I'll listen /” 


LITERARY CAUTION. 

For the benefit of those whose Latin is 
rather hazy, we think we had better state 
that the “new edition of the Cursor 
Mundi f which is in preparation for the 
Early English Text Society, has nothing 
to do with the Pope’s speeches. 


warmed room, so cosy and comfortable as to have the appearance of 
a gallery in a private house. So much did this notion grow upon 
Your Representative, Sir, that he would not have been the least as- 
tonished had a courtly gentleman stepped from somewhere— like 
Polonius from behind the arras— and asked him in to lunch. 

It was one o’clock when this idea occurred to me. But there 
was no courtly gentleman. After doing the Dudley Gallery, let 
the visitor go up either to Dr. Lynn’s (whose new beheading feat I 
shall take an early opportunity to witness), or to the room occupied 
by Messrs. Maskelyne and Cook, when he may perhaps be cheered 
by the sight of 

Your Representative, 


ALL AT SEA! 

The Admiralty , Whitehall , S. W. 

Circular 245,000,472. Feb, 13, 1875. 

The Lords of the Admiralty are not in the habit of answering 
questions. Their Lordships are forced to make this assertion in 
consequence of the many inquiries they have received from the 
Public on the subject of the recent changes their Lordships have 
thought fib to make in the names of the ranks held by Surgeons in 
Her Majesty’s Navy. However, as Parliament happens to be sitting 
at the date of the issue of this Circular, their Lordships are glad to 
have an opportunity of giving a courteous official answer by Cir- 
cular to the many correspondents who have favoured them with 
communications. It must, however, be clearly understood that this 
Circular is to he considered as final, it being issued solely with the 
view* of setting several disputed points at rest for ever. 

1. Medical Officers of mature years are, in future, to be called 
“ Fleet Surgeons.” As this regulation seems to have caused some 
misunderstanding, their Lordships beg to state that this name is not 
intended to imply that the Officers in question are, or have been, 
what is commonly called “ fast.” Moreover, it should be understood 
that, at present, no arrangements have been made to test candidates 
for these appointments as to their powers of rapid locomotion over 
the measured mile at Stokes’ Bay. For some time to come it is 
probable that the fact that a student has walked the hospitals will 


be accepted as a sufficient guarantee that he possesses the necessary 
activity to become, with ordinary practice, a “ Fieet Surgeon.” To 
set all doubts at rest, their Lordships beg to offer the explanation 
of the new name. The pay of a Naval Surgeon is absurdly small, 
—it is better suited to the pockets of a pauper than to the purse of 
an officer and a gentleman. Feeling this to be the case, their Lord- 
ships have created the title “Fleet Surgeon,” in commemoration of 
a celebrated prison that used to exist in connection with the civilian 
branch of Her Majesty’s Service. 

2. Their Lordships beg to state, in answer . to several correspond- 
ents, that they have, at present, no intention of creating a new 
rank, to be called “Naval Saw-bones.” Should, however, such a 
title come to he used, the relative rank of “Ship’s Cutter” will 
probably be conferred npon Officers belonging to this grade of the 
Service. 

3. Their Lordships will probably make, several more, changes, in 
pursuance of the policy to which allusion is made in the first 
paragraph of this Circular. Amongst the names already under 
consideration may he mentioned “ Captain-Draught Compounders,” 
“ Lieutenant - Life - Preservers ” of the first and second class, 
“Purser-Pill-Creators,” and “ Grand-Staff Medical Bishops.” 

Having given this explanation, which, as already said, must he 
considered as final, their Lordships trust that the Public and the 
Profession will both he equally satisfied. 

By Order . 

(Signed) PW, 

Permanent Secretary to the Public . 


MIGHT BE WORSE, 

Ie the Marquis of Hartington has not the eloquence of Mr. 
Gladstone, he is nob quite a “ Lieder ohne Wortef 


Dedicated to Her Majesty’s Navy, the Royal Yacht Clubs 
and the Mercantile Marine. — Which are the best Binnacl* 
Lights ? Stearine Candles, of course ! 
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PUNCH'S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. c | 

M*^A- iSokkos! 

p/{’/'^ f - ,- £98,000, and tlie probable perils as, in 

* ^ ; 'ffj JJ 16 0 Pi n i°^°f those most able to judge, 

'’-— 1 _J / ' ]i In spite of a threatening question 

)f§TT^Kl i from Chevalier o’Clerx, Her Majesty’s 

« 5j^v i a 11 ' ^ f * 7 T -^M i0s <L y Ministers have determined to recom- 

U £TjSx\ CY/V^v ' f ^ mend Her Majesty to recognise the ex- 

u rlMl/ / Y^ iibfcTV |T VI IfmBulfiii i ^jrrjBr^r ^ isting Government of Spain. 
v\Xmrl / !r\^£ / Mr. Sullivan had a happy hour— 

// jl wtbf flf{ SIjSRv quite after his own heart— ot tempest 

<=S: ^^ Yj^I i ^\Wl |LA- - n5^^ ,< :> y x o in a tumbler over Mr. Lopes’s descrip- 

tionof the Home-Rulers in the House 

i \2^\ ^(niTTTmrrr^l^^W X\_ \\ °f Commons as a “ disreputable hand.” 

\ 1 ritJal iillllTlTrrryrS ^l ^wLM y\ r^[ n He took occasion to rake up an after- 

tiM ifl IlmC^ ->XV r ^ // dinner speech of Sir John Astley, in 

'§> ft! fc: // which that worthy Lincolnshire Baronet had 

j UH ' I (if painted the same party in colours more faithful 

J \ ^ {( than Battering. But the well of Truth is, some- 

^ 'fr ^ V\ times, one^of those wells whieh^ar e best let alone. 

J ^h Ki |j ? QsJ withdraw what he had tLe bad taste to blurt 

/V '5 %. out, Mr. Sullivan ascribed the withdrawal to 

D C V. J) the polite inquiries of an Irish military friend of 

I3V2?*"' J J the Chevalier O’Clery— “ as to the state of his 

- — health, more particularly his trigger-finger.” 

Mr. Disraeli complimented the honour- 
able Member for Louth on his “glowing 
rhetoric,” only complaining that it was too long, and deprecated turning after-dinner speeches into matters of privilege. In fact, 
most good speeches, including his own, were atter-dinner speeches (Irish Members, we should have thought, would have been the 
last to complain of a little post-prandial licence). He recommended Mr. Lopes to disclaim all personal imputation, which Mb, 
Lopes rather sulkily did ; and the tempest in a tumbler, raised by Mr. Sullivan, at once subsided, to leave time for a long talk over 
the Second Reading of the Unwholesome Dwellings Bill, which had better have been kept for Committee, fixed for the 4th of March. 

Tuesday. — A day not to be marked with a white stone in the Parliamentary Register, for it brought news of the Return of 
Dr. Kenealy (shall we say, as the Englishman says, the great and good?) for Stoke-upon-Trent, and of John Mitchell, the. escaped 
convict of 1852, for Tipperary, The ill-news was soon buzzed through the lobbies, 

“And M.P.’s stood dumb, 

Or whispered with white lips, 1 The two ; they come, they come 1 * ” 

But business must be got on with, even under the cloud of such an invasion. Mr. Ward Hunt eased the anxious mind of Mr. E, Reed, 
who is afraid that the new religious service on the christening of H.M.’s ships may interfere with their launching. The prayers will be 
so timed as not to interfere with ways, wedges, or dogshores. 

England will not be sorry to learn that Britannia is not going to postpone her Arctic enterprise till she can induce Germania, 
Scandinavia, or Russia to climb the Pole along with her. 

Sir J. Astley, Lincolnshire Bart., the bold speaker whose picture of the Home-Rulers, painted in rich after-dinner colours, was 
yesterday held up to the House by Mb. Sullivan, feels natural anxiety lest those who do not know him for a soldier might think he 
had been frightened by an Irishman. So he read the letter which was supposed to have frightened him, and his answer to it, 
explaining, at the same time, that, feeling he was wrong, he had said so, but emphatically not under terror of Chevalier O’Clery’s 
possible pistol. That, in fact, was an O’Clerical error. Astley’ s was as rapid an act as Sullivan’s was lengthy ; and the blunt 
simplicity of the Lincolnshire Baronet contrasted refreshingly with the blatant rhetoric of the Irish journalist. 

Mr. Newdegate asked and got leave to bring in his hardy annual, the Bill for putting Monks and Nuns under inspection. Second 
Reading of Salt’s Bill for facilitating Public Worship in certain cases of clerical difficulty or default— for putting salt, as one may say, 
on the tails of neglectful or over-exalted parsons— and of Sir H. James’s, for clipping the charges of Parliamentary retuming-omcers, : 
which now fly decidedly too high. 

Then, tidings of the Tipperary Election having reached Westminster with the proverbial speed of ill news, Mr. Hart Dyke moved for 
the papers necessary to prove John Mitchell a convicted felon, who has neither received the Royal Pardon nor served out his sentence, 
and is therefore disqualified for M.P. Taking “Dyke” in its north-country sense of “barrier,” the work of barricading the House 
against felonious entry fell into the right hands. Some of the Irish Members talked of “indecent haste,” and divided, against 
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A KILLING (AND SLEIGHING) LITTLE PARTY. 


AFTER-DINNER SPEECHES. 

“ When the wine is in, the wit is out ; 

Only to dolts the adage reaches. 

No wise man could for a moment douht 
The value of after-dinner speeches. 

'Punch can remember the time when Peel, 
■Whose wisdom still the country teaches. 
After steak and port, his nine o’clock meal, 
Made the best of after-dinner speeches. 


When the Ministers come to the Mansion 
House, 

(The King of London their presence be- 


No truest who has any touch of nous 
Will be weary of after-dinner speeches. 


When the Royal Academy blooms in May, 
With its pretty girls and their cheeks like 
peaches, 

Who won’t, on the opening Saturday, 
Listen to after-dinner speeches ? 


When there ’s aught that ’s generous to be 
done, 

A greeting to pay that no soul impeaches, 
A dinner ’s the best thing under the sun, 
And its gold coin the after-dinner 
speeches. 


And as to the House, which often suffers 
From talk that to dreariest platitude 
reaches, 

It does not often allow its duffers 
To make long after-dinner speeches. 


Mr. Dyke’s Motion, which was carried by 174 to 13— an ominous 
minority, supposing Parliamentary like dinner parties. 

Wednesday.— Mr. J. W. Barclay tried in vain to induce the 
House* to turn over Scotch wild animals to the tender mercies of 
Scotch tenants and Scotch trespassers. A large majority evidently 
was* of opinion that scotching wild animals would be very much the 
same ais killing them. 

Sir Thomas Chambers was not more successful in his attempt to 
take down the bar now fixed between wives’ sisters and their brothers- 
in-law. There was the usnal array of directly contradictory assertion, 
pro and con : and the House, anxious to save public time, put the Bill 
out of its misery for the Session by 171 to 142. The time is not yet. 
But as the prohibition has no sufficient grounds in nature or revela- 
tion, and as the ill effects of maintaining it are certain in many 
cases, while those of relaxing it are conjectural, the chances are that 
the change* will yet come. 

Thursday. — Yery full House, and all agog for the opening or 
Kenealy Act of the evening’s sensation drama. The vessel, which 
the Stoke potters have so strangely fashioned to honour, has now its 
place in St. Stephen’s. 

The Doctor mirabilis was attended to the door of the House by 
his usual escort of tag-rag and bob-tail. Let us hope he will 
remember that at that door he leaves them. 

The first question is, how to describe the Doctor. 

We know what he appears to one Englishman — the Englishman 
edited by Dr. Kenealy— as at once great and good.; a mixture of 
Cromwell, Milton, Chatham, Mirabeau, and a Runnymede 
Baron— the profoundest lawyer, purest patriot, and finest orator of 
his time ; who is shortly to shrivel Disraeli and Gladstone into 
nothingness by his scorching, eloquence and scathing contempt, and 
then to step into both their shoes, and lead a mighty Party to 
wield at will the fierce democracy. What he appears to the English- 
men of the House of Commons, we may judge from the fact that he 
could not find two of them to introduce him to the Speaker. 

. At the suggestion of Mr. Disraeli,— as the object of the Resolu- 
tion of February 23, 1688, which requires such sponsorship, was the 
identification of the Member, and as there could be no possible 
mistake about Dr. Kenealy— who stood absolutely alone in every 
sense of the word — the House waived its standing order, and 
Dr. Kenealy was allowed to take the oaths and his place, without 
a godfather. 

It is not Punch's way to hit a man when he is down. Of all 
the humiliating positions in which Dr. Kenealy has placed him- 
self we take this last to be the lowest. And so we leave him, 
as the House does, for the present— on his good behaviour— to be 
endured or extinguished, as the case may be, 1 

Then came the Second Act of the night’s sensation drama — * 4 The 
Felon Member” [shall we call it ?], or, “ Parole and Poll.” 


When Mr. Disraeli moved, that John Mitchell,— having been 
tried and convicted of treason - felony in 1848, and having 
neither received the Royal pardon, nor served . his sentence, — 
remains a felon, and is, therefore, incapable of sitting in Parlia- 
ment, probably few but barrister M.P.s could have anticipated 
the hours of animated legal hair-splitting before the House. Un- 
luckily the lawyers knew the hair was there, and determined, after 
their kind, to have it out. So Sir H. James asked the Attorney- 
General three questions— by way of kick-off— and the Attorney- 
General answered them— by way of kick-back— and then followed 
a lively “rouge” or “scrimmage,” in which most of the leading 
lawyers of the House took part. In this cheerful little game the 
real business in hand threatened to be quite lost sight of, till Mr. 
Disraeli reminded the players that what they had then and there 
to settle was not, whether Mr. Mitchell could still be made to 
serve out the unexpired term of his sentence, hut whether he could 
sit in that House, and insisted, that the House could and should 
settle that point at once, and without a Committee. .Reason being 
clearly with Mr. Disraeli, and law being the perfection of reason, 
we see no reason to doubt that the House was right in deciding, by 
269 to 102, that John Mitchell, convicted felon, having escaped 
before expiration of his term, and standing unpardoned, is incapa- 
citated from sitting in the House of Commons. 

Friday. — A miscellaneous night — of rather desultory talk. House 
languid after yesterday’s excitement. The Lords, having no busi- 
ness to do, chatted about convicts, churches, aud Woolwich regula- 
tions. In the Commons, the irrepressible Doctor gave notice that 
on March 16 he would call attention to the Tichborne trial, and move 
a Resolution. Thank the stars of St. Stephen’s, there is such a thing 
as a Count- Out ! 

Mr. Cross undertook for a Royal Commission to inquire how far the 
Factories Act can he extended, so as to include all children engaged 
in manufactures. The Attorney- General promised Mr. Forsyth 
a Select Committee to inquire into the manner of drawing and 
passing Acts of Parliament — too often very much out of drawing, as 
times go ; and Mr. Newdegate moved, and Mr. Disraeli opposed, 
Resolutions touching the conduct of private business. 

The Food and Drugs Adulteration Bill was read a Second Time. 


AN APOLOGY DUE TO DR. KENEALY. 

When did the Gray’s Inn Benchers apologise in proper style to 
Dr. Kenealy ? 

When they made him one of their ex-ft.C.’s. 


Pereect Cure for a Clergyman.— A Core of Souls. 
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xde a Cock-liorse, 

Say, to Banbury Cross, 
To see a young lady 
Mount on a tall horse. 


She rides straight to hounds, [ Some day/ at a hull-finch, 


Fox’s dodges she knows, 


She ’ll sure come to grief, 


And, with spurs at her heels, And the hunt, to a man, 


Across country she goes. 


'Will cry, “ What a relief ! ” 


Biddle me, Biddle me Bee ! 

A hardened young cynic of three, 
Surveying mankind, 

Said he ’d rather be blind 
Than obliged so much folly to see. 


Biddle me, Riddle me Bee ! 

He declared most emphaticallie, 
He would, sooner than marry, 
Be sent to Old Harry,— 

Such was his conviction at three ! 


Biddle me, Biddle me Bee ! 

He married at thirty-three 
A Doctor of Laws, 

And, I trust, has no cause 
To wish he ’d gone first to the D- 


THE POPE'S PANTHEON. 

J ubilate / That is the word. Has not a jubilee been proclaimed 
ex cathedra $ There is hope that the Papal strike is about to cease. 
The august Prisoner of the Yatican the other day vouchsafed to 
release himself and appear in St. Peter’s. May that appearance 
soon be repeated, and, on all due occasions, until further notice. 

What a treat it would be for thousands of hearers if his Holiness 
would preach from his own pulpit the brilliant sermons which he 
now pronounces from time to time, but only in private to a select 
circle I The other day, for instance, he delivered to the parish 
priests of Borne an address wherein he eloquently and truly told 
them : — 

“We do not, certainly, see in Rome the temples consecrated to idols which 
St. Peter found, hut idols are not wanting against which it is your duty to 
combat. There is no temple consecrated to Jove, but there is the Jove of 
unbelief, who with his lightnings would annihilate the Divinity himself, and, 
as he has despoiled the Church of Jesus Christ, so also would he cause it to 
disappear from the surface of the earth. There is no temple dedicated to 
Mercury, but who can tell how horribly the thieves, his adorers, have multi- 

E lied ? There is no temple in honour of Yenus, but there are hundreds upon 
undreds of houses of sin where numbers of souls precipitate themselves to 
| eternal damnation.” 


Hot even Mr. Whaxley can deny the aptness of this description 
of the haunts of vice as temples of the heathen gods. What if they 
have always existed at Borne, with connivance, if not under sanc- 
tion ? That is no reason why the Italian Government should allow 
them now. But there are other cults of which the toleration offends 
the Holy Father. He continued 

“But this is not all. There are Protestant churches which, if it may he 
said they are less perilous, constitute also a cause of great sadness. In Rome, 
chosen by God as the capital of the great Catholic family ; in Rome, rendered 
precious by the blood of the Martyrs ; in Rome, justly decorated with the 
title of Mistress of the Truth, it cannot do other than cause grief to see, 
erected by the side of the majestic temples of the Christian religion which 


rise within the circuit of her walls — conventicles and halls where they pretend 
to worship God with heresy, which is a rebellion against God himself.” 

Never mind the Pope’s persuasion— no doubt firm — that Protes- 
tant churches are nearly, n not quite, as had as heathen, temples. 
But, by the way, your Reverences, pray observe that, among the 
conventicles and halls of heresy which his Infallibility condemns, 
he would infallibly include auy edifices in which you migfht perform 
your “ High Celebration,” and aH the rest of your imitative high 
jinks— how “high” soever. 

To return, however, to the Pope’s neat parallel between the 
temples of antiquity and the abodes of iniquity. He omits to men- 
tion any temples of Minerva. Would he not, if he had thought of 
it, have denounced them, too? Would not Minerva have served 
him to denote modem science, and her temples to signify those insti- 
tutions and schools wherein are taught discoveries in conflict with 
dogmas ? Now here is a subject on which Infallibility, no longer on 
strike, might exercise itself with advantage. What would we give 
it satisfactorily to reconcile the conclusions of Science with the 
teachings of Theology ? Any amount of Peter’s Pence. If Infalli- 
bility could only do that, it would prove itself an oracle indeed. 

In the meanwhile, may it please Infallibility speedily to endorse 
Dr. Newman’s explanation of it, discover a modus vivendi with 
Victor Emmastuel, come to terms with Bismarck, be content with 
supremacy in its own sphere, speak peace to Europe, and breathe 
effectual benediction urhi et orbi. 


Ladies’ Colleges— Take Notice. 

The following advertisement appears in a recent number of the 
Summer side Journal (Prince Edward’s Island) 

W ANTED, a EIRST-CLASS TEACHER fur the Northern School. 

Lot 13. A Male Teacher preferred, one a little ordinary, so that he 
may not attract the attention of female scholars. 
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MRS. GAMP’S EXPOSTULATION. 

“ As to the intentions of Government, he did not know what conclusions 
Honourable Gentlemen might have drawn from speeches that no one listened 
to, or dull newspapers that no one read.” — M r. Disraelt, in his Opening 
Speech of the Session . 

Which: I know that a Wiper’s a Wiper, and, nussed in one’s 
buzzum, will’ bite ; 

And it’s many’s the time I’ve been called dull and stupid by 
Radical spite — 

They ’re that bragian, and hold, and owdacious !— but Benjamin, 
pride of my ’art, 

For you for to turn and to sting me like this, makes your Sairey to 
smart! 

I was always your backer, my Ben, and my pattens and likewise 
umbrella 

Always yours to command agin Gladstone, that upstart and 
imperent fella : 

And now that he 7 s down and you’re up— which I’m’appy and 
proud for to see- 
ls it like you, my Ben, is it like you, to take and to round upon me f 

Which if I did chivvy them Rads, in a way as was ’eavy and ’ot, 
Why you did it yourself, and you know they ’re a bage and a bragian 
lot: 

When you gave ’em a hit of your mind in your famous Bath letter, 
my Ben, 

And your faithful old Sairey rejiced— did you cheek her or chaff at 
her then? 

My cotton umbrella, I swear, is worn down to the huttermost stump, 
Through applaudin’ each ’it with a prod, and salutin’ each pint 
with a thump, 


When my Benjamin battled with Bill, which he ’s one I could 
never abide— 

And now do you scorn your old Nuss, as has ever proclaimed you 
’er pride ? 

If I spattered your foes with my mud, ’twas for your sake I laid it 
so thick — 

And acause that ’s the way to make sure that some of the lot, p’raps, 
’ll stick. 

If the people who cheered People’s William, now throw up their 
caps, Ben, for you, 

Some thanks for this change for the better I did think to Sairey 
was due. 

But now you can turn up your nose in my face, while them 
Telegrafts snigger, 

And them dratted young Ekke?'-boys shouts at my ’brella, and 
pattens, and figger. 

Wich I know it ’s a Wale, and my tears have made six pocket- 
’andkerchers damp ; 

But for you, Ben, to turn such a Wiper!— it’s that crushes poor 
Sairey Gamp ! 


u Whichever you Please, my Little Dears.” 

We are glad to see that the Vestry of St. George’s Hanover 
Square, have split the difference between Interment and Crema- 
tion, for that important and aristocratic Parish, by the following 
impartial announcement : — 

“The Vestry have contracted with the Scavengers for the Dust and Ashes 
of the inhabitants.* ' 


INSCRIPTION FOR MR. HOLLOWAY’S IDIOT ASYLUM. 

Not oft is Fate so just — see wealth restored 
Back to the simple source from which it poured ! 
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THE GOVEENMENT AND THE CIVIL SEEVICE. 
iv/r R - PUNCH has much plea- 


DIRECTORS* QUALIFICATIONS. 



M R. PUNCH has much plea- 
sure in publishing the fol- 

been sent to him, under 
3^-L the seal of confidence and 

*^ rr '" ' — - marke&^trictly private, by 

the P-m-n-t S-c-t-y or 
the Tr-s-y : — 

“The First Lord or 
the Tr-s-ry and the 
Ch-c-r or the Ex-ch-r 
state to the Board, and to 
Mr. Punchy that the 
praiseworthy efforts of 
the Conservatives, during 
their prolonged but in- 
voluntary absence from 
Office, to get up steam in 
the Civil Service have been 
attended with a success 
which renders it necessary 
that the F. L. and the C. 
of E. should at once pro- 
ceed to sit upon the safetv- 
>7 valve. The F. L. and the 

u C. of E. call the attention 

of the Board and Mr. Punch to the fact that Members of the Civil 
Service have lately been in the habit of giving to the Public infor- 
mation derived from official sources. This, it need hardly be stated, is 
in direct opposition to all the received traditions of the Civil Service. 
For many years past the Public have constantly endeavoured to 
obtain, from Civil Servants, information derived from official 
sources, but they have all hut been repulsed, not always civilly, 
and have been compelled to go away from the offices, at which their 
inquiries were made, with no more intelligence than they invariably 
carried there. The F. L. and the C. of E. desire to impress upon 
Civil Servants the great Conservative principle Stare super antiquas 
vias , and, with that view, lay down the following rules, which 
they request the Board and Mr. Punch to promulgate : — 

1. In the highly improbable event of a Civil Servant having any 
information to give, he is requested to take it, between the hours of 
twelve and two, to the Chief of his Department, who will commonly 
be found the person most in need of it. 

2. If he should desire to communicate this information in writing, 
he will he careful to write on foolscap, with a half margin, and to 
write on one side of the paper only ; any departure from this rule 
will compel the Chief of the Department, to whom the communica- 
tion is addressed, to consign it to the waste-paper basket. 

3. It is not intended by these regulations to prevent the Post- 
Master-Q-eneral from stitching advertisements of breakfast bacon 
and the latest sewing-machine, into the cover of the British Postal 
Guide. As this information is of no use to anybody, the F. L. and 
the C. of E. are quite willing that it should be freely imparted to 
the Public. 

4. It is not intended by this minute to deprive the Public of any 
information which they ao not desire to possess, hut it is the desire 
of the Government to protect the Public against those cries for 
t reform and better treatment from the servants of the Public, which 
were quite reasonable and natural so long as a Liberal Administra- 
tion was in power, but ceased to have a raison d'etre when the Con- 
servatives came into office. 

5. Civil Servants will no doubt urge that, between 1868 and 1874, 
they were taught to regard “Codlin as their friend.” They will 
observe that, though “ Codlin ” is still very much “their friend,” 
he is in no way debarred from punching their heads, when they 
take an undue advantage of his friendship. 

6. It has been stated that “ several Members of the Civil 
Service have openly connected themselves with the public Press, 
either as editors, or members of the staffs of newspapers, or as 
directors of a Company, which has undertaken the publication of 
a periodical.” This comes of the Civil Service Commissioners, 
ana Competitive Examinations, and shows that Civil Servants have 
been educated up to a dangerous point of intelligence. In future 
they must abstain from contributing to any but the following 
periodicals— -the Grocer , the Exchange and Mart, and the Matri- 
monial News. 

7. The Board, which ought to regard the Heads of Departments 
as integral parts of itself, will instruct them to communicate this 
minute to all persons under their control. 


The Best Sort of Woolwich Infant. — T he Prince Imperial. 


m 


(a) a member of 

the Government of British Timbuctoo; (5) the Parliamentary 
Representative of the Free and Independent Electors of Bribe- 




2. Do you know anything of the business of the Company of 
which you desire to become a Director ? If you are forced to answer 
this question in the affirmative, state any extenuating circumstances 
that may occur to you. 

3. Give your method for examining the hooks of a Company, 
without looking at the items or testing the totals. 

4. Explain the theory of “ how not to do it,” and give a Table of 
what you consider reasonable Directors 5 Fees. 

5. How many “ qualifying shares 55 will you require in return for 

your name and in payment of your trouble ? i 

Examination Paper eor Secretaries. 

1. How many “Names 55 can you add to a list of Directors ? 

2. Can you undertake that your nominees shall give no trouble at 
the meetings of the Board ? 

3. Do you thoroughly understand Financial Cookery in ’all its 
branches ? 

4. Do you know how to dress up a Minute Book? 

5. How much do you charge per annum for holding your tongue 
and shutting your eyes ? 

Examination Paper eor Promoters. 

1. How many times have you been a Bankrupt ? 

2. Do you thoroughly understand the various methods of evading 
payment of a County Court summons ? 

3. Show to the satisfaction of the Examiners that 2 added to 3 
amounts to 27. 

4. Write out Prospectuses for the following imaginary Companies, 
proving them all to be the most lucrative investments that have ever 
been submitted to an intelligent public 

e (a) The Goodwin Sands Railway Company. 

The North Pole Wine Manufacturing Company. 

The Swiss Sea-Salt Company. 

The Moon and Stars Diamond Fields Company. 

5. State ( a ) the countries under extradition treaties with England ; 
(5) the offences cognisable under such treaties respectively ; and (c) 
given a financial emergency, describe, on the map, the most expe- 
ditious and secret route to Spain. 


The Right Han in the Right Place. 

A Lady, informed by her husband that Dr. Kenealy was to be 
the latest addition to Tussaud’s Exhibition, very naturally inquired, 
“ To The Chamber of Horrors ? 55 


A Nonconformist Difficulty {in the “ Earth to Earth ” Move- 
ment).— Their conscientious objection to anything bearing the name 
of Wicker. 
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REFRESHMENT FOR MAN AND BEAST. 

Traveller in Ireland {who has been into a Shebeen). “ But are you not going to Bait the Horse ?” 
Pat . “ Is it Bate him? Sure, and didn’t I Bate him enough coming along ?” 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

A j Restless Night. 

j Happy Thought.— B efore going to bed, to place by tbe bedside 
small table, with candles, matches, and writing materials ; so that, 
in case I pass a sleepless night, I may make some notes for my 
Queries of Humanity . 

My Aunt, who is very anxious about me just now, has taken up 
her abode for the night in the room next to mine. It is divided 
from my room by a thin partition, “ Which,” my Aunt has pointed 
out to me, in making the new arrangement, “is an advantage; 
because, if you are at all restless, or want anything in the night, 
you We only to call me— I shall hear yon at once.” 

It is very kind and considerate of her. Her great object is to 
prevent my getting out of bed and catching a fresh cold. 

Happy Thouaht . — I feel so drowsy, the effect, I fancy, of the 
combined remeaies proposed by Englemore, that I am happily 
certain of being asleep almost the moment after lying down in bed. 

I am just dropping off, when I am suddenly aroused by the most 
awful sound, as of a person struggling for life in a choking lit. 

It lasts a few seconds, then ceases. 

It occurs to me, awaking, all at once, to vivid consciousness, that 
this is my Aunt snoring. 

The last line of a nursery rhyme fashes across me, “ Let us hope 
little Billy won’t do it again.” Substituting “Aunty” for 
“Billy,” the quotation is admirably adapted to the present cir- 
cumstances. 

I Already I have had the drowsiness taken out of me by merely this 
first snore. 

Happy Thought . — Subject for a picture— “ Her First Snore.” 
The picture should exhibit the intensity of her snore by the expres- 
sion of his face. 

I should never have thought, hut for this expression, that one 
could have heard snoring so distinctly through a partition which is, 
at least, a wall of lath and plaster. If I recollect rightly, a 
thorougn-going liar is proverbially described as one who could “lie 


through a deal board or a brick wall.” This would suit a snorer of 
extraordinary powers. As the night goes on, I am inclined to say 
of my Aunt, “ She can snore through a brick wall.” 

If she would only make her intervals longer between her snores 
there might be some chance of my getting off to sleep between the 
last note of snore Number One and the commencement of the first 
bar of snore Number Two. 

Thoughts while lying awake . — I ’ve heard old nurses, and people 
who, three hundred years since, would have been termed “neigh- 
bours ” and “ gossips,” call snoring “ driving pigs to market,” but 
I cannot see the aptitude of the illustration. 

[ Happy Thought . — I like encouraging myself to get into a train 
of thought like this, as it generally results in the train running off 
the main line, and, after travelling through the vague country of 
Muddlehead, shunting itself into a sleepy siding, and there remain- 
ing happily unconscious till morning.] 

For instance there ’s my Aunt at it again. She has begun exactly 
at the very moment when I feel that had I been only left to myself 
I should have been asleep. 

Pigs going to market, indeed ! Not a bit like it. 

Now it seems as though, somehow or other, she were getting a 
corkscrew out of her throat. Up it ’s coming, gradually, gradually, 
the tone becoming more acute each time, and the key of the snore* 
sharper and sharper, by what seems to be increasing tension. I 
almost expect to hear something go pop. Shall I wake her up r 
Shall I knock at the wall ? Would a sudden waking start have an 
ill effect on her ? Perhaps I ’d better not. I ’ll bear it. I ’ll fight- 
against it, with my eyes shut. 

Happy Thought. — Since sleep won’t come to me, I must go to 

Incentives. — I think of Skakspeare’s lines about sleep. # Count a 
hundred backwards. My pillow has become hot and feverish. 

Happy Thought — Turn it. 

The cool side of the pillow refreshes me. Now then for Shak- 
speare again. “ Sleep, gentle sleep, Nature’s soft nurse, how have 
I frighted thee ” 

A snore comes like a bradawl right through the partition and into 
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A REASON FOR CALLING. 

Visitor {naively). “’Well, I certainly never Dreamt I should find you at Home on 

SUCH A LOVELY AFTERNOON AS THIS ! ” 


KNAYES OE SPADES. 

(In re Boss and Byfuss against the World .) 

If you call a spade a spade, 

What a blunder yon ’ll have made ! 

Say “ a horticultural tool,” 

Blunt for knave and sharp for fool. 
Phrase which no offence contains, 
While the spade a spade remains. 

Spades, to them that call them spades, 
Mostly prove vindictive blades. 

Spades, so-called, have many a friend ; 
Aid oft Judge and jury lend, 

When high damages are prayed 
By the spade that’s called a spade. 

There’s a House,- wherein to name 
Spade a spade is to defame. 

“ Spade ” is, of all terms that be, 

Most unparliamentary, 

And the word, howe’er exact, 

Is a term you must retract. 

He that ’s forced his words to eat, 

Has the very worst of meat ; 

That ’s the least that can hefall 
Those who rashly spade dare call 
Any spade within that place. 

Though of* spades yon call him Ace. 

Yet a man by worth and weight, 

A right worthy magistrate, 

Shades- called truly srpades can scout, 
Kicking the complainants out. 

Bless their hearts, whoever do— 
Mister Gabriel l Sir, to yon ! 


A NEW COMPLAINT. 


A YOUW' Gentleman in the Civil Service, 
who has been absent from his duties for 
some days, wrote to the head of Ms De- 
partment yesterday that he is suffering 
from (Refreshment) Room-atism. 


Exactly the Man foe the Wore. — 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson, as the Hew Public 
Prosecutor. 


my ear. It resembles nothing so much as the swearing of a cat, and 
the sharp, spiteful growl of a small, snappish dog, combined. 

I can't sleep. It ’s no good. I can’t. 

Sappy Thought.— Strike the light lucifer. 

See what the time is * * * Two ! ! * * * I shall be worse to- 
morrow. There ’s another snore, with a sigh * * * I really must 
knock and remonstrate * * * There ’s another. It must be painful 
to her ; and yet she is asleep, enjoying herself, and I am becoming 
more and more feverish every minute * * * How the snoring is 
regular, as though, after all these attempts, she had, so to speak, 
got into her stride, and settled down to exactly what she wanted * * 
I must stop it * * * I knock softly * * * Ho answer * * * Another 
knock * * * Snoring aggravated * * * I am losing my temper * * * 
A loud and sharp knock from me— a loud, jerky, pop-gunny, soda- 
water-bottle-cork-coming-out snore from her. She has awoke. 

“ My dear Aunt,” I say, with my lips at the wall, “ I do wish you 
wouldn’t snore so.” 

“My dear,” she returns, quite clearly, “I wasn’t snoring. It 
was you. 

This is too much. 

“My dear Aunt,” I remonstrate, “ why, I wasn’t even asleep.” 

She answers : “I daresay you think you weren’t asleep, but your 
snoring awoke me some time ago, and I ’ve been awake ever since. 
I never snore." 

The case is beyond argument, unless I could wake her up to catch 
herself snoring. I suggest that she should not go to sleep for the 
next quarter of an hour, as I haven’t had a wink all night. 

Sappy Thought.— Drop off before she snores. 


“ K-r-r-r-r-r-r-q-w-a-r ” 

My Aunt again, with variations on a corkscrew and a policeman’s 
rattle. I turn round sharply. She has broken the truce. I rap at 
the wall. 

“ Aunt, do be quiet.” 

Her voice, mildly and drowsily: “Yes, dear. I’m not snoring. 
I know when I do , and I'll stop myself." 

TMs is satisfactory as far as it goes, “but it only goes just so far as 
to give me time to turn, and then 

1 4 Kmrr-quarrr-queeee-quarr ” 

Pigs, ducks, geese, corkscrews, saws, and soda-water-bottles 
suddenly opened, all in one snorer’s battery. “ ’Tis grand to have a 
giant's strength” — I forget the remainder of the quotation, but 
fancy it is, “ and use it like a lamb.” She evidently does not know 
her power. 

Sappy Thought — The Champion Snorer. 

I give up sleep as a bad job, “for tMs night only,” as the play- 
bills say. It certainly shan’t occur again. 


A Mistress who Understands the Times. 

( From the Newcastle Journal.) 

lyTAID SERYAMT "WAHTED ; liberal wages, and the work done hy 
1YA the Mistress. 

We suppress the address, for fear of an ugly rush. 


“ Yery vtell, dear. You ’re sure you don’t want anything ? ” 

. . -No, thank you,” I reply ; “ only that Let me get to sleep first, 
this time.” 

“ Yery well, dear. I hope you ’ll be better to-morrow.” 

I turn on my right side. I shut my eyes. How I feel that 
Morpheus, drowsy god 


A Pinal Cause. 

a Feb. 17.— Mrs. Yhyborn, an old inhabitant of Hastings, aged one 
hundred years and five months.” — Daily News' Obituary. 

Why-born ? Why, clearly, proof to Thoms to give. 

That one old dame could past a hundred live. 




THE GAMUT. 

Jack JBowbell (beginning his Song). u ’Appy Land, ’Appy Land ” 4 

Tom Belgmvc. “ One Moment— excuse me, my dear Fellow — but don't you think the Song would go better if you were 
to Sound your IPs just a little ? ” * 

Jack JBowbell. “ Eh ? Sound my ZTs?” (Chuckles.) “ ’Shows how much you know about Music !— Ho such Note— only 
goes up to Gl " (Continues.) “ ’Appy Land, 'Appy Land ” 


* THE YOUNG CORPORAL. 

“ Le petit Capobal ” r is no longer the only one of that rank in the 
Napoleon family. “Corporal His Highness the Prince Imperial” 
has made such good use of his student life at Woolwich, as to come 
out seventh in order of merit in the first-class of Cadets, thirty-three 
in number, who have recently been undergoing the stiff examination 
for Commissions at .the Royal Military Academy. The Prince 
gained this honourable’ position— one which would have entitled 
him to the option of' a Commission either in the Engineers, or 
Artillery, had he chosen to enter the British Army — in the face of 
considerable disadvantages, being nearly a year younger than the 
average age of his comrades in the Commission Class, haying had 
an insufficient preparation at starting’, and possessing, it is almost 
needless to add, bnt an imperfect acquaintance with our language. 
He appears to have been high up in mathematics, fortification, 
and artillery ; to have ranked fifth in gymnastics, and— what 
Englishmen will not regard as his least success— to have surpassed 
all other competitors in horsemanship. 

Many may think that we have reserved till the last Prince Louis 
Napoleon’s best claim to the applause which greeted his name at 
the Woolwich inspection, when they read the following quotation 
from the report oi the Governor of the Academy: — “The Prince 
Imperial, by his invariable punctuality and exactitude in the per- 
formance of his* duties, by his perfect respect for authority, and 
submission to discipline, has set an example which deserves honour- 
able mention, even among his comrades of the Commission Class.” 

The Empress Eugenie was present at Woolwich, and had the 
gratification of seeing the Prince take the command of his fellow 
Cadets and drill them to the expressed satisfaction of the Com- 
mander-in-Chief, and of listening, with a pride and a pleasure easy 
to imagine, and not hard to understand, to all the commendation 
1 bestowed on her son ; and he must be a very truculent anti-Bona- 


partist who could grudge the mother the happiness all that she saw 
and heard must have brought to her heart that day. 

To speculate on the young Prince’s future career is altogether out 
of our province ; but to wish that he may throughout his life uphold 
the high character which he bears away with him from Woolwich, 
and to hope that he may have abundant opportunities of displaying 
his proficiency in gymnastics and skill in horsemanship— if in an 
English bunting-field so much the better— but not his knowledge of 
fortification and artillery — seems to come as the agreeable and natural 
close to this record in the pages of Punch of his success as a 
Woolwich Cadet. 


HARDLY CREDIBLE. 

Punch is unwilling to believe, till the necessary question has 
been asked and answered in the House of Commons, the accuracy of 
the assertion in a letter published in Tuesday’s Times, that — 

“ Lady Franklin, the aged widow of Sir John Franklin, having asked, 
as the only favour she has ever sought from Government, that her husband's 
nephew, and the last representative of his name, Mr. Willingham Franklin, 
should be appointed one of the two sub-lieutenants en the Arctic Expedition, 
has been refused ! ” 

The writer adds, naturally : — 

“Were there any grounds for this refusal, personal to Mr. Franklin, it 
might be justified as a painful necessity in the interests of the service; but 
there are none. He is in excellent health, and stands as high as regards 
energy and professional ability as any officer of his standing." 

Punch and the Public pause for the question, and the reply. 


The Undertaker’s Text-Book. — Haden’s Dictionary. 
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A THOROUGH INVESTIGATION. 

he loss of the emigrant ship, 
Crossbonesy which took fire on 
the voyage to Australia, and 
was burned to the water’s 
edge, all hands being either 
burnt or drowned, with the 
exception of one man and a 
boy, was the subject of an 
inquiry held yesterday. 

The Court was composed 
exclusively of Shipowners. 
Me. Serjeant Buzfuz repre- 
sented the Board of Trade 
and the charterers, while Me. 
Phoney attended on behalf 
of the relatives of the lost 
passengers and crew. 

Me. Seejeajnt Buzfuz, in 
opening the matter, said that 
they were met to inquire into 
the loss of the ship Crossbonesy 
by fire, together with nearly 
five hundred lives. No doubt 
such untoward events would 
occur ; but, in order to meet 
the requirements of the Board 
of Trade, certain witnesses, 
including the survivors — one 
man and a boy — would be called to prove that no blame could be 
attached to anyone, and that the vessel was all that could be 
desired. 

The survivors, who had been spending the morning at the owners’ 
office, were then brought into Court. They looked still very ill. 

James Jonah, able seaman, deposed that he was one of the crew 
of the Crossboties ; he had been so ever since she was launched. She 
was then called the Death's Head. She went ashore on her first 
voyage, and strained herself. Was afterwards lengthened and re- 
christened. Everything went well till the fire broke out. Couldn’t 
imagine how she could possibly have taken fire. The caTgo was 
composed of pitch, tar, resin, oil, paraffin, petroleum, rum, brandy, 
spirits of wine, fireworks, gunpowder, &e. Did not consider that an 
inflammable cargo. Thought the fire must have originated in one of 
the water-tanks. There were quite enough boats. None of ’em were 
any use. Was saved by clinging to a bit of a raft with the boy. 

Serjeant Buzfuz. — And that is bow you were buoyed up. 
{Laughter.) 

Witness. — W as rescued by tbe Peruvian barque, Eick-tne- Up, 
tbe Captain of wbicb treated us most kindly. Hit everybody but us 
over the head with belaying-pins. 

Serjeant Buzfuz was most happy to inform the CouTt that it 
had been intimated to him that Her Majesty’s Government intended 
presenting the Captain, in the course of a year or two, with a 
kaleidoscope, and a tin speaking-trumpet. 

Examination resumed : Considered the Crossbones one of the 
safest ships afloat until she was lost. Would not have the slightest 
objection to have gone to sea in her again, with the same cargo, pro- 
vided he was saved, and it was made worth his while. Considered 
lucifer matches on the top of a powder barrel, or petroleum cask, 
rather ornamental than otherwise. 

Mr. Phunky was proceeding to cross-examine the Witness, when 
the Court adjourned for lunch. 

On its re-assembling, Me. Sebjeant Buzfuz submitted to the 
Court that Mr. Phunky had no locus standi. 

Mr. Phunky said that he appeared for certain persons who were 
not quite satisfied. 

Serjeant Buzfuz. — Some people are never satisfied. 

Mr. Phunky. — I mean to say that they are not satisfied that the 
vessel was well found. 

Serjeant Buzfuz. — How could she have been well “found” 
when she was lost ? {Much laughter , which was not suppressed.) 

The boy who was saved was then called, and corroborated in every 
particular the evidence of the former Witness. Thought the fire 
might have originated in the fore-top-gallant mast. Pelt very hot 
after climbing up there. 

An experienced Stevedore was then called by Mr. Phoney, and 
said that he considered the cargo a most dangerous one, 

When he was stopped by Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz, who called the 
attention of the Court to the fact that Witness dropped his “ H’s,” 
and was evidently a most objectionable and untrustworthy person. 

The Court allowed the objection, and the Witness was ordered to 
stand down. 

The learned Serjeant then said that it appeared to him quite 
unnecessary to address the Court any further. 


The Court, 'after consulting for two minutes 3 and three quar- 
ters, said that it was certainly most unfortunate that the majo- 
rity, in fact, a large majority, of the passengers and crew of the 
Crossbones should have met with such a disagreeable fate, but 
it could not be helped. Everything that science, experience, and 
skill, as well as petroleum, pitch, tar, gunpowder, spirits, and other 
powerful agents, could do, had been done, and the Court only hoped 
that the owners were fully insured. If the unfortunate Captain 
were before them, the Court would have immediately granted him a 
new certificate, in case his old one should have been burnt. The 
Court were unanimously of opinion that the cargo was of a most 
harmless description, and properly stowed. They wonld, however, 
recommend that in f nture the boats should not he launched keel- 
up wards,' and that when Captain Shaw returns from Egypt he 
should he consulted upon the best method of suddenly extinguishing 
ignited spirits and petroleum, as well as fireworks. 

Mr. Serjeant Buzfuz entirely concurred with the Court, and was 
happy to say that the owners were more than fully insured. 

The inquiry then terminated. 


THE LATE LIGHT OE THE BAH. 

Air — “Young LocMnvar.” 

Choice of Stoke-upon-Trent, lo, Kenealy confest, 

Pledged to see the foul wrongs of Sir Roger redressed ! 

Save his grievance and gingham he weapons had none ; 

He went all unabashed, and he went all alone, 

As though stainless in ’scutcheon, in fame without scar, — 

Who e’er equalled for brass this late Light of the Bar ? 

He stayed not for scoff, and he stopped not for groan ; 

What were “ Orders ” to him, who takes orders from none,? 

But ere he alighted at Westminster Gate,! 

The House was well-filled, though the Doctor came late ; 

For the night’s blushing honours were shared, and at par, 
’Twixt John Mitchel and him, this late Light of the Bar. 

So boldly he entered the High Commons’ hall, 

Among Whigs, Eads, Conservatives, alien all, 

While calm, cold, and cutting, the Speaker was heard, 
Through the silence, unbroken by cheer or by word, 

“ In breach of the House-Standing-Order you are, 

Without introducers thus passing our Bar ! ” 

“ I stuck to the Claimant : his claims were denied : 

I ’ve proved how unfairly Sir Roger was tried : 

And now I am come, with this lost cause of mine, 

Like Cromwell, to hid hence that 4 bauble ’ of thine : 

Learn how wide-spread my fame, whom the mneh-wronged 
Gaikwar 

Had retained,* had there not been that sinister Bar.” 

Dropped by all like hot poker, John Bright took him up — 

“ Not e’en from such lips should this House dash the cup. 

If Whalley has spirit to lend me a hand, 

By Stoke-upon-Trent’ s new-made Member I ’ll stand.” 

But Disraeli moved “Waive the rule, better far : 

Some will force their way over, some under, the Bar.” 

So the Order was waived, and unblushing in face 

He shook hands with the Speaker, swore, scowled at the Mace : 

’Twas some time e’er the House could its business resume, 

What with Decency’s fret and Propriety’s fume : 

While an old stager whispered, “ We ’d better by far 
Stick to Orders, that serve, now and then, as a Bar.” 

He touched Whalley’ s hand, who fought shy, it was clear, 
And he reached the Hall door, with the cabs standing near ; 

So light in the air his green gingham he swung ; 

So light to his faithful four-wheeler he sprung— 

“ I have won ! The trick ’s done ! To the knife it is war ! 

See my paper next week ! ” — quoth th’ ex-Light of the Bar. 

There were posters (four-sheet) on The Englishman's van : 
With its damp quires the newsboys they roared and they ran : 
Yollied dirt at M.P.’s, as at Judges, there flew, 

But the lost case of Orton they would not review ! 

So persistent to pelt, from the mark though so far, 

Was e’er M.P. like this late Light of the Bar ! 

* So says the Englishman. It is true the Gaikwar’ s agents in this countfy 
deny the assertion point-blank, but that is nothing in the Doctor’s way. 


Cook’s “Earthly Paradise.”— A thick wood in a thaw, when 
every tree is dripping. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ailway Companies, 
if Lord hedes- 
dale had his way 
(Monday, Feb$ 1), 
would be bound 
by Act of Parlia- j 
ment for ever to j 
carry three classes { 
of passengers, be- ! 
cause they have 
done so for thirty 
years pash 
Lord Carling - 
poed, like Punch 
and most sensible 
people, can’t see 
why, if Companies 
choose to give 
iirst-class accom- 
modation' for se- 
cond or even third- 
class fare, they 
should not be free 
to do so. But 
Lobd Redesdale 
so loves the rule 
stare super anti - 
quas vias , he would 
extend it to Rail- 
ways. Probably 
he has no love for 
them at best. We fear they are democratic 
inventions— levellers socially as well as mecha- 
nically, bringing dukes and ditchers under the 
same iron rules. 

Lobd John Manners, who has been proving 
that if “ Manners makyth man,” he can un- 
make men of letters, explained that his late 
dismissal of five letter- sorters was not for Oliver 
Twist's offence of “ asking for more,” but for 
allying themselves with professional agitators 
out of doors, and fomenting agitation within. 
Firebrands can’t be tolerated in the Post-Office, 
the contents of which are eminently combustible, 
particularly when brought in contact with the 
non-contents. Lord John is not a likely man to be harsh or 
hasty, and we should think the odds are that any punishment he 
inflicts has been well earned. 

Mb. Wait asked the question England has waited to have 
answered, whether the Admiralty had refused Lady Franklin’s 
prayer to have her gallant husband’s last representative and 
nephew, an officer of pith and promise, appointed as sub-lieu- 
tenant to the Arctic expedition— the only favour she ever asked 
of Government. Mb. Ward-Hunt pleads guilty. It was 
decided that only two sub-lieutenants should be appointed. 
Great care was taken to choose the fittest of the forty-four 
who volunteered. It was impossible, for such a service, to let sen- 
timent prevail over other considerations. Had there been more sub- 
lieutenants, Lieutenant Franklin would have been chosen. 

How it ought not to be necessary to remind Mb. Ward-Hunt that 
there is such a thing as “natural selection.” It pointed to Lieu- 
tenant Franklin. From a good, by such a plea on his behalf he 
became the best, man for the w ork. Sentiment should have been allowed to prevail— even to the extent of appointing a third 
sub-lieutenant, if necessary. What harder slap in the face to English good-feeling could the late Government, so abused for subordina- 
tion of sentiment to service, have indicted ? “So like Lowe— or Ayrton,” people would have said. Let us hope Mb. Ward-Hunt has 
not heard the last of it. 

Officers who want to shirk the disagreeables, say of Indian service, are in the habit of exchanging with those in whose eyes Indian 
pros, in the shape of extra pay and allowances, outbalance the cons. The War Office must now approve, not only of such exchanges, but 
the terms of them ; and the money that passes between the exchangers is at present limited to actual expenses. Mb. Hardy moved the 
" Reading of a Bill to put the money-jjart of the transaction out of War Office ken, leaving the barterers free to settle their own 
terms. The change has the strong and unanimous recommendation of Lord Cardwell’s Purchase Commission, including Lord Justice 
Jakes and Lord Penzance. 

Is this opening the hack door to purchase, barred out at the front ? 

Mr. Trevelyan thinks so, and Mr, Lowe, and both spoke their minds strongly. It is a natural suspicion^ and Punch feels with 
them a. spontaneous horror of again admitting Purse— thrust out with such difficulty, and at a cost of seven millions— into the field of 
Promotion. Is the attempt but one more proof of the melancholy truth — Nummos expellas furcd , tamen usque recurrent f But it is the 
poor man who will profit by the change, and who prays for it. There seems no question of that. If Doctors differ, it is not the Military 
Doctors. They are all for the Bill. It is the Civil Doctors who shake their heads at it. The weight of evidence seems against them. 
The report is very decided, and comes from mem with a stronger bias against Purchase thau for it. It is difficult to resist conclusions 
thus strenuously pressed :— 

. * “ It has been repeatedly and forcibly urged upon us that the prohibition of paying and receiving money for exchanges between officers on full pay 
is a serious hardship to some and a serious loss to others. It does appear to us that the complaint is a legitimate one. The new rule has obviously proceeded 
from an apprehension that to allow any pecuniary bargaining between officers in respect of their commissions might he as a letting out of the waters, 
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A WHISPERED APPEAL. 

“ Mamma ! Mamma ! Don't Scold him any more ! It makes the Room so Dark ! ” 


bringing back bonuses, over-regulation prices, and the other incidents of the 
abolished system. We are not satisfied that there is any real danger of this, 
and we are satisfied, on the evidence before us, that a return to the old practice 
as to exchanges would be very acceptable to the Army. There are many good 
officers of slender means who would be willing to serve in India or elsewhere 
for a consideration, and there are many good officers, more blessed with the 
world’s goods, who for family or other reasons, or under medical advice, 
would be willing to give such a consideration. The exchange is an unmixed 
benefit to both , and would probably be a benefit , and certainly would not be 
detrimental , to the Service. It ought only to be effected with the sanction 
and under the control of the authorities, and on such conditions as to insure 
that nobody else is superseded or affected.” 

So guarded, there seems more doctrinariauism than statesmanship 
in setting one’s teeth against the Bill, though Punch owns it with 
reluctance. His heart is, with Trevelyan and Lowe, all for keep- 
ing money-hags out of barracks, even when it is for the poor man’s 
. behoof that they are untied. The House carried the Second Beading 
i —282 to 185— after the best debate of the Session. Perhaps our 
j cynics may add, “ and bad is the best.” 

Tuesday*-— Lord Lyttelton’s Bill for more Bishops — but to be 
supported, like the Hospitals, by voluntary contribution, and only 
to take their turns in the House of Lords, there being no room, we 
infer, on the Episcopal Bench, or the temporal Peers not admitting 
of more spiritual infusion without being “the worse for it.” 
There was a very touching chorus from the poor fagged- out soul- 
gardeners, to the tune of “ We’ve too much work to do.” Cer- 
tainly the Church wants more governing in its present turbulence of 
high spirits; and there seem good reasons for giving it more 
governors, if only they are chosen of the right sort— more Erasers, in 
fact, which in Episcopal classification stands for active doers as 
contra-distinguished from tall talkers. All the more, as the new 
Bishop’s bread is not to be sliced off the clerical loaf— none too 
large. Punch remembers Walter Savage Landor’s short scheme 
of Church Reform, once propounded in the Combination Room of 
Trmity, to the consternation of some ’grave and reverend Seniors, 
and the delight of others. 

“ Give every Bishop £500 a-year, and make it death for him to leave his 
Diocese.” 


We haven’t quite got to that yet, in spite of the Liberation 
Society. 

In the Commons, a light and lazy afternoon. Mr. Serjeant 
Simon wants a Select Committee on the working of the Election 
Petitions’ Act of 1868. At present the upstart of our legislation 
seems that the honestest of candidates may he swamped in a pint of 
beer ; and that yon have only to secure a thirsty voter to vitiate a 
return. 

The Government will grant Serjeant Simon his Committee. So 
it will grant Sir Henry James his on some late operations in the 
foreign loan-market. Sir Henry’s recent oil-well experience seems 
to have led him into rich City diggings. He has certainly “ struck 
oil” in the Costa Rica and Honduras loans. They may well call 
it Costa Rica— after the British millions it has absorbed. What 
a man Senor Gutierrez must be for financing ! Perhaps he is a 

sleeping partner in the Lombard Street house of . But we 

must respect the incognito. Only, who can help taking off his bat 
to a man who has bled John Bull to the tune of five millions, and 
was within an ace of drawing £12,000,000 more, for Honduras, 
with a revenue of £100,000 pour tout potage , and who financed the 
Costa Pica loan of two millions, on security even more shadowy 
than that of Honduras. ,But while regretting the loss of Senor 
Gutierrez to our own financing world, it is not to he denied that he 
has done a very pretty stroke ox business as it is. 

Lord Derby sees no objection to giving Sir Henry his Committee. 
We should not have thought the solubility of the bond between 
fools and their money needed further illustration; or that any 
revelation is likely to make it less soluble. But Select Committees 
seem the order of the day. _ Why does not Sir John Lubbock ask 
for one to inquire into the circumstances under which wasps flock to 
peaches, and flesh-flies to carrion ? 

Wednesday.— Bank Holidays are to be extended to the Custom 
House. We presume the Customs do not feel themselves “more 
honoured in the breach than the observance” of that wholesome 
statute. The more holiday-makers the merrier, says Punch . 

Thursday.— The Bishop oe Peterborough moved the Second 
Reading of bis Church Patronage Bill— 
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Put down the exchange of your living and my money— Next, on the 

"What is such a hope but the most simple simony ! I found a sol 

The Bishop’s Bill is eminently well-intentioned, and will, we fear, So that the i 

only serve for the pavement of the place where good intentions go. Truths all u 

The Committee they gave him last Session would not hack up the 
absolute prohibition of the sale of next presentations, and finding 
that the srmoniacal serpent can be only 'scotched, not killed, the Hail to you, 

Bishop is fain to be content with a Bill to diminish certain scandals Live still f oi 

in that sale of souls, of which the Bishop op Exeter painted a Had Punch 

powerful, but not too sombre picture. Hear the Vox Templi — And found a 

“ Their Lordships generally could not possibly understand the extent of the Se had adm 

evil as he and his Right Reverend brethren did, who were constantly meeting I rom a poor 

with persons in the lower classes, and hearing what they felt on such a matter Though he h 

as this. It was constant matter of conversation among such people. They Yet does he 

felt it to be a Rind of personal degradation that those institutions should be Though his 1 

made the subject of bargain and sale, and they were taunted with it by those May well be 

who did not belong to their own communion. The Nonconformist shopman though 

taunted the Churchman in the market with the fact that the parish to which xr e iit es +q s 

he belonged had been sold over his head, and that he had to accept the parson T ± ^ 

who had bought the place with his money. . . . He entirely admitted that Ta irnffa+P fl 

good men were brought into the Church here and there, but the gross evil and : 10 mutate lj 

scandal of the sale would he seen when it was considered what a man sold W no proves, 

who sold a living. He sold one of the most important trusts which it was Tfiat Birmin 

possible for a man to hold. Upon him depended whether there should be in ; 

the parish a good man, a judicious man, a devoted man, a really religious == 

man, or, on the other hand, an idle man, a careless man, an irreverent man, 

a man with a bad temper, a man with no heart in his work. . . . And was REGir 

there care taken that the person to whom -it was to be handed over was a fit 

person to exercise it? No. That was entirely left to the solicitor, whose [Not 

duty it was to make the best bargain he could.” 

Punch bids the Bishop’s Bill all success, but with more good 
wishes than good hopes. Only this prophecy he ventures— Either 
the Sale of Souls must go, or the Church of England. It is coming 
to that. ^ 

On the Friendly Societies Bill Doctors differ. Doctor Cameron, 

Member for Glasgow, able man, and member of the Friendly Societies 
Select Committee, thinks the Bill a hollow mockery, and moves it . 
be read this day six months. 

Mr. Lowe agrees with him. ^^11118 

Mr. Co wen (Neweastle-on-Tyne Democrat) declares, in the teeth 7 * . fiWA SSL 
of the Doctor, that the Bill is a good Bill, and just what the J ^ 1 f s ? 1 • L' 1 vwlfflEB 

Societies’ Officers want. Yery probably, but is it what the members 

The truth is the Bill is an attempt to find a locus sedendi between % Jar 

two stools. Its framers want to secnre the Societies against roguish ^7 1 ^ 
managers and rotten tables of rates ; but they daren’t take the bull ^ -S 

by the horns, by compelling a Government audit. Nor, probably, A\UV^V Ml 

would the Societies submit to it. They prefer their liberty, with all / a Vlh WW 
its risks of rogues and rottenness. This being so, what can the if WlOU' . v ^ 

Bill be a half-and-half measure ? John Bull likes half-and- tj 

Friday. — Lord Granville thinks there onght to be no patent- 

f 11 ^ 30 ^ oes ^? 3ai) Hatheelev. Inventors think otherwise. % ml 

Punch, on snch a point, prefers the opinion of the brain- workers. ™ 

Lord Cairns, who knows more of the Patent Law and its working 
than Lord Granville, is of their way of thinking. Bnt this Bill, 
for its reform wants a good deal of tinkering. Mr. Martin tried their brass scabbards 
hard with that touching simplicity and good faith which take all the altern. 
venom out of his rabies , to prove that John Mitchel was not To exchange their d 
fairly condemned, though he gloried in his treason, because the battalion for real hare 
Government did not try him by a jury certain to acquit, and that the To exchange their 
English. Government was at the bottom of the potato disease and the the Colonel of a Beg 
Irish famine. He really seems to believe so, this poor dear J ohn. Captain of a Company 


Next, on the day which ends my eightieth year, 
I found a school for sciences severe, 

So that the future worker may be told 
Truths all unknown to me in days of old. 

Mr. Punch {loquitur). 

Hail to you, Nestor of your Town, Josiah ! 

Live still for years to tread the aurea via. 

Had Punch been born in luxury’s soft lap, 

And found a golden spoon to eat his pap, 

He had admired the pluck this Mason made, 


He had admired the pluck this Mason made, 

From a poor serving lad, a King of Trade : 

Though he has never yet locked up his things, 

Yet does he thoroughly approve split rings— 
Though his the gray goose-quill, he knows that men 
May well be thankful for the iron pen. 

And though he drinks from gold, in victories wo 
He likes to see the work of Elkington. 

Let other men in other cities hasten 
To imitate the generous acts of Mason, 

Who proves, by deeds than logic vastly stronger, 
Tjhat Birmingham is “ Brummagem” no longer. 


REGIMENTAL EXCHANGES. 

( Not mentioned in the New Bill,) 

J ___^HAT SOME COLO- 

. l eis t W0TJI,3) 

K w// for age, and^ro- ' 


mm\ 




A MASON WHO BUILDS WELL. 

Sir Josiah {loquitur)* 

I have been young, and now am old : and yet 
My struggling youth I never can forget— 

Days when, touched slightly by Ambition’s fever, 

I did hard work as baker and as weaver ; 

Days when, a prentice lad, I made gilt toys, 

And toiled an untaught boy ’mong untaught boys ; 
Days when I forged split rings, thus giving ease 
To hapless folk, obliged to carry keys ; 

Days when I shaped and spread the pen of steel, 

W eapon’whose point, driven home, the age must feel; 
Days, when a new electric art was found, 

With fluent gold base metal to surround. 

^he years rolled by, and I have had my hour, 

And Heaven, with will to help, has given me power ; 
So first I strive my childless life to crown 
By training orphans of this toiling town 
Which was my Alma Mater—* strive to give 
Its fatherless a chance to learn and live. 


To exchange 

their brass scabbards and gilt spurs for the enthusiasm of a Sub- 
altern. 

To exchange their dignified but vague superintendence of a half- 
battalion for real hard work. 

To exchange their showy rank for the responsible autocracy of 
the Colonel of a Begiment, or the pleasant independence of the 
Captain of a Company. 

What some Captains would Like. 1 

To exchange the system of “Confidential Beports ” for open, 
above-board accusations. 

To exchange the smoky, stuffy, twenty-four hours of guard duty, 
for billiard-room, S. and B., or barrack-room, bitter, and bacca. 

To exchange the Purgatory of garrison life for the Paradise of a 
comfortable Staff appointment. 

What some Subalterns would Like. 

To exchange the mechanical duty of inspecting raw beef and half- 
stewed mutton for the dolce far niente of the smoking-room at the 
Bag. 

To exchange a profitless Parade for Squad Drill, or the Musketry 
Exercise, for a game of Polo or a Croquet flirtation at the Yicar’s. 

To exchange the weariness of single-blessedness and the indepen- 
dence of the mess-room for the too often imaginary double-blessed- 
ness of marriage with a garrison belle. 

What Mr. John Bull would Like. 

To exchange a paper Force, commanded by Officers all good men 
and true bnt all more or less smarting under grievances, and com- 
posed of a Bank and File with about as many deserters as recruiters 
—for areally efficient and contented British Army. 







(FRANCE, IN. TERROR OF THE IMPERIAL EAGLE, "WHOSE SHADOW LOOMS DARK OVERHEAD, THROWS 
HERSELF INTO THE ARMS OF THE CONSERVATIVE REPUBLIC.) 
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SONG ON “SKY-BLUE.” 

(A Shepherd’s Warning ,) 



mong we swains and 
shepherds, ’midst all 
these here downs and 
dales, 

Plain simpleness and in- 
nersunce as green as 
grass perwails. 

We doan’t use no short 
mizhures here, nor no I 
light weights, not 


we; 

Nor chicoree-root in coffee 


puts, nor hedgepick 
leaves in tea. 



The nateral projuiee o’ the 
land to ’dultrate we 
should scarn ; 

But shoddy can’t mix long 
o’ hay, nor devil’ s- 
dust wi’ earn. 

And mutton must he, ’liye 
or dead, all sheep, and 
that fur pure. 

W eneyer doctors b’y aacon, 

’ though the primust we 
do cure. 

What rogues they be that 
butter sells most part 
on’t bad beef fat ! 

Good milk and crame we 
deals in; makes our 
own all out o’ that. 

Milk sitch as, draa’d from 
’neath the cow, a 
babby Prince med 
tope, 

Milk fit to meak a Syllabub 
on for to zet afore the 
Pope. 


We sends ut all to markut pure as when took new and warm, 
But accidents ’ool happen on the Tightest manidged farm. 

As one sitch up in Barkshire did, this here last week we zee ; 
And ut only shows how careful honest farmers ought to be. 


’Tis of a London dairyman, one Hanson, Drury Lane, 

His customers about his milk did oftentimes complain, 

And had’n afore the Justuses for water’n’ of ut down ; 

But he s’ore he always sold the milk in the state ut come 
to Town. 

One day he had a sample o’ some Barkshire milk, ’a got 

Consigned to ’n out at Padduntun, there tested on the 
spot. 

The sender shall be neameless, though o’ coorse no fraud 
’a meant, 

But there was too much waater in’t by twenty parts per 
cent. 

They telegraffed a messidge to ’n, straightway to let un 
know, 

And ’count for that there waater’d milk if he ’d got any 
cause to show. 

Whereto he sent an answer back, the rason to explain : 

The cans was left outzide a shed, and the milk got 
drenched wi’ rain. 

The case come up at Marrowbone, and, much I grieve to 
say, 

The Magisturt decided ut in a summery kind o’ way. 

That Beak was Mr. Manseield as the summunds come 
af oor ■ 

And he fined defendant full five pound, and ten guinea 
costes moor. 

You mates as holds what pastur’-land there be down 
hereabout, 

Henceforrads mind how in the wet you laves the milk- 
pails out. 

Then their containts won’t ne’er be found too strong of 
Adam’s ale, 

And we shan’t get fined for supply’ n’ o’ milk from the 
Cow wi’ the Iron Tail. 


A Lesson in Punctuation Wanted. 

It appears that the Alcalde of Colon has arrested Dr. 
Piggott — an inoffensive British subject— for no speci- 
fied offence, and that, notwithstanding the remon- 
strances of the British Consul, he has sentenced him to 
imprisonment in the Calaboose, where the Doctor still 
remained at the date of the latest advices. Mr, Punch 
trusts that Lord Derby will find the way to teach the 
Alcalde that he has over-rated the value of a Colon ^ and 
that such a sentence imperatively requires a full stop . 


“BETWEEN OURSELVES” 

(j By a Fireside Philosopher .) 

Between ourselves, I do not believe that anybody enjoys himself 
very much. 

As to wealth, do I imagine anyone to be really and truly wealthy? 

Between ourselves, mind you, and I should not like tins to be re- 
peated, my idea is that Rothschild himself subsists on borrowed 
money, and has to think twice before taking a cab for any distance 
over eighteen-pence. I shouldn’t wonder if he isn’t saving up his 
money to buy a new clothes’ brush, a patent corkscrew, and a 
sardine-opener. 

Wealth I We all borrow. Everyone’s in debt to everyone else. 
It ’s in our system. It ’s in our solar system. The latest theory* is 
that the sun’s is only a borrowed light. 

Apropos of the sun, we don’t see much of 'it in London. I know 
what you’re going to say— that you “prefer the country, specially 
at this season.” You were going to make that observation ? I 
thought so. Do you hunt? “When you get a chance” — I ex- 
pected that answer. That means that you have been out with the 
hounds,. or perhaps the Brighton harriers, once in your life, and are 
uncertain whether you like it or not ; but you wouldn’t mount a 
horse on your own responsibility. Don’t be indignant— I know. 
And so you say you prefer the country to London. Do you ? You 
don’t ! I know you don’t. You say you do ; but you ’re never in 
the country. Between ourselves, my dear friend, most people pretend 
to prefer a country life, it sounds simple and unaffected. 

There ’s no more enthusiastic sportsman than the man who com- 
plains that he is tied to the City from one year’s end to the other 
and can’t get away f or a “ pop at the partridges ” in Autumn. Pop 
at the par— bah ! I ’ll he bound he wouldn’t know how to hold a 
gun, and would shut his eyes when he ’d got it up to his shoulder. 


He ’d rather he among the Bulls and Bears of Capel Court, than 
tramping through the best preserved covert, in England. 

This doesn’t apply to you, you say ? You love the country for 
its freedom. Freedom? what freedom? “0, roaming about the 
fields ! ” 0, indeed ! My dear friend, this proves you to be the veriest 
Cockney. Just you go into the country and try to roam about the 
fields at pleasure. Perhaps you are not aware what trespassing 
means. Perhaps you are not aware what preserving implies ? * Ana 
if, as you say, you are fond of going, about with your dear old dog 
Fido ) you would soon discover that in the shadiest retreats, in the 
most retired nooks, at the entrance to the leafiest glades, there is 
sure to he stuck up a notice about “ Dogs not allowed here unless 
led by a string or chain. All dogs not so led will be shot by the 
keepers. Foot passengers are warned against straying off the regular 
paths.” That ’s country liberty ! Why., yon can’t look over a stile 
without being halloo’d at by a bumpkin, and threatened with a 
pitchfork. “Picturesque, sheep, cattle?” Nonsense. When you 
enter a field aren’t you perpetually clutching your umbrella, or 
walking-stick, in secret terror lest there should he a bull somewhere 
about ? 

Aren’t you — though you pretend. to be so brave before the young 
lady whom you are assuring against the possibility of danger— 
aren’t you trembling lest one of the herd of cows might turn out to 
he a hull ? Don’t talk to me of liking the country better than the 
town. We ’ll finish this subject another time. Let me tell you 
something— in your ear ; a pig’s whisper, my friend. Permit me 

It has been said that a man who believes in nothing, believes, at 
all events, in him self. Nonsense ; he judges of himself by others. 
Does he believe in others? Bah I Between ourselves, my .dear 
friend, only I do not wish this to be mentioned again, I am sure we 
are all humbugs. You are . So am I. 

Don’t protest ! My dear friend, I’ve known you more than seven 
years, haven’t I ? Yes ? Ah, I thought so. Then — stir the fire. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[March 6 , 1875 . 



Jmtm 

Isl# 




A MODERN POLYPHEMUS. 

“ All important arrival in Paris is announced in the phenomenon of a real 
living Cyclops. His name is Piper Wilson. He is from Australia, and is 
twenty-two years of age. He will he exhibited on the Boulevards very 
shortly.” — Standard. 

Mr. Punch is advised that the appearance of this modern Poly- 
phemus has greatly confounded all political parties in France. The 
Orleanists assert that the Legitimists, acting on the conviction that 
dans le royaume des aveugles , le borgne est roi y have imported him 
as a possible successor to the Comte de Chambord. The Members 
of the Extreme Left are of opinion that his arrival bodes no good to 
the Republic, and declare, loudly, “ Cela se voit a V ceil.” The Bona- 
partists are biding their time, but have been heard to hint, when 
the Cyclops has been mentioned, that his coup-d? ceil may be the 
signal for a coup-d’etat. M. Thiers can make nothing of him. “ I 
have talked with him,” says the ex-President, “ but I do not think 
we shall ever be able to discuss politics entre quatre yeux .” And all 
the fair leaders of fashion complain, “ Qu'il les devore des yeux ! ” 
and that such an amount of admiration, from a one-eyed man, has 
an appearance of greediness which terrifies them. 

Mr. Punch thinks that the Cyclops would be sure to find a more 
appreciative public in England, where everyone who is deficient in 
something which ordinary people possess, is sure to be popular. The 
less we saw of Miss Biefen’ s arms, the more highly we extoUed the 
feat which she accomplished. If the Living Skeleton had remained 
among us, he would certainly have grown fat on his want of fiesh ; 
and we have long been in the habit of establishing places of trust 
and piofit for the benefit of those who have no brains. 

It is quite certain that if the Cyclops came to England we shonld 
he more ready “ nous donner dans ses yeux” than if he really had 
two eyes wherewith to return our stare. 

Mr. Punch is not quite certain that the Cyclops would do for the 
Civil Service, for he remembers that a rather fastidious Department 
once rejected a man with one leg (in every other respect eligible), 
on the ground that he was not “a perfect gentleman ; ” but 
he is quite sure that more than one constituency in the kingdom 


would rejoice to be represented by this one-eyed prodigy. He | 
would be welcomed at Peterborough, where the voters ao not appear . 
to wish that their Member should he in possession of aU his facul- ! 
ties ; and he would be received with delight at Stoke, as a man who 
would see only one side of a question. If he were returned to the 
House he would bring a much needed addition of strength to the 
Opposition, for when the Speaker cried, “I think the Ayes have 
it,” he might be trusted to chaUenge the statement. Society would 
receive him with open arms, and if he could he induced to take the 
chair at the annual dinner of the supporters of the Ophthalmic 
Hospital, the value to that Institution of his solitary optic would he 
equal to that of the proverbial Jew’s eye. 

Here he might Hve, reverenced by ail those who admire “ single- 
ness of vision ; ” and, if he be of a proud and independent spirit, 
rejoioing in the conviction that his friends will be spared one half 
of the trial which awaits the friends of other men, inasmuch as 
when he dies they will have only one eye to close. 


A Specimen. 

Leech, “a water-worm so called, used to suck blood.” The 
heartless uncle of poor Sarah Phillips (whose sad story may he 
fo un d in the Times of the 17th and 18th of last month) comes under 
this definition, not as a water-worm, but as a sucker of blood, if 
ever inhumanity in human shape could be so described. Why, this 
man has outdone even our West-End usurers, having forced his own 
niece to borrow of him at 260 per cent., and then, having been paid 
in full, through his refusal to lend her three shillings to save 
her from starvation, drove the poor creature to despair and suicide. 
There is, there cau be, no such blood-sucking ‘.Leech anywhere k as 
Samuel Leech of Bethnal Green. 


CHANGE OF TITLE. 

One of the Canadian Oil Wells appears to have been called “ The 
Moonlight.” A far more appropriate name would have been “ The 
Moonshine.” 
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NURSERY-RHYMES NEW SET FOR THE TIMES. 



II. 

There was a little man 
And lie had a little plan 
To bnild a gun of great, great size, — 
For he’d found. that guns too small 
Were as had as none at all, 

And small-gunned folks might betaken 
by surprise. 

When his biggest gun he ’d made 
(As gun-making was his trade), 

He found means to make a bigger gun 
still,— 

A six-and-thirty tonner, 

Not inaptly called “ a stunner,” 
And known as the Woolwich Infant 
Bill* 


Then that little man again 
Went to work with might and 
main, 

And built up such a colossus of a gun, 
That no carriage could be made 
To move it whence ’twas laid ; 
And gunners, asked to fire it, cut and 
run ! 

m. 

HiCEETr-PiCEETT,— wonder when 
Cads will turn to gentlemen ? — 
When the west becomes the east, 

The greatest smaller than the least ; 
That ’s the very soonest “ when 
And perhaps, after all, it mayn’t even 
be then ! 


will be capable of every shade of flagellation from the 
gentlest tickling to a severe abrasion of the posterior 
cuticle. 

By a skilful contrivance it will admit of being set (like 
a musical box, only in this case a human voice) to any 
degree of severity, according to the offence for the cor- 
rection of which it is to be called into play. 

To 4 secure this being done on the most approved 
principles, a Council of Head-Masters will be summoned 
to decide upon a graduated scale of offences and punish- 
ments, to be marked on a regulator dial attached to the 
machine^ One of the Head- Masters, to be elected by 
ballot, will be called upon to test, by personal trial, the 
efficacy and exactness of the instrument. 

I need hardly dilate on the comfort and sense of 
security parents will derive from the adoption of my 
machine. 

I remain, yours faithfully, 

A" Practical Mast. 


GUINEA-PIGS. 


( Vide the late Oil-wells Swindle .) 
Ant— u Cherry Ripe.'* 


OuiNEA-pigs, Guinea-pigs, pigs, I cry, — 
As Directors qualify ! 

At your feet your shares we lay,— 

Not a penny there ’s to pay ! 

’Tis high-sounding names we want, 

As decoy-ducks for our plant : 

Names to draw the Public in, 

Place our shares, and sack their tin. 
Guinea-pigs, Guinea-pigs, pigs, I cry,— 
From the West-End, come and try ! 


Guinea-pigs, Guinea-pigs, pigs, I cry, — 

Of the City why fight shy ? 

With shares for the taking, if you please, 
And, besides, Directors’ fees : 

Office work— an hour a day, 

Lots to get, and nought to pay. . . 

Flats agog to risk their tin, 

Giv’n good names to draw them in. 

So Guinea-pigs, Guinea-pigs, pigs, I cry,— 
As Directors qualify ! 


If you ask me what, perdi, 

Such qualifications be, 

I will answer, to he wise 
When to stop both ears and eyes : 
Shut yonr fingers on your fees ; 
See as your promoter sees, 

Hear as your promoter hears— 
For what else are these long ears ? 
Be as fiat as he is keen: 

As he ’s wide-awake be green. 
Then high up you will he cried 
As Director qualified ! 


Guinea-pigs, Guinea-pigs, pigs, I cry,— 
Why joint-stock adventure fiy ? 

If the Company should fall, 

And you o’er the coals they call, 

There ’s the Counsel, and the Judge, 

To Shareholders to cry “ Fudge! 

How could Gentlemen like you 
E’er be parties to a do ? ” 

Such a buffer are your names 
’Twixt the greenhorns and our games. 

So, Guinea-pigs, Guinea-pigs, pigs I cry, — 
As Directors qualify! 


THE ROTARY ROD. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

Indignant parents have sometimes reason to complain of excess in 
a i “ ie kaafis of hasty pedagogues. Knowing from personal experience 
the difficulty of adapting the measure of stripes exactly to the magnitude of the 
offence, a brilliant and merciful idea has struck me, which, for the sake of 
humanity, I, with your permission, , make public property. It is “ The Adap- 
tation of Hair-Brushing by Machinery to Scholastic Purposes.” With the 
assistance of the ingenious inventors of the Rotary Hair-Brush, I hope soon 
t° perfect a machine on a similar principle, substituting the birch for the brush, 
lhe machine will be as delicately adjusted as a Nasmyth hammer, so that it 


LIKINGS AND DISLIKES. 

The lovers of the Shakspearian drama may thank Mr. 
Holungshead for producing As You Like It at the 
Opera Comique. At least it is one more theatre added to 
the number of those to which you can go without know- 
ing beforehand that the play will be As You LonH 
Like it. 


The Natural End or the (Trent) Stokers’ Choice. 
—Smoke ! 
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INNOCENTS ABROAD. 


A Room in an East- End Hotel. ( Free translation.) 

Johann ( fresh from Bonn). “ Ach ! Himmel, Hans ! whither rarest thoij 
this Sunday Afternoon, that thou thus thyself, so regardless of 
Expense, in thy quite beautifullest Garments attirest ? ** 

Hans {ditto). “ I wild myself in Hansomcab deposit, and so to Belgra via 

PROCEED, THERE THE OUT-DOOR SUNDAY GAIETIES OF THE SO FASHIONABLE 

English Aristocracy to mingle with, observe, and perhaps Acquaintance 

MAKE. COMEST THOU WITH ? ” 

Johann. e< Aon, no! I will to the Hay market on Toot, that there I 

MAY THE SO WILD, RECKLESS, AND BY-LAW-UNRESTAINED CUSTOMS OF THE 

Students participate in, enjoy, and philosophise upon." 

[Both Gentlemen were much disappointed by what they saw. 


of the “penny dreadful” class, so that the minds of the 
young may not he corrupted by stories of famous (or, 
rather, infamous) thieves and cut-throats. 

That Rate Collectors and other parochial officials shall 
learn the method of combining business with civility. 

That the Policeman shall be instructed to protect foot- 
passengers from the importunities of Beggars and the 
violence of Roughs. 

That Inspectors of Nuisances shall do their utmost to 
abolish Organ-grinders and German Brass Bands. 

That all Cab-door Touts, irregular Crossing-sweepers, 
unlicensed Boot-cleaners, and Street Arabs generally, 
shall be arrested without delay, and either speedily re- 
formed or improved off the face of the Metropolis. 

That a Bill embodying all these wants shall be drawn, 
read, sent up, passed, and Royal Assented, before the 
close of the present Session. 


SOLD ! 

A SONG OF SIMPLE SIMONY. 

{Respectfully dedicated to the Bishop op Peterborough.) 

Sold, sold, our living is sold, 

The verdant pastures, the sheep and the fold, 

To a Parson in an “ all-rounder.” 

No one asks, is he High, is he Low ? 

One thing alone they care to know, — 

He ’s a real ten-thousand-pounder. 

Nobody asked could he pray, could he preach, 
Could he the lore of his Master teach ? 

Only— and this seems funny, — 

Unlike those Twelve without purse or scrip, 

The anxious Question on every lip 
"Was, “ Has he come down with the money?” 

He may he a sapient theolog;, 

May be a roy storing, rollicking dog, 

Or as a Quaker steady ; 

May in the pulpit be sharp or flat, — 

Yendor or agent never asked that, 

They asked, had he got the ready ? 

He had. He paid them down his gold, 

And the whole of the “ snug concern ” is sold 
Before you know what you ’re at ; 

The sweet early English Church restored — 

Open seats, Table of the Lord, 

Beadle, bell-ringers and curate. 

Be he High, Low, Broad, he he young or old, 
That inferior Minister was sold, 

Though they tried a protest to dish up ; 

And the dear old ladies told with tears 
How he had served them well for years, — 

What ’s a Curate to a Bishop ? 

And so we one and all were sold. 

What odds where the buyer got the gold 
From friends, or from money-lender ; 

What if he paid his sixty per cent.? 

It was ready rhino, when it went 
To the pocket of the vendor. 


LONDON’S MODEST REQUIREMENTS. 

{Dedicated to Lord Elcho.) 

f That the Gas shall give a better light than the equivalents one farthing 
dip per foot. 

That out Cabs shall no longer be an ingenious combination of fever-ward 
and bathing-machine. 

That the Roads shall cease to alternate between dust-heaps in dry, mud 
swamps in wet, and snow-drifts in wintry weather. 

That Yestrymen shall sacrifice private prejudices to public good, especially 
in the matter of the best invention in wood pavement. • 

That such alterations shall be made in the management of the heavy traffic 
of the Metropolis as to allow of free circulation in Fleet Street during the 
busiest hours of the day. 

That Yestrymen shall be forced to consume their own smoke — especially in 
Yestry-meetings. 

That West End Tradesmen shall charge fair prices for unadulterated articles, 
and that the practice of sending in a bill that has been already paid a second 
time, on the chance of the customer having mislaid his receipts, be discontinued 
for ever. 

That the Proper Authorities shall keep a careful watch over cheap literature 


So here ’s “ a cure of souls ? ” in the cold, 
Brought to the hammer, disposed of, sold, 
Man, woman, child and widder — 

As when in Queer Street you get in a fix, 
They put in a distraint and sell your sticks— 
Gone to the highest bidder l 


•Longevity of Ladies. 

An interesting paper, read at the last meeting of the 
Institute of Actuaries by Mr. Cornelius^ Walford, 
F.S.S., “On the duration of female life as distinct from 
that of the male sex,” appears to prove that the former, 
on the whole, exceeds the latter. Why, if so, does the 
weaker vessel founder before the stronger? Because 
the weaker is the worthier. Away with the suggestion 
of Smelfungus, that greater longevity may be owing 
to comparative freedom from those anxieties arising from 
the forethought which is a necessity of reflective intel- 
lect. No, you old Owl. The reason why women live 
longer than men is because they live better. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

' rma. virumque . — 

) “Arms ana the 

r^S ^Av Serjeant - ht.” 

V 1 |Vj A T {Monday, March 

t^A .jSgL SaftSEfe 

w ^ SSffirUl I® lities about the 

(f M2ML<!Vr remotest tilllately 

J Wit Imh i I uiw^Vk seemed to be that 

( '^yuS/S 0 * §§§\ ’ III U^W the Speaker 

■■> Jfe jifu^ ssa^£ 

C r' J/ oura ^ e Member 

— fi for misbehaviour, 

^wa PSJjBMMiSr ^ "“ it \ \ \\ or the House to 

f U|{j|hf fiir ^-^BR ' \\\ \ \ throwitself on the 

llJJEtf S Wt? \x>^ arms Ser- 

yy ^ JB1I A jeant for protec- 

C^(33/ Jb^^iv tion. But in these 

I ^JrfWK / ' >^Vn days of Home- 

t /J0L * / /3S=? Buie and House- 

hold Suffrage — 

] p&^ 55^3E0L with the example 

of Tipperary and 
\L , >Q Stoke-upon-Trent 

^^T—TT ' " Tzd . V staring us in the 

fcVT face— it is as well 

ISSSt' to be prepared for 

W &'kw \ the worst. The 

mjf faithful Commons 

rX^XxS r must feel comfort 

5$$?/ MV® ( V in the assurance 

,; pp6^ * Jsm <g^|p 7 that their chief 

r * v 1 Executive Officer 
1 ‘ ^ is not likely to fail 

ti v v °f the suaviter in 

U modoy or to fall 

,'\ v\\Wy / short of the fortiter in re, should it be necesary to defend the 

' . dignity of the House against assaults from without, or from 

V./ rW within. So Ms. Disraeli was not without full warrant for the 

( ' ) IJltra-Disraelitish solemnity with which he announced that 

n^/ Her Majesty, as a gracious favour to her faithful Commons, 

& had been pleased to appoint, in lieu of Lord Charles Russell 

—retired in a blaze of regards and regrets— Captain Gossett, 
Jf # the esteemed, respected, and popular Deputy- Serjeant of thirtv- 

Jy 0 eight years’ standing— or, more strictly speaking— sitting. Captain Gossett has surely 
^ earned his “ stripes ” by this time— as fully as Lord Charles his good-service pension. 

With the “ stars,” which the latter ought to be specially empowered to wear. Punch 
would have united the “ stripes,” which he has so mercifully, yet so manfully, admin- 
istered, whenever called on, throughout his long tenure of office. 

Then the House settled itself to hear Sir M. H. Beach— Fagus indefa (ti) aaUlis — 
describe, with a little too much leafage, as a Beach’s verbiage may fairly be called, the i 


w 


Aim 


I / '~7?'^\y / ^ the time being. In sum and substance, their proposal is to continue, with modifications, the Act 

V->/ \ ^| y relating to the free possession of arms ; to dispense with the Acts dealing with persons abroad at 

l ’ J ^ night in specially proclaimed districts ; to allow the Act for the summary seizure and snppres- 

sion of newspapers to expire (to be re-enacted if its repeal is abused) ; to maintain for two years 
the Protection of Life ana Property Act ; and to renew the Acts agamst Unlawful Oaths. 

The Opposition, by Lord Hadtington, said ditto to the Government. 

% Mr. Shaw, Mr. Power, Mr. Ronayne, Lord Robert Montague, and Serjeant Sherlock, in the name of Ireland, protested against 
Irishmen being treated like children. More ’s the pity, says Punch , that Irishmen should behave like children, and that the necesmty of 
treating them as such should he proved by the fact that while the strait- waistcoat is kept hanging over her head— for to do her justice, 
there is very seldom occasion to use it— our troublesome little Irish sister behaves herself, hut, so soon as it is put into th^closet, begins 

VintiTU. oVlH Vki^-t-nn. - - ! 1 " 


The Home-Rulers could not keep up the ti 
read a Second Time nem.-con. 


: against the truth longer than half -past eight, when they shut up, and the Bill was 


. Tuesday*— Mr. Cross is able to reassure Mr. Neville- Grenville (who is uneasy on the subject), that the interments of illus- 
trious dead in Westminster Abbey are not frequent enough to endanger the health of the Congregation or the stability of the 
foundations.. A Campo Santo , outside, would come too expensive. Besides, the Abbey is our Yalhalla. Burial in an external cloister 
would look like being left out in the cold— not half such “ snug lying ” there, as in the Abbey, to quote Sir Lucius O' Trigger. 

, Mr* Cross, in answer to a volley of interrogatories, administered a well-deserved wigging to Dr. Hardwick, for his outrageous viola- 
tion of sense and decency in forcing, an utterly uncalled-for inquest on the remains of Sir Charles Lyell. If this zeal according to 
indiscretion were not quite exceptional, “it would become necessary to clip the wings of Coroners”— a sentiment the House ap- 
plauded. 

. Mb* Fawcett rose.to move that it is undesirable that Little Hodge in the country should have less schooling than Little Gutterblood 
m the town. And so it is, and it is well that the House and England should feel it, and ponder it, and think hard how best to alter it. 
En attendant , Lord Sandon pleads for time. The present Agricultural Education Act has only been in operation for eight months, 
and it is too soon to he pulling np the blade to see how the grain is growing. No harm, all the same, in being a little anxious, con- 
sidering how little Farmer Giles as a rule values education for Hodge’s lads, and how little Hodge himself knows of its value. 
So, please Professor Fawcett, keep “pegging away” at this great grave question, or we may have Arch and Agricultural Suffrage 
down upon ns, before our young masters have even learnt their letters— to say nothing of the old ones. 

Wednesday . — A great House for Dr. Kenealy’s first appearance in his favourite character of the Injured Innocent, but he did not 
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IGNORANCE AND BLISS*” &c. 

“ What is it, John? * 1 ’ 

“fsy, AS PUR AS ;I CAN MAKE OUT, IT’S ONE O’ THESE ’ERE * SCHOOL 

Boards.' as a’ been set up all over the Country, and there ’s been so 

MUOH> ABOUT IN THE NEWSPAPERS, YOU KNOW ! ” 

“ Ani” 


PETTICOATS IN PARLIAMENT. 

O, Mr. Punch ! Now, wasn’t it a shame of them to 
laugh at that dear darlinq , Serjeant Sherlock, when 
he brought forward his Notion (I fancy that ’s the pro- 
per word)— 

“ That it is expedient to remove the grating in front of 
the Ladies* Gallery.” 

You can’t think what a blessing it wonld he to us poor 
caged and cooped-up creatures, who feel like that poor 
darling of a starling in the Sentimental Journey, inclined 
to sing “ I can’t get out ! ” when we- go into the House. 
Besides half stifling us, you know the grating really grates 
upon our nerves. Ana then it stops the sound so, we 
can hardly hear the speeches, unless we keep our ears 
on tiptoe, as it were, and try with all our might. I ’m 
sure the House would look much nicer if the grating 
were removed, for it hides our pretty dresses, and our 
pretty faces, too, and prevents the fact of our presence 
being felt. If the ladies were hut seen , although not 
allowed to speak , they might hope to have some influence 
on the course of a debate. I should so like to applaud 
when I won’t say who is speaking ; and I think the 
savage rustling of our indignant fans would frighten 
odious men from calling us mere persons , as they some- 
times do when talking of the fairer -sex. 

Your constant reader and admirer , 

Amy Amelia. 

P. S.— Papa calls our gallery a Chamber of Horrors! 

Not very polite, is it ? If he said it was a Grallery of 
the Pictures of Intelligence, it would be far nearer the 
truth. 

Brittle! 

( 7 Vhat our quondam Wooden Wadis have come to !) 

In Lloyd’s list of “Wrecks and Casualties, Feb. 22nd, 
we read that, on the Luxor steam- ship for Alexandria 
coming into collision with the Cyprian off the Bell 
Buoy, the former received considerable damage, “two 
plates being broken.” 

To what a pitch have we now brought the niceties of 
navigation, when a ship is considered to have suffered 
severely on a voyage by the loss of a little crockery ! 


Motto for Married Men (in certain savage districts ). 
“ Here we are, all alive and kicking ! ” 


■ show, so the big House dwindled to a little one, to hear Mr. 
Cow^er^TempItE ^ move ‘his Bill to admit Women to Degrees in the 

, Scoteh'Universities. -The ^weight of Scotch opinion— above all, of 

■ Scotch University opinion-— is dead against the Bill. The Scotch 

■ Universities do not see . their way to mixed classes of both sexes in 

Anatomy and Pathology, and cannot undertake to provide separate 
classes^ for Ladies. ^ . t 

In the meantime, it is hardly fair to ascribe the opposition to the 
, Bill, as both 'Mr; Forsyth and Mr. Roebuck did, to nothing better 
, than Trades-Unionism. The Princess’s Female University, with its 
| u Prudes for proctors, dowagers for deans, 

And sweet'girl-graduates with golden, hair,” 

isf as yet, a dream of the -Poet-Laureate and the future. “ Che 
, sard , sard ”~if it must come, it will come. “ The readiness is all,” 
as Hamlet says ; but it, is not to be wondered at, if a good many 
Lords of the Creation, quite innocent of Trade-Union jealousy, decline 
toi help forward what they deem a movement for doing away with 
Nature'’ $ ‘distinctions between its Lords and its Ladies— assisting 
inan unse sing operation, in fact. In the existing state of feeling on 
the .subject,, in andoutof the -House, it is uot to be wondered at 
that: Mr. CowteRtTe^le’ s Bill was thrown out by 194 to 151. 

r JMteday. T “Quis tulerit, Gracchos de seditione querentes f ” asks 

1 Jtoh&al. * 'Nothing; we like better,” say Peers and Commons. 
Dr.iEenealy may “boast that he has drawn the most fashionable 
as weU as the biggest House of -the season— 

Members to right of him, 

Members' to left ‘of bim^ 

Members in front of him, 


AH the galleries filled, all the gangways crowded; Peers up- 
stairs, and the Prince over the clock! 

Had. not the Doctor some right to call himself a lion?— though 


Dr. Percy may And it difficult to explain where, under the actual 
system of ventilation at Westminster, he is to get the dew-drops for 
shaking off his mane. 

The Doctor arraigns Mr. Evelyn Ashley, for having asked a 
knot of the Doctor’s friends at Ryde, who hissed some uncompli- 
mentary reference to him as an undesirable Member of Parlia- 
ment — . 

“What ! Do you think that that man would make a good representative 
who is the Editor of the Englishman, and who put a false witness into the 
box ?” 

> Ms. Lowe did good service in recalling the House to a sense of its 
situation under the new liabilities imposed on it by the -suscepti- 
bility of Members like Mr. Sullivan and Dr. Ejenealy— of an 
ermine-like horror of soil, nice, even to delicacy, as to the proprieties, 
and of a sensitiveness so shrinking that it cannot bear the least rush 
of the cold air that often comes in with the naked truth. He re- 
minded Honourable Members that breach of privilege is confined to 
imputation of discreditable deed or word by Member to Member as 
Member. If Mr. Ashley had slandered Dr. Kenealy, the Courts 
of Law were open to him. The ‘Doctor contended, logicd sud, that 
Mr, Ashley’s words, being spoken of him before he became a Mem- 
ber, must have been spoken of him as a Member. He did not believe 
in Courts of Law, ana would see them all— far enough — ere he went 
into one for vindication of his character. He asked till to-morrow 
to comment on, Mr. Ashley’s admissions. But the House preferred, 
on Mr. Disraeli’s motion, to pass to the order of .the day, and leave 
well— truth’s well, which Mr. Ashley maintained he had drawn 
from— alone. Ana so the battle ended (after a very guarded admis- 
sion from Mr. Ashley that he might not have chosen the very ‘best 
audience to speak the truth to )— re mfecta. But it must be allowed 
that the .irrepressible Doctor fully maintained his status as Lion' of 
the evening. He bearded Lowe, sneered at Disraeli, defied those 
who called him to order, upheld the Englishman , attacked the Chief 
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Justice, claimed the protection of the House, declared he would 
shake off calumnies “as the lion shakes off dew-drops from his 
mane”— and then suddenly changed the irrepressible guffaw that 
greeted this Miltonic image into a hearty cheer by his well-planned 
peroration : — 


“ I knew and expected that I should have to face a great deal of prejudice, 
but I trust and believe that before many months have elapsed I shall show 
Honourable Members that I am not deserving of that prejudice, and I shall 
never do anything calculated to make a single Member ashamed of my com- 
panionship.” 


Then the House got into the mazes of the Army Exchanges Bill, 
in which it wandered for the rest of the night in a delightful state 
of exasperating contradiction on every point in connection with 
the Bill, its. causes and its consequences, the dangers of it, the 
demand for it, its effects on the prospects of rich and poor men 
in the Army, the efficiency of regiments, and the feelings of privates. 
Punch can only admit helplessly that he 


“ Finds no clue, in wandering mazes lost.” 

The Bill was read a Second Time by 282 to 186, after better speeches 
from Ms. Goschen, Sis Henry Havelock, and Sis W. Harcourt 
against, than any made for, it. If Mr. Punch is asked his opinion, 
he prefers referring questioners to this week’s Cartoon. 


A WARNING. 



“ The attempt to poison the Baroda Commissioner could hardly 
he considered a piece of Phayre play ; although Serjeant Bal- 
lantine might argue that it was only a jest on the part of a noto- 
rious joker ( Guicowar ) .” 

There ! 

This is a specimen, and not by any means an aggravated one, of 
the sort of thing Punch has had to put up with, by the score, daily, 
since the beginning of the Baroda business. 

Can our readers wonder that we hereby give notice that any 
idiots, after this warning, sending us a pun on the name of 
Colonel Phaybe, Sergeant Ballantine, or the accused potentate, 
whether by his name, Mtjlhar-Rao, his title, Guicowar, or his 
dominion, Baroda, will be proceeded against with the utmost rigour 
of the law. 

We don’t know what that “utmost rigour” may be, but we feel 
it ought to be very terrible indeed in the case of outrages like this. 
Considering the hard measure lately meted out to offenders of the 
Press, we cannot but think that such offenders against the Press as 
the perpetrators of offences like the above would be heavily mulcted 
by any intelligent jury. 


Superfluous Institutions. 

The writer of a recent article of the Daily News on Erench mad- 
houses expresses astonishment that there are only three Government 
Asylums in the Department of the Seine. And three too many, we 
should say. Would it' not be better to transfer even these three, 
as soon as possible -to the Department of the Insane ? 


MATTER FOR CONSIDERATION. 

( A Dramatised Tlepcfti — in part verbatim.) 

Scene — A Government Office, To President op the Local 

Government Board (Secretary and Chief Sanitary Inspector 

in attendance) enter Depzita tioiu 

Introducer . Permit us* Sir, to call your attention to the dangerous 
condition of the Regent’s Canal. It receives all the sewage of the 
Zoological Gardens, and muck of that of the neighbouring houses. 
People committing suicide in this stowage die sooner, being poisoned, 
than those who drown themselves in pure water. Dr. Bartlett 
here, our analyst, has analysed theEtegent’s Canal water, and finds it 
worse than the Thames water at lendon Bridge. 

President . I have paid the greatest attention to your statements, 
and do not for a moment question the analysis of Dr. Bartlett. 
The question is as to the power of 'the Local Government Board' in 
the matter. 

Introducer . Matter most foul — matter in the wrong place. 

President. Yerv true. It quite answers to- Palmerston’s definition 
of dirt. Certainly, the Hegemt’s (Lanai is not the right place for 
such matter. But “ we have really nothing to do with the sewage 
question, which is one rather fax the Metropolitan Board of 
Works.” 

Member of Deputation. They appear to he so busy in making new 
streets and removing ancient landmarks that they have no time to 
give to the removal of nuisances. 

President . Ah, nuisances ! The. As I was saying, we have 
nothing to do with the sewage ipwestion. “ In ease of nuisance, 
however, proving injurious to healtlh, that is another question,* and 
may require consideration.” 

Member. Sir, we are very glad to Ihear yon say so. 

President . Yes, Sir. u The local authorities of St. Pancras are 
the primary authorities in the matteir.” 

Member" In the wrong place, please remember. 

President. Ha, ha ! Yes, in the wong place. Good again. *' But 
if they failed in their duty, then it mright Be that the Local -Govern- 
ment Board could interfere ; but that question requires considera- 
. tion.” 

Member. May we entreat yon, Sir*, to be so considerate as to give 
it the earliest and most serious consideration you can ? 

President. Sir, you may. “ It certainly does appear that the 
Yestry of St. Pancras could remedy the evils complained of. It is 
their duty to do so. As to the petition which has been spoken of in 
reference to the Pollution of Streams LBill, that is a separate matter.” 

Member. In the right place, 1 hopie, Sir, that matter. 

President. Six, I hope so too. 1 will, however, consider the 
whole matter, and communicate witih you as- to how far the Local 
Government Board can interfere in the matter, the importance of 
which must be admitted.” 

Member . May we gather from, that admission* Sir, that the matter 
will not be allowed to stay where it is ? The offensive matter, we 
mean, Sir, in the Regent’s' Canal. 

President. I understand. The mailer, that is, the sewage in the 
Regent’s Canal, the offensive matter, Tthe* noxious matter, the matter 
which poisons the people who try t*> drown themselves; and you 
justly fear will poison a great many more— the matter in question 
requires, and shall, you may confidently assure yourselves, receive, 
I do not hesitate to repeat, once zforaCL, every;' consideration. 

Member. And may we hope a little cleansing ? Awaiting which, 
allow us, Sir, to thank you for the consideration with which you 
have so courteously replied to our* appeal for rescue at the hands 
of Government from this pestilent mfctei. 

President . Gentlemen, you do me ^honour. Your most obedient 
servant to # command in any matter- that requires— consideration. 
Good morning, Gentlemen. 

[Bowing the Deputation ozit. President, Secretary, and 
Chief Inspector place tJieiTr fingers to their noses , and 
wink at each other.— Beene closes. 


Law and Leather. 

It is notorious that the wills of some* of our most eminent lawyers, 
of their own making, have been so ill-made as to necessitate litiga- 
tion, and not a few of them to have to be * set aside. And now, 
of all great luminaries, Lord St. Leonards dies without leaving 
any will at all behind him, at least any will that can be found. 
The surviving relations of a deceased, lawyer appear to be gene- 
rally, in testamentary affairs, off all people left the worst off for 
law. But is not the shoemaker’s wife proverbially always the 
worst-shod woman in the parish? 

t ~ 

Sweet and Silvery Title for a City . Love-Song.— “ J Emma 
Mine ! Emma Mine ! ’ ’ 
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“ PRESENT COMPANY ALWAYS EXCEPTED.” 

Aunt Emily ( who thinks that Two's company, and Three's none). “I thought Mamma told you, before she went Out, to go 
Down-StaJrs for the Present, Mabel. " 

Mabel ( who thinks Three better than One). “ Well, and so I did ; but I didn’t find tiie Present — so here I am again!” 


FASHIONS AND FORKS. 

“ A bronze fork with two prongs, discovered by Mr. George Smith in the 
mound of Kouyunjik, supplies food for some reflection.” — Pall Mall Gazette . 

“ Food for reflection truly ! ” Fancy lingers 
On that bronze tool, which long-forgotten fingers 
Wielded ere Mappin was. Amazing thought ! 

Mappin unadvertised, unknown, undreamt of, 

And this Assyrian person— name not wrought 
In arrow-headed record,— in contempt of 
Startled posterity, 

Leaves ns— his fork ; to show with what temerity 
We Western parvenus presume to mention 
One tiny thing of which we claim invention ! 

Beshrew this excavating style of history, 

Which finds all roots deep in the Asian Mystery ! 

One of its plainest morals 
Is that all modern bays are borrowed laurels. 

I ’ve not the slightest doubt they ’ll next* be proving 
That spoons preceded “ spooning ” in our story, 

And that in Ladling punch, as well as loving, 

In cookery as in courtship', all the glory 
Belonged to days before the Deluge. Nay ? 

I swear that I should feel but slight surprise 
Did some exploring pickaxe-wielaer rise 
To say, 

He has verified, from diggings on the spot, 

And the remains of some primaeval pot, 

They had kitcheners and hot-plates in Paradise ! 

I wonder what you ate with that same fork, 

Great Assur-bani-Pal’s unknown coseval ! 

That bronze and hipronged piece of cutler’s work, 

Brought down to us from times almost primaeval, 

Wakes question to what banquets men were bidden 
In Babylon. ’Tis now a kitchen-midden 


For Western antiquarian ghouls to grub in, 

But when the tabors beat their rub-a-dub in 
Those mighty palace courts, it may he cates 
More savoury than barley loaves and dates,— 

Such as had moved a Ninevitish Newman 
To call you coarse, carnivorous, inhuman, — 
Defrayed the meals your high-nosed gourmets ate 
U A la fourchette ! ” 

W r hat did they call, in that Semitic jargon 
Men chattered ’neath Semeramis or Sargon, 

This bifurcate utensil ? Was it u manners ” 

To eat Assyrian “ Marrowfats ” therewith ? 

Or did the planners 
Of Asiatic etiquette find “ pith 
And moment ” in the point of eating peas 
With something less of grace, and more of ease ? 
We hold there ’s no forgiveness in this life 
For him who eats his longpods with a knife : 

But, “ manners ” being an affair of latitude, 

Would fain know Babylonian swelldom’s attitude, 
In the great Bronze Fork epoch, towards a sinner 
Who ate peas with his knife at a swell dinner. 

No doubt the great Snob family had been founded 
Even ere that, but hardly so abounded 
As in the days of Silver-forks and Thackeray ; 
Primaeval wisdom lights us with a slacker ray 
Than shone on those who hob-a-nob’d with Nlnus ; 
We ’ll hope Akkadian cads were small and few. 

But could Assyrian Amphitryon dine us 
To-day, as when this bipronged bronze was new, 
Should we, I wonder, find 
That even our old friend Juventus Mundi 
Had its own Mas. Grundy, 

At whom Semirams trembled while she dined, 

- Although old Chronos, who such wonders works, 
Has changed our fashions as he has our forks ? 
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A FAMILY LIKENESS. 

Scene — The Horse Guards — Back Entrance. 

Sentbt. “CAN’T COME IN HERE, SIR. ISN’T YOUR NAME 'PURCHASE' t” 

Mtstebiocs Stbankeb. “0, DEAR, NO. MY NAME’S ‘ EXCHANGE ’—NO RELATION WHATEVER!" 
Sentbt. “ HM ! UNCOMMONLY LIKE HIM, ANYHOW ! ” 
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NURSERY RHYMES NEW SET FOR THE TIMES. 



n. 

Little Bo-Peep 
Has left her sheep, 

And found a new vocation, 
Exchanged her crook 
For pen and book 
And competitive. examination! 

Let her go in 
And prizes-win, 

And no one snnb or flout her,— 
The lambs and ewes 
'Which she now^esohews 
Will do much better, without her. 


m. 

Littee Miss 'Moppet 
Sat on a tuffet, 

Reading the news of the day ; 

There came a big snider 
•And sat down beside her, 

Inducing Miss Muffet to say : 

“ Don’t think you alarm me, 
Indeed, no !— you charm me ; 
There ’s nothing to which I bring more 
Unrestrieted attention, 

And keen 4 comprehension, 

Than entomological lore.” 


together, swing steadily, and show great 
strength.^ There > are faults, however, of 
which it is hut fair to inform the outside 
Public. Crabbe (Ho. 4) seems to want 
quickness in recovery, and there is about 
him a want of catch at the beginning, which, 
while it militates against his efficiency, 
re-acts at the same time on Ho. 3, -throwing 
him out of that life and dash which has 
hitherto characterised his style, and been 
one of the present crew’s most* hopeful 
features. The outside Public need hardly 
be informed that, if there is any discre- 



considerably diminished. RasrSr is ' build- 
ing a new boat, to be ready in a few days. 

Cambridge, March 4. 

The uncertainty of Swigg has led to a 
necessary alteration. Tite, of Second 
Trinity, was tried, but a better recruit has 
been obtained in Steddie, of John’s. 
Steddie will make a stronger six than 
even Tuggitt, so that the public may con- 
fldently show their appreciation of the 
change. Dumpling is now the ugliest oar 
in the boat. His back is bent, his shoulders 
are round, and his left is a good' inch lower 
than his right. Practice may .put him 
square in a few days ; but, after so many 
changes, time is an object. 

{By Special Telegraph) 

Oxford, March 5. 

Slight change. Crabbe (Ho. 4 thwart) 
takes Ho.l (Stretcher’s place in boat). 
Rullock (Ho. 5) showed signs of weakness. 
Crabbe feathers under water. Bucket 
does not bring his oar out with a dash. 
Bay (Ho. 6) comes well back. Ruxlock 
I (Ho. 5) has a long reach, a good swing, and 
gets well forward. This somewhat detracts 
from the pace. However, in the absence 
of bank-coaching (the floods being out, and 
there being no banks for miles), and when 
; uniformity of time and -feather has been 
attained, there will be every prospect of a 
satisfactory result. 

{By Telegraph 0 

Cambridge, March 5. 

Dumpling (Ho. 2) has lost Ms superfluous 
flesh, aud, but for his feather under water, 
has a prettier look about ‘him than before. 
Two sEdmg-seats broke down (Longbody’s 
and Bumpus’s) . Taken all round, they have 
the material among them for a really first- 
class crew. Steddie has deteriorated, but 
Ms back is fairly straight, aud Ms staying 
power good. His doctor gives it, as Ms 
opinion, that he may he confidently de- 
pended upon to last out the race. The out- 
side Public will, no doubt, think it a sign 
of wisdom that tMs slight chance is pre- 
ferred to the serious risk of bringing in a 
new man at, comparatively, the eleventh 
hour. 

{Later Evening Telegram.) 

Oxford, March 5. 

Feather too deep ; not clean in leaving 
the water, A. final alteration has been made 
by Ho. 1 taking the place of Ho. 8, and 
the weights axe now equably adjusted. 
Crabbe is now stroke, and Wayde, lOst. 
2lb., is bow. The new boat is very light 
and capsizes easily. TMs was proved on 
the first three trials. They now sit the 
boat pretty well. 

Latest Intelligence* 

Both crews hard at work. Betting 
6 to 3 x 2 on Cambridge. Even on Oxford. 

Latest Betting . 

Putney,' March 10. 

Six to half a dozen taken and 'offered. 


UNIVERSITY INTELLIGENCE. 


( From Our ‘Special Correspondent) 

Cambridge, March 3. 

Both* crews are hard at work. Two days ago the Market odds were considerably affected 
by the substitution of Snayle of Caius for Tugg of First Trinity. Snayle has some good 
points, hut, on the whole, he is too short in the reach, and not quick enough in Ms recovery. 
The -outside Public, who seemed to have some fair ground for seriously objecting to 
any further alterations, will be gratified to hear that Longbody, of Corpus, the winner of the 
Tender Stakes, and Mussel, the winner of the Ladies’ Plate, at Henley, are finally settled for 
three and five in f the boat. After various combinations, the following result has been 
obtained:— 1. S winker. 2. Dumpling. 3. Longbody. 4. Snatxe. 3. Mussel, 6. Luggitt, 
7. Bumptjs. 8. Rowe. Two old Blues in the present boat.; 

MOST 'IMPORTANT CHANGE. 

{By Telegraph^ 

Cambridge, March 4. 

Doctor’s veto 'unfortunately v prevents LuGGiTTfrom taking Ms place inthe boat, Hap 
filled by f Swigg, of Magdalene. Change most important, if permanent. 

( Our Special Correspondent) Oxford, March 4. 

The loss of Wibey, of Brasenose, would have been almost irreparable. Fortunately, at 
the last moment, he returned, and the boat is now made up thus 1 . Stretcher (Ch. Ch.), 
12 st. 2. Bucket (University), 12 st. 44 -lb. 3. Broadie (Pembroke), 12 st. 11 lb. 
4. Crabbe (Brasenose), 12 st. 12 lb. 5. Ruxlock (St.John), 13 st. 41b. 6 . Bay (Oriel), 13 st. 
10 lb. ^7. Wayde -■ {stroke), t 10 st. .2.1b. TMs- promises well. On the whole, they pull 
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IN MEMORIAL. 

jtafcalt Jjemteii Charles fell. 

(DIED FEB. 1, 1875, AGED 59.) (DIED FEB. 22, 1875, AGED 77.) 

Buried in Westminster Abbey, Saturday, Feb* 6, and 
Saturday , Feb. 27. 

Two sisters strew with flowers two neighbouring graves, 
And each between those graves her blossoms shares : 

Art from her Bennett’s wreaths for Lyell saves, 

Science from Lyell’ s crowns for Bennett spares; 

Art that serves Beauty, Science that serves truth, 

Are kindred maids of mistresses akin. 

This frail musician, whose creative youth 
Pointed to heights he did not live to win, 

And this unhasting and unresting sage, 

Whose eye in lowly reverence read the ground, 

Alike in Music’s chords, and Earth’s scored page, 

Record of the Creator sought and found. 

’Tis well that they should sleep here, side hy side, 

Among their fellows of the glorious choir — 

By Purcell, he, aud Handel, who with pride 
May welcome this last master of the lyre : 

By Woodward, he, and Hunter, and by him 
The highest, humblest seeker of them all, 

.Newton— for to such race of Analmn 
He brings not strength unmeet or stature small. 

Sleep sweetly, modest master of sweet sounds, 

Grey reader of the rocks and seas and sands— 

While the great spheres make music in their rounds. 

And earth’s change broadens on through times and lands* 


LEYDEN v. SCHIEDAM. 

The Ghost 'of Cats* writes to us : — 

“As a disembodied spirit, conversant with spirits, I am in the 
best position to know how some of the Special Correspondents of the 
London Press at the late Tercentenary Festival of the University of 
Leyden discharged their duty, by studying Leyden at Schiedam, and 
finding more interest in a Schiedam bottle than in a Leyden jar. 
The only night one of these envoys passed at Leyden, he retired early 
to his bed-room to consult the spirits, in deference no doubt to 
the impression that Hollands must be the proper medium through 
which to look at Holland and the things thereof — including its 
Universities. In this instance, unluckily, the spirits consulted seem 
to have led him to see ‘ half ’ instead of ‘ double,’ for certainly the 
famous old University aud its Festival never before loomed so small 
as in the report of this representative of British journalism. 

“ When reading the sensible reports of the Journal des Debate , 
Kolnische Zeitung , and, among English journals, the Academy , the 
Ghost of Cats cannot but wonder how English journals of high 
standing could have entrusted the task of representing them at the 
Tercentenary of his Leyden Alma Mater to such ambassadors. # If 
John Bull knew how heartily the Dutch sympathise with English 
literature and English character, manners, ana customs, he would 
be more solicitous about the deportment of Britannia to the Dutch 
Minerva. Oxford, he learns from a recent paragraph in the Times, 
has been fain to apologise to the Senatus Academicus of Leyden for 
the neglect of her Vice-Chancellor even to acknowledge its in- 
vitation to the Tercentenary Celebration. Better late than never. 

“ Considering all that Leyden has done for Scientific Law, Lite- 
rature, aud free opinion— the illustrious students it has reared, the 
famous Professors it has fostered, the noble champions of free 
thought it has sheltered, methinks,” says our Ghost, aud we quite 
agree with him, 1 4 she has a right to more cordial and respectful recog- 
nition than she has found from England on her last Tercentenary.” 

* A great light of Leyden, and glory of Dutch letters in the seventeenth 
century. 

44 As Goon as a Play.”— Performing a Funeral. 
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A SCHOOLMASTER WANTED. 

John Thomas ( writing to his Sweetheart). “Do tot: happen to know if 

THERE ’s SUCH A THING AS A ‘ K ’ IN LANCASHIRE, Mr. RUGGLES ? ” 

Mr. Buggies. “ Of course there is.” 

John Thomas. “ Ah ! so I thought. But I didn’t exactly know where- 
abouts to put it.” [Mr. Buggies volunteers no further information. 


CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE PHILADELPHIA EXHIBITION. 

Mr. Hevhle-Grenville a few days since wanted to know " whether it 
was intended that Parliament should he called upon to contribute anything to 
the Philadelphia International Exhibition.” This question was put to the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, when, of course, it should have been addressed 
to the Right Honourable Gentleman who is really at the head of Her Majesty’s j 
Government. However, with his usual good-nature, the Right Hon. Mr. Punch 
forgives the Hon. Mr. Nevtlle-Grenville, and begs to supply him with the 
required information. The following is a list of “ exhibits ” that have already 
been promised *.— 

Exhibited by the RrGHT Hon. Benjamin Disraeli.— A file of the Standard 
newspaper for the last ten years— pages quite clean and uncut. 

Exhibited by the Secretary of State for Eoreign Affairs. — A 
Souvenir of the proposed Russian Conference— a Portrait of the British Lion 
convalescent. 

Exhibited by the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone.— An Index (in three 
volumes) of proposed Articles for Reviews and Magazines. 

Exhibited by the Lord Chancellor.— An Essay npon “ Cr owner’s Quest 
Law,” edited by Mr. Cross* 

Exhibited by Sir Wilfrid Lawson.— A Collection of British Sign-Boards, 
presented to their Owner by ex-Licensed Victuallers recently converted to 
Tea-totalism. 

Exhibited by Major Anson.— Pacts and Figures culled from the Reports of 
the Inspectors-General of Recruiting. 

Exhibited by Mr. Samuel Plimsoll.— A Life-Preserving Apparatus, in 
Manuscript, constructed with a view to being launched in the, British House of 
Commons. 

Exhibited by Mr. Whaxley.— A Collection of rare old Songs once very popular 
in Parliament. 

Exhibited by Major O’ Gorman. — A Comic History of Ireland. 

Exhibited by Mr. Sullivan. — A Scientific Treatise upon “ the Introduction 
of the Potato Famine into the Emerald Isle by the Saxon Government.” 

Exhibited by Mr. John Martin.— An Annotated Edition of Thackeray’s 
Ballad of the Battle of tLimerich. 

Exhibited by Mr. Pell.— As a Specimen of English Farm-Yard Education 
—the Learned Pig. 


And, lastly — Exhibited by the Right Hon. Mr. 1 
Punch. — As a Specimen of the Intelligence of the Pot- 
teries— Dr. Kenealy. 


THE GROAN OF THE OXFORD OARSMAM. 

0 1 it ’ s weariful work is this training 
For the great Inter-’ Varsity Race : 

Raining, or snowing, or sleeting, or blowing, 

We have never a single day’s grace ! 

To the day and the minute, for practice 
We start at sharp twenty to three. 

If I’ve not long since broken my hack, ’tis 
Ho fault of the 0. U. B. C. ! 

What with regular journeys to Iffiy, 

And long courses “ farther than far,” 

And trotting home limpingly, stiffly, 

As e’er screw worked in watering-place car ! 

Let me give you some sort of idea 
Of the torture we daily go through : 

First, they stint a poor cove of his “ beeah ” — 
Which the song says it ’s sinful to do. 

We ’ve our beef-steak or chop in the morning, 
Our chop or our beef-steak at one, 

And at six, all variety scorning, 

More beef-steak or chop— underdone ! 

Only one wine, post-prandial, we drink of, 

And that of the driest dry sort— 

Don’t it make one’s month water to think of 
Those two figs and two glasses of port ? 

The joys of the weed they forbid us 
(0, it’s fiendish barbarity that). 

And all this with the object to rid us 
Of what they call superfluous fat ! 

* * * * 

(Here the Writer suddenly becomes sarcastic under suffering.) 

0, those breakfasts and lunches and dinners, 

So luscious, so varied, so rich ! 

They ’re a great deal too good for us sinners, 

Too coarse to appreciate “ sich.” 

I ’m sure, Mr. Bunch , if you ’d tell us 
The truth, just for onee in a way, 

You must feel most uncommonly jealous : 

So enjoyable — isn’t it, eh ? 

More especially just at this season, 

Fahrenheit such a height in the shade ! 

When a cove’s fingers never feel freezing, 

And the ice never forms on your blade. 

0, it’s weariful work is this training 
For the great Inter-’Varsity Race : 

Be it raining or snowing, or sleeting or blowing, 
We have never a single day’s grace. 

Practice — practice — without relaxation ! 
Informed, and in print, one’s form ’s bad : 

Practice, ending in scarification, 

And (see the rhyme) “ driving one mad ! ” 

Were reading as hard fag as rowing. 

Fewer fellows, a long sight, would read : 

How it ’s we “ idle ” men aie kept going ; 

All work, and no play, wine, or weed ! 


Fond of his Paper. 

A strange character, with a most unaccountable taste, 
has been before one of the Police Courts. It was given 
in evidence that he “went into a beershop, took up a 
newspaper, and ate the whole of it.” We have often 
heard of persons “devouring” books, and “devouring” 
the news, but this must be the .first instance of a man 
having so depraved an appetite as to devour the news- 
paper. It should he added, that he was drunk when he 
did it. Perhaps he had disagreed with the paper ; if so, 
the paper would probably in its turn disagree with 
him. 
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“A FELLOW-FEELING” &c. 

Major O' Dodger {of the Scallionshirc Rifles). “ Well, what have you got to Say yob yourseif ? ” 

Full-Oorporal Farrell (a Prisoner— late for Tattoo). “ Wel l, NOW, yer Honour, I’ll just tell the whole Trut\ I took to 
PLAYING C YARDS ABOUT HALF-PAST HOINE LAST NlGHT, AN’ LOST ALL I HAD ; AN*, BE JABEBS, I SHOULD STAY TILL I WON IT ALL 

BACK, AN* THAT WASN’T TILL FOWER O’CLOCK THIS MoRNIN’ ” 

The Major {an inveterate Loo-player , who had left off his own little Game precisely at the same Hour — very hastily )♦ “ Admonish*©, 
admonish’d I ” 

Sergeant. " Left Turrn ! Queeck ’Arrch ! ! ” 


A HOME-ETJLER’S HOWL. 

Now the last link that bound us to England is broken, 

By the last straw that ’s piled on the prond courser’s hack ; 

And John Bright’s is the pen of all pens that has spoken 
The foul words of insult, base, burning, and black. 

Is it “ childish,” this call of a chivalrous nation ! 

This hurrah for Home-Rule — is it “ monstrous,” vile word! 

0, the venomons reptile’s cold vituperation, 

That stamps Freedom’s cause with the brand of “ absurd” I 

We peruse the revoltin’ expressions with wonder, 

ALL the more when the libellous phrases are' those 

Of the Tribune that used from the platform to thunder 
In the teeth of our tyrants, and rulers, and foes. 

Sure we fondly believed in his fixed resolution 
To pull England’s foul aristocracy down ; 

To subvert the Three Kingdoms’ effete Constitution, 

And abolish the Lords, wid the Church, and the Crown. 

How what do we find ? Ho Conservative greater,' 

For consarvin’ the State, of all Tories, than h im . 

’Tis to Ireland alone he has turned out a thraitor — 

Is it snakes and deceivers ? — it ’s he ’s one o’ t him ! 

In his letter to Father Thaddeus O’Malley, 

See the hoighth and the dipth of his baseness displayed ; 

Such remarks by a Judge at the Saxon Old Bailey, 

In dooming a Mitchell might well have been made. ' 

Let ns hurl hack his insults and mane imputations, 

Wid the yell of derision and hissing of scorn: 


Wid the taunts, and reproaches, and wild execrations 
Of disgust, indignation, and infamy horn. 

Sure, we don’t care a straw for his ribald attacks on 
0 aid Ireland’s Home-Rule, and dismimberment’s right. 
Who’d e’er again trust a cometherin’ Saxon, ■ 

Now the mask is thrown off by that sarpint, John Bright. 


STUPENDOUS ACT OF STATESMANSHIP. 

A European sensation has been created by the Bill framed in 
opposition to the Pope’s late Encyclical by the Prussian Government. 
It authorises the stoppage of the salaries of Priests repudiating the 
new ecclesiastical laws, and practically suspends the Bull J>e Salute 
Animarum . Luther burnt the Pope’s Bull, but to suspend it was 
reserved for Bismarck. , Fancy the Papal Bull suspended, as it 
were a ram over a draper’s shop! Suspending a Bull with the 
strong arm is an exploit worthy of a Hercules, a Theseus, ox a Milo 
of Crotona. Perhaps some patriotic German sculptor mil repre- 
sent the great Chancellor in the character of one of those heroes 
performing the feat. 


Answer to a Parliamentary Correspondent. 

PU.M.P. writes to us thus : — 

“ On Thursday last Dr. Kenealy appeared in the House- with a complaint. 
What was it ? ” 

We are unable to state the exact nature of Dr. Kenealy’s com- 
plaint, but, from what he said, we gather that, whatever it was, he 
had “ caught it ” from the Hon. Evelyn Ashley, 
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f / fj l. Friday, March 5th . — On 

/ ///Til 1 1 vCyt \ \ the plea that “fair-play is 

/gSSjw/ / // / / / / l I \ \ \ \\ a jewel,” we must thank Dr. 

/|88iEf>'y\ Playfair for exposing, in a 

\\ thin House, the very un- 

f \\ 'TJjZPZt satisfactory state and results 

^ of the so-called “ National ” 

<? Irish Education. It began 

0 Vi / by being “mixed” Roman 

/> Catholic and Protestant. 

!■' Vi / n But the mLxture has been 

e gradually resolving itself 

“t\- v till Irish National Schools 

" \ have fallen under exclusive 

v clerical management, Ro- 

man Catholic, Episcopal, 

and Presbyterian, wxtli an i&sue pithily described by the Professor, as 

“Untrained teachers, untaught scholars, and an ignorant population/ J 
While, of the cost of 195. per. child, 

— “ the children’s fees averaged 2s. 7 d. a head, the contribution of the State los. 8^., and 
the local contributions, in the form of subscriptions and endowments, 9 d.” 

No wonder if even a dull House were startled by such a “ tottle,” and still 
less if, with such miserable results, Irish. Members object to teachers’ payments 
being regulated thereby. If this be what Dr. Playfair called it, a sample of 
“ Unmitigated Home Rule,” it is not encouraging. But query, if much better 
could reasonably have been looked for, as a result of the policy of confiding 
education to its most systematic antagonists — the Priests. Of course Mr. Martin 
had his explanation : — 

“ The Irish system of education was instituted, as eyery one knows, to denationalise 
; the population. The stepping in of the Government between the free professors of educa- 
; tion in Ireland and the people accounted for the inability of a very large proportion of the 
j people in some counties to read and write.” 

The best Sir M. H. Beach could say was— 

I “It was at any rate now a truly national systepi” [—does that mean “ a monstrously 
| mismanaged one ” — ■] “ and that from small beginnings, and in spite of great struggles, it 
i had at length come to this — it educated, at least to a certain” [? uncertain] “ extent, nearly 
! a million Qf children in Ireland. He did not think it wise to propose any sweeping change. 
He would wish rather to deal with the system in the way of preservation and reformation, 
and to restore it where it required restoration to what it was originally intended to 
Be— a system of united secular and separate religious instruction.” 

Mr. W. Hunt gave details of the cost and arrangements of the Arctic Expe- 
dition, but did not say that Franklin’s nephew was to he one of its officers ; 
and, strange to sgy, nobody observed on the omission. 

Monday.— {Lords.) No knock-down blow so damaging as one from yonr own 
backers. The Lord Chancellor ruefully informed their Lordships, that in 
consequence of the serious opposition which the Judicature Bill was likely 
to encounter from the ordinary supporters of Government as well as from their 
opponents, the only course open to him was to withdraw the measure. In un- 
parliamentary English, the “tail” of the Conservative Party has wagged “the 
head” — and so hard,' that it has forced it to drop the substance of a good 
Court of Final Appeal, for the shadow. Lord Redesdale triumphs, and the 
codtm or tail-peers, whose organ he is, exult. Lord Derby and Lord Cairns 
may regret, and Lord Shlborne may wig and wail, for the abandoned measure 
may be called his’ owh child, but the Govemfuent is helpless, and helplessly 


drops the Bill. {See Cartoon .) Punch is hound to admit 
that the Scotch and Irish Bar, and a very large and 
weighty proportion of the English were against it, and 
even the mild wisdom of Walpole had consented to 
become their mouthpiece. If Lord Cairns can tinker 
the Lords Committee of Appeal into a tribunal, sitting 
compulsorily without breaks, and can transfuse into it 
new blood from the best of the Bench, an ancient name 
may he preserved, and a strong working machinery of 
appeal secured. But though many have tried to do this, 
no one has hitherto succeeded. 

{Commons.) Another oppressed nationality. To the 
grief of Mr. Osborne Morgan, Wales is not to have 
a Cymric breed of County Court Judges, as it has of 
wigs and rabbits. 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson thinks the pacific assurances of 
Foreign Powers warrant a reduction in our forces. 
True, they have monstrous standing armies ; but it is not 
“standing,” but “marching ” armies that are dangerous. 
Sir Wilfrid was never pleasanter; and the House, 
which laughed to the echo, seemed to see the fun of his 
speech, almost as well as the amusing Baronet, who has 
succeeded, without a rival, to the cap and bells of Mr. 
Bernal Osborne, and is even more gracious in his 
fooling. In fact, we quite regard him as the Member 
for Punch , and trust he will long continue to prove his 
right to that proud position, by administering as much 
good sense in doses of fun as he generally does now, 
whenever he is not exercising his Permissive Bill hobby. 
But he must not often venture on such broad burlesque 
as his Monday’s proposal, though he did find 60 to follow 
him into the Lobby. 

The Army Estimates. Mr. Hardy was hold, to what 
some may have thought foolhardiness, in owning that 
the present system was on its trial, and that he was de- 
termined the trial should be a fair one.. He had even — 
with courage unprecedented in a Minister — gone to 
Aldershot to test, with his own eyes and judgment, the 
quality of our new food for powder, which Colonel 
Anson and most of the cloth say is only worthy of 
Horace Walpole’s treatment of the cucumber after 
dressing — viz., throwing out of the window. Mr. 
Hardy; says it might he better ; but then, it might be 
worse ; and it seems doubtful if it is so much worse than 
it has always been. The scum is not usually the best 
part of the contents of the pot ; and we must still trust 
mainly to the scum for our national pot-au-feu. But the 
utilisation of refuse is one of the economic discoveries 
of the day, and we contrive to utilise into good military 
material a fair proportion of even the scum ; while all 
we are doing for the increased comfort and self-respect 
of the soldier ought gradually to leaven the scum, and 
to make the battle-broth “ slab and good.” 

Tuesday— {Lords.) Lord Houghton wants the Bill for 
more Bishops referred to a Select Committee. Lord 
Lyttelton objects. He thinks it hard, when he only 
proposes Bishops by voluntary contributions that the 
drag should he put ou his Bill. Lord YiviANsaid Corn- 
wall did not want more Bishops. It preferred John 
Wesley, his Church. Lord Lyttelton said that “ the 
Bill was intended to meet the case of counties which did 
not want Bishops.” As it will also meet the case of 
those that do, it will meet all cases, and therefore ought 
to be passed. Q. E. D. 

Lord Elliot said he had heard of a parish in Corn- 
wall in which it was said—horrescebat ref evens— “ that 
a Bishop had not been seen since the fieformatian.” Mr. 
Mi all would call that a state of “ Cornubial felicity.” 

We have heard that Pariahs in this parish contrive 
to be born, married, and buried, as if unconscious of 
their own awful state of Episcopal outer-darkness ! 
But Lord Elliot thinks the sight of a Bishop would 
give these benighted Cornubians an appetite for lawn- 
sleeves. C’ est possible ! There is no accounting for taste. 

{Commons.) Mr. Pease, backed by some. Dean 
. and Chapter lessees, wfio have “ good things” in the 

• county oi Durham, made a sharp move to get the Dean 

• and Chapter’s management of their estates looked into 
■ by a Select Committee. The fact is, that the Chapter 
s have now turned over a new leaf, and taken to manage 
l their property for the good of the Church, its owner, 
i instead of snaring the fat between Incumbents or 
s Prebends for the time being, and the lessees, as thqy 
i use.d in the good old time. 

r As the Pease move had substantial self-interest at 


vol. Lxvrn, 
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INCOMBINABLE ELEMENTS. 

Pint Medical Student. “What are you Sighing tor, Jack ?” 

Second Ditto. “ Ugh 1 I was tbinking of that infernal C iemisthy Grim to-Morrow, and what a deuced Pretty Girl 
I saw in Gower Street just now ! !” 


its back, it got substantial support, and was only defeated— most 
properly— by 17. 

While this was going on, an awful discovery was made of two 
strangers, and not “little strangers” either, coolly sitting with 
their hats on. on one of the benches below the gangway. They 
turned out to be a brace of licensed victuallers, who had thus ex- 
tended the terms of their licence. Our little bird suggests that they 
must have come in under Mr. Cross’s wing. There is such a thing 
as carrying gratitude too far. The intruders were hustled into the 
gallery staircase, while the House feverishly sat upon them. We 
are thankful to say they were not beheaded on the spot with one of 
the Speaker’s kitchen-choppers, brought in for the occasion. The 
| Door-keepers, on interrogation, pleaded the difficulty, under recent 
| returns, of knowing who might not be Members of the House ; and 
the innocent, . but audacious, intruders were admonished, and 
allowed to retire with their heads on, as well as their hats. By the 
last advices, they have been raised to tbe rank of Lions, and are 
shaking the mountain dew-drops off their manes nightly in their 
respective bars, where their pictures of the House in Session, from 
a Licensed Victuallers’ point of view, are highly relished. 

Mr. Dixon called attention to the new Education Code, and gave 
Lord Sand on an opportunity, of which he availed himself with 
excellent effect, to describe what the Department by its last edict 
has done in the way of screwing up the standards, to which little 
Hodge and Gutterblood must reach, to give their teacher claims 
to payment by results. The general upshot, it is hoped, will be 
that “ ordinary schools would get just as much as before ; that good 
schools would get more ; and that very good schools would get a 
great deal more ; ” This is just what the country ought to wish. 
The only fear is, that the* standards may not have been screwed 
a leetle too high, and so out of reach of the poor little scholars, 
with all tbe masters efforts iu tbe way of a lift. We have not 
yet invented mechanical lifts for schools, as for eight- storeyed hotels. 

Mr. Salt’s Bill for putting on an. Extra Clergyman to pull in aid 
of a jibbing, or lazy clerical poster, is referred to a Select Com- 
mittee— not in a friendly spirit— though Mr. Salt is thankful for 


it. They had a saving, in the Middle Ages, “ Tout chemin mene a 
Rome.” The Parliamentary parallel (in legal French) has come to 
be “ Tout Bill mene d un Select Committee 

Wednesday — Vans Agnew on Hypothec— 

“ Hypothec, Hypothec— word of fear, 

Unmeaning to a Southron’s ear ! ” 

All we know is, a large majority of Scotch Members want it abo- 
lished, but English country gentlemen think it will carry “ Distraint 
in its train; ” and English tenants, as a class, are not so solvent as 
Scotch ones. So Hypothec is not to go at present. But, “ shouther 
to shouther ” is Scots’ motto. The Members from north o’ Tweed 
will have their way yet. 

Thursday . — The Lords are as sorry to lose Sir J ohn Shaw Le- 
fevre, for twenty-nine years their Clerk of the Parliaments,— most 
exemplary of officialsj deep-learned of lawyers, ripest of scholars, 
and most courteous, kindly, and accomplished of gentlemen— as were 
the Commons to lose their Sergeant-at-Anns the other day. “ Par 
nobile fratrum .” They were lovely in their (Parliamentary) lives, 
and in their (Official) deaths they have not been divided. 

The Patent Bill is to receive amendments, enlarging the pre- 
liminary tribunal of examiners and referees, and the much-needed 
Bill for bringing the salaries of Metropolitan Stipendiaries to the 
level of County Court Judges passed the Lords. Too much of Jus- 
tice’s journey-work lies upon stipendiary shoulders, to admit of the 
weakness that comes of short salaries in a highly-paid profession. 

In the Commons, the Navy Estimates. Mr. Ward -Hunt, having 
got over the scare which drove him a little out of his bearings 
when he first came into the Admiralty — it must be enough to frighten 
a man, if it is half as bad as it is painted— now gets through his 
work very well. But he had better not try to prove that he was 
right in that “phantom” and “paper fleet” business. He asks 
for ten millions and a half, and promises to give us value received 
for it— (for details see daily papers). 

Both in Army and Navy Administration there seems a real deter- 
mination to make the best of our bargains, and to improve, where im- 
provement is practicable without too much relaxing purse-strings. 
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THE COMING RACE. 

(Contributed by our own intelligent Frog, suffering from a fit of the Blues.) 
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« ^pj2i5!T7 / At least so I should exclaim were I a French Frog*, with, time to 

cry out before being cooked and eaten! But, *' 1 botheration! ” or “ blow 
it ! ” or “ bother it ! " or “ hang it all ! ” is what I mean, on this occasion, 
by “ Sapristi /” and nothing unparliamentary, on my word, as a respectable 
Thames-river Frog, with the fear of vivisection before my eyes. 

Talking of “ eyes,” bless my old goggles if it ain’t enough to make 
your poor friend Mrs. Croaker shed her skin in a fit of the trembles, and 
to go off in a marsh-fever, to be obliged to witness all this row and rumpus 
repeated year after year, and— here we are again ! 

Any vivisector will tell you I ’m one of the most nervous creatures in 
existence * and here let me remark, that, though it may be true that I 
do not suffer much when my membra are disjecta— ( I ’ve had a fine classical 
education, having been brought up, as a Tadpole, at Eton— someway up 
the Thames, you know — and then having gone in for higher-up- the- 
Thames .studies at Oxford).— yet I suffer enormously— unspeakably— by 
anticipation, being so peculiarly, and unfortunately, nervous. Such an 
imagination as I have, too, all through my nerves ! "Wasn’t this known 
to the ancients ? Of course it was. Didn’t JEsop select me— I mean one 
of our race— (bother that word “race ! ” as it brings me back, willy-nilly, 

> • k to the subject of my present complaint— a complaint worse than my normal 

* b v \_ rheumatics and chronic cramp— but to proceed)— didn’t iEsop, I say, select 

" — one of our kind as exemplifying imagination P Wasn’t it the height of 

A , . _ fancy, in a Frog, to imagine he could ever swell himself out into a Bull ? 

Ana. tor the Anstophamc Frogs — well, I ’ll engage that your poor friend here, meauing myself, who is obliged to fly for his life before 
the invading hordes of outer barbarian Cockneys and cads, knows more about those Aristophanic— not, by any means, Aristocratic 
—Frogs, than any four in the two eights who are preparing to row their blessed— (you know what I mean)— race, on this dear, 

fthamvi J i—A. * -A. i_*_ j-’ i* t it • ?r\i ' 1 ' 


t *jT P r 5 test » felr » to y° u i 1 protest, m the name of all the inhabitants on the Bight and Left, on the Extreme Right and the Extreme 
Leit^and of the Centre of these troubled waters, I do protest. 

t > v re >s ? ^ ay for an< * finery, and a bad ’un for Frogs ! I hate flirting. I ’ve settled down ever so long ago ; in fact, 

J. e ,°? en thoroughly domesticated, since the days when Froggee would a- wooing go, whether Ms mother would let him or no, after 
which I married Miss Alice (related, of course, to .the pretty young lady who passes so much of her time in Wonderland, and went 
through a looking-glass), who is now Allv Croaker. 

No more flirting foT me or for her. A family of Tadpoles demand our care ; waggle go their heads, and wiggle go their tails all day ; 
and just when we ’d settle down so comfortably among the Reeds (quite a G-allery of Entertainments, I assnre you) we are turned out 
neck and crop (not much of either to lose, by. the way) and forced to fly, like the coloured tribes before the face of white men, only there 
isn t much white among the shady lot who disturb our happy home, Brekektkex! Koax ! Koax ! Quarrrr ! 
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RUDIMENTS OF ECONOMY. 

“May I Leave this Piece of Bread, Nurse?” 

“Certainly not, Mess May. It’s dreadful Wasteful! and the Day may come 

WHEN YOU ’ll WANT A PlECE OF BREAD ! *' 


CORNISH-MAN F BISHOP. 

(See Wednesday's Debate in the Lords,) 

Where Be we to yind a Bishop’s fee, 

With his lawn zleeves and mitre vine ? 
What good will a Bishop do for we, 

As ’ll pay vor Tin’s vittle and wine ? 

We ’d a Bishop down to St. G-ermain’s once, 
When Athelstane he were king, 

But at we they did scoff, and took ’un off 
To Exeter Minster to zing. 

And drat me if a zee what a good he ’d he, 
Brought hack to St. Germain’s town— 
Which best mate it supply he pilchard-pie, 
With ’ard cider to wash it down. 

Is pilchard-pie with ’ard cider surelie 
Mate and drink in a Bishop’s way, 

That his livin’ do zeek droo Latin and Greek, 
Not droo puggin’ o’ China-clay, 

Nor droo minin’ deep under grass, wi’ the zee 
A roarin’ and ravin’ above : 

Bishop ne’er ’d come to we— not for money— 
not he, 

Though a’ might, p’r’aps, come for love. 

And love breeds love, they do zay, and the 
same 

I hold it may well be true : 

And p’r’aps a Bishop as tried that game, 

A’ might vind we try it too. 

For ’twas dark i’ these parts, both hovels 
and hearts. 

When John Wesley he vought his way, 
Droo mine-dirt and zweat, at our zouls to 
get, 

Till we growed men to preach and pray. 

Seems latish to zend a Bishop to we, 

From Wesley onr hearts to win : 

We ’ve to live, leastways, on the tin we raise, 
And so he ’ll have to raise his tin. 

And if tin in stream or in vein and seam 
Be zo hard to vind and raise, 

To win love’s ore do cost still more, 
Though, when won, it better pays. 


An Old Title in a New Light.— Law's 


‘ Then I’d better keep this Piece of Bread till I do want it, Nurse. Hadn’t I ? ” Serious Call — a Bill of Costs. 


Here they come ! Regiments of Bines ! charging ns as the Life 
Guards charged at Waterloo, and being (thank retributive justice!) 
charged heavily in return. They don’t, any of ’em, come down here 
for nothing. Empty heads and full purses : going back with no 
heads, and empty purses. As to their hearts, it ’s a fiction to say 
they can lose them: vivisect a boatload or a carriageful of ’em, 
arid you won’t find a heart, I’ll be sworn. 

, Here they come ! the Great Unwashed I Father Thames is my 
beau idSal of the real Great Unwashed, and these, who make a run 
on both hanks, and go on without a check (except in trouser 
patterns), these are the sons of grimy old Daddy Thames. 

Men may come, and men may go— at least, I can’t prevent them— 
and here are more of them. From every quarter — from North, 
South, East, and West-Central districts— the stream of men and 
women, and dogs and horses, and boats, and wherries, and launches 
with lunches, and big steamers and small steamers, on, on, on— till, 
literally, all is Blue 1 

Here’s an indigo merchant and a violent Bismarckian Blue 
treading on everyone’s heels and toes, and here are dark blue 
eyes, and light blue eyes,— 0, Ally Croaker I— then Blue River 
Police artfully getting a splendid view of the race on pretence of 
plearing the way ! 0, Police, Police, stop it all ! Let me remain 
in peace, and let University Dons pass a law that this Race shall 
only come off once in a Blue Moon! Here’s a Blue- jacket, and a 
Bluecoat hoy with canary-coloured legs ; then, after him, a lawyer’s 
clerk, who has brought his luncheon in his master’s blue bag (if 
there were only some wasps’ -nests by the river-side, blue bag woiild 
be useful then— 0, don’t I wish, there were wasps here!); and, 
perched high up on the box of a four-in-hand, sits a statesman 
who ’s given up his study of Blue-books for this day only ! Then a 


pretty girl with blue eyes, tinged by the reflection of her own 
violets ; and a Blue-stooking, who is making a book, in gloves, on 
the Race. There should be Gainsborough’s Blue Boy somewhere 
to make the thing perfect. But I don’t see him, unless he ’s hidden 
among the Blue bevy of forget-me-nots and Blue Belles, among 
whom that old rascal Blue Beard could pick up another wife or two 
for his Blue Chamber, as I would were I in his place, and u that’s 
the sort of Frog I am.” 

“ Who ’s winning ? — Oxford or Cambridge ? ” 

Who ’s winning ? all ’s won. I mean, all ’s one to me, Gentlemen, 
if you ’ll only get it over, and go to your brotherly dinner when all is 
oar— I mean o’er. 

Hark ! Go it, Oxford— Go it, Cambridge! I detest it all— I pro- 
test against it all. Yet I cannot help it. I ’m an English Frog, a 
regular John Bull Frog, with all the pride of his annual race in him 
—and I must just see the finish. Five to one, on the first boat, in 
anything — Hooray !— Bravo I — I said so— I knew it— I wish I’d 
betted hundreds on them. I knew that would be the true blue at 
the last !— Hurrah ! I , 

Now then, Tadpoles; the current is retiring— the rush is past, let 
us return to our Reeds Entire, and dine off roley-poley Gammon and; 
Spinach. “ Heigho t ” sighs one who takes this opportunity of 
■ signing himself 

u Antony Rowley.” 


Spiritual Things.— A Loo Table. A Dark Cabinet. A Hhad- 
bell. A Tambourine'. An Accordion; Tapes- an‘d Sealing- Wax: 
Some Sticks of Phosphorus; Light Hands and Nimble Fingers. A 
deal of Credulity. An equal quantity of Cunning. 
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T Islington Hall those 
Revivalists Yankee, 
Pious pair, D. It. Moody 
and Ira D. Sankey, 
Are drawing, they tell 
us, immense congre- 
gations, 

By eccentric devotions, 
and droll ministra- 
tions. 

Their manner seems 
strangely at odds with 
their matter, 

The former grotesque, 
and most serious the 
latter. 

They proclaim Gospel 
truths, spite of grave 
prepossessions, 

In colloquial slang, and 
commercial expres- 
sions, 

State Scriptural facts in 
American phrases, 
And interpolate jokes 
’twixt their prayers 
and their praises, 
Their intent is sincere— 
let us trust, in all 
charity — 

But Religion they cloak 
in the garb of Yul- 
garity, 


my husband were a Member of the House fond of addressing the 
Speaker. 

Professor . A very proper reply. You do not wish to be a doctor 
or a lawyer ? j 

Candidate' {laughing). Certainly not. My ambition would be, 1 
quite satisfied were I a good nurse and an efficient accountant. 
liProfessor, An efficient accountant ? ! 

Candidate, Yes— that I might be able to check the butcher’s book. 

Professor, Ye ry good, indeed ! How do you know the chief object i 
of this University ? ( 

Candidate , I believe so. It is to elevate the art of Cooking into j 
a Christian duty. As Mr. Buckhaster said the other day at York, , 
“Our health, morality, social life, and powers of endurance depend 
very much on our food, and if it be a Christian duty to cultivate , 
the earth, and make it bring forth food both for man and beast, it 
is equally a Christian duty to make that food enjoyable and whole- 
some by good cooking.” ; 

Professor, You are quite right. I too will quote from Mr. Buck- | 
master’s very excellent speech. He said — ! 

“ So long as people prefer dirt to cleanliness and drink to food, and who 
know nothing, and don’t care to know anything, of those processes and con- 
ditions or laws which God has ordered as the condition of health, and without 
health there can be no happiness, so long as this ignorance and the prejudices • 
which flow from it exist, all efforts except teaching will be comparatively 
useless. * * * No law can prevent people from eating improper and mi- 
wholesome food, or accumulating heaps ot filth in the dark corners of rooms, 
or compel them to open their windows or wash their bodies. Nothing but 
knowledge or a better education in common things will ever bring about these 
desirable results. It is for these and many other reasons that I am most 1 
anxious about the education of girls. The future of this country depends on 
their education. Every girls’ school should have a kitchen, with, such appli- 
ances as they would be likely to have in their own homes, and every young 
lady should be able to prepare, from first to last, a nice little dinner.” 


And, under a visor of seeming profanity, 

As comic evangelists, preach Christianity. 

Those discourses of theirs are an exaggeration 
Of the jocular species of pulpit oration, 

Which was brought into vogue by that eminent surgeon, 
And physician of souls to the multitude, Spurgeon. 

An impressible people are they that sit under 
These ’cute Boanerges, these smart sons of thunder, 

Who cause them, at will, to sing psalm or doxology 
By an influence much like electro-biology. 

Ira Sankey performs, as a musical Steutor, 

To the mobile vulgus the part of Precentor. 

His remarkable name may suggest the inquiry 
If he ever exhorts them to sing “ Dies Ira ? ” 

Quorsum hcec ? Can tomfoolery kindle true piety ? 
Maybe so. Human nature is fond of variety. 

Mr. Merriman's unctuous sallies might irk us, 

But although a Revival American Circus, 

Ira Clown in the Ring, decent people would anger, , 
Couldn’t Moody and Sankey join Hengler and Sanger ? 
If it didn’t conduce much to edification, . 

It would probably pay, as a good speculation. 


THE LADIES’ UNIVERSITY. 

(AS IT SHOULD BE.) 

Scene — The Examination Room of the University. \ 

Professor Punch seated at table , xoritlng, Enter Candidate for 
Matriculation, 

Professor, My dear young Lady, pray take a chair. First let me 
say that I am glad to see you have adopted a very proper costume 
in which to present yourself before the Authorities. A plain stuff 
gown, a neat cap, and a brown holland apron. Nothing could he 
better. 

Candidate {seating herself ). I am delighted to have gained your 
approbation, Professor. My choice was regulated by the reflection 
that I intend to work and not to play. 

Professor, Well said ! And now, are you desirous of becoming a 
Member of this University ? 

Candidate, I am. I covet the honour. 

Professor . It is necessary to ask you a few questions. What do 
you consider to be the “ Rights of Woman ” ? 

Candidate . She has hut one rig:ht, which involves many duties — 
the right to he the Sweetness and Light, the Grace and Queen of home. 

Professor, Yery good. You would not wish to sit in Parliament ? 

Candidate, When my household duties were over,. I should t not 
object to an occasional seat in the Ladies’ Gallery — that is, supposing 


lady should be able to prepare, from first to last, a nice little dinner.” 

Do you agree with Mr. Buckmaster? 

Candidate, Most cordially. I think Mr. Buckmaster deserves 
the thanks of every man, woman, and child in the United Kingdom. 

Professor, And so do 1. What classes do you wish to join ? 

Candidate, The Cooking Class, the Dress and Bonnet Class, the 
Furniture- Jndging Class, and the Domestic Economy Class. After 
I have passed through these, I should very much like to finish my 
University career by undergoing a final course of Music, Painting, 
and Modern Languages. 

Professor {signing certificate ). I have much pleasure in informing 
you that you are now a Member of the Ladies’ University. You 
have passed your preliminary examination most creditably. 

Candidate . A thousand thanks, Professor. 

[Rises, curtsies , and exit to join the Cookery Class, 

Professor, A sensible girl that ! 

[As the Scene closes in, Professor Punch smilingly returns to 
his xoork. 


LEANDER OUTDONE. 

“ 1 Captain Boyton adheres to his original determination of attempting to 
swim across the English Channel.” — Morning Tapers. 

With a nipping East wind that brings pluck down to zero, 
And without any chance of an evening with Hero, 

Captain Boyton, in water-tights, means paddling over 
To Calais (a twenty-mile transit) from Dover I 

When Leander was wooing the Lady of Sestos, 

He ’d his waterproof suit made of Cupid’s “ asbestos : ” 

When athwart the wild waves Byron breasted perdition, 

He breathed the caloric of fiery ambition. 

If the Hellespont’s wide, Dover Channel is wider, 

Though by no means too broad for a neighbour-divider. 

What canards to he flown, and what feuilletons written, 

If he does go, on this cool invader from Britain ! 


A Regular Sell. 

It is not diffi cult to realise the disappointment of a man with an 
appetite for sensational stories of beheadings, executions, < the ! 
guillotine, &c., buying The Book of the Axe, and discovering it to 
be an account of a river. 


IMPROMPTU FAIT A LOISIR. 

After a Visit to the PLollar jsShifyitiow, at the Fine Arts Club , 
17, Burlington Bow, 

If an itching for etching makes Punch an art- scholar. 
It is thanks to the Club, where no foxes they foller. 
Yet manage this Season to give a 41 Yiew Hollar.” 




A PICTURE PUZZLE. 


Tenor Warller {with 'passionate emphasis on the first Words of each Line)- 


“ Me-e-e-x-e-t me once again, 

Me-e-e-e-t me once aga-a-ain ” 

[Why does the Cat suddenly jump up off the Hearth-rug , rush to the Door f and make frantic endeavours to get out ? 


THE DISESTABLISHED ENCAENIA. 

Another disestablishment ! Meseems 

The world reels drunken with destructive dreams, 

AU surest-based phenomena of life, 

Wheeling and whirling in new clash of strife I 
What have the young Oxonians done, that they 
Should lose their happy summer holiday, 

When for a week they ’ve liberty from lore 
To dance and flirt, to revel, and to roar ? 
Commemoration comes in joyous hours, 

When Oxford all breathes summertide and flowers, 
And grey walls smile from green grove and parterre, 
And Isis, bright beneath the balmy air, 

Keeps holiday with light sail, glancing oar, 

Beauty afloat, and love along the shore. 

What if blown youth for once wax riotous, — 

Is it not rather hard to scourge it thus ? 

What if, all full of bread and flush of life, 

TJnweaned from joy by sobering stress of life, 

It cheer too loudly for the belles in blue, 

Or howl down males in ties of hotter hue ? 

Granted, grave Dons, the young man might he quieter; 
Is *t wise to pull up short this harmless rioter, 

Who, summer-drunk, from schools and lecture freed, 
To his sweet cousinhood shows Christchurch Mead, 
And limpid Cherwell, winding calm and clear, 

And Magdalen tower and cloisters, lawns and deer ? 
Cheering term’s desert, does not this oasis 
Aid him. to place things on their proper basis, 

Teach him that, thongh the world of hooks is wide, 
Wider the world of love and life outside, 

Show him that, were e’en Helen brought from Hades, 
She ’d find her rival among English ladies, 


Whose sweet unwonted presence more refines 
Than hooks or billiards, sports, or hacks, or “ wines ? ” 
Muses forbid that sloth or revelry 
Oxford should sink to a Circean stye, — 

That famous Colleges should settle down 
To the low level of the untutored town. 

But other sins might visited have been, 

Ere the Encaenia vanished from the scene. 

There ’s just this chance, Oxonian rulers.— Rads 
May rise among your noisy Undergrads : 

They possibly may take rebellious tone, 

And hold a loud Encaenia of their own, 

Bring up allies whom now you scarce anticipate, 

And take a whole long summer month to dissipate. 
You ’ll say, “ We ’d rusticate ! ” A vain reply. 

What ! Send down all the University P 
Coarse Saturnalia there are ways to curb, 

Nor yet the Encaenia’s gracious rites disturb. 

If Oxford fails the milder course to try, 

’Tis because Dons are not true Domini . 


Two of a Trade. 

Motto for the Swinging- Saloon Steamer {By the Twin- Ship 
Company )*— “ Corrnptio optimi Bessemer 

Retaliatory Motto por the Castalia {By the Swinging- Saloon 
Steamer Company ). — “ Misfortunes never come single.” 


ALARMING PROSPECT. 

A certain Member threatens to make the House too hot for 
Honourable Members, who show him any coldness,— to make it, in 
“ a perfect Stoke-Hole.” 
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THE OXFORD COMMEMORATION'. 

“ Reform it altogether. ’ ’ —Hamlet, 

^ econd Meetingof the 

y C JJ Hebdomadal Council, 

- ■ held ^ to take into 

Tj^ |jf tertainments ^to^ be 

/ rr fV^ ^Tl memoration Week : — 

// The minutes of the 

^ last Meeting (in 

y 4 - which the Council 

expressed^ their con- 

?j \ the waste of time and 

^ emora ^ ri ) ^ving 

\ quite sure that the 

Council had pursued 

V .a$0M ~J a proper course. The 

yi ~Wf ^ excesses of the Un- 

[ dergraduates were of 

\ o V ^ n ° i reCei h S (1 b^ 

/Wmr**- come intolerable. It 

/ / \ J was true that until 

<yy two years ago (the 

date, by the way, of 
the marriage of his 

only daughter with a gentleman who was then an Undergraduate), Com- 
memoration used to be a very pleasant season indeed. But now all was 
changed. Since that date Commemoration had become dull, insipid, and, so far 
as he could see, utterly useless. Moreover, the Undergraduates had become 
unruly, and must be governed with a rod of iron. The Council were aware 
that he had had considerable experience of scholastic tuition in his earlier 
years. (Hear, hear !) The experience in question was now of great value to 
him. As he knew perfectly well how to deal with boys, he trusted he was quite 
fit to preserve discipline amongst men. # (Hear /) If the Undergraduates whose 
names were enrolled on the books of his own College were guilty of levity after 
this announcement, he would have no hesitation in resorting to the harshest 
measures. He would omit pudding from the menu in Hall, and thus strip the 
even-song meal of one of its greatest attractions. Nay, he would even go 
farther. In extreme cases he would crown the ringleaders with head-dresses 
of foolscap, and place them with their faces towards the wall, standing ignomi- 
niously in the corner. He had found the punishments he had just mentioned 
most effective with the junior hoys of the Lower First Form in the school of 
which he once had had the honour of being Head-Master ; and he saw no reason 
to doubt that the same punishments would be equally effective at Oxford. 
(Cheers.) 

Dr. Sobersides thought it was high time that the satirical sallies of the 
Undergraduates should be suppressed. The theatre on Commemoration Day 
had become, of late years, a perfect bear-garden. (Applause.) The cheers for 
the “ladies in blue” and the countercheers for the “ladies in pink” were 
calculated to cause a great deal of unseemly rivalry between the persons thus 
singled out for unofficial recognition. (Hear, hear!) But this was not all. 
On one occasion, he was told, three groans had been given for “ the old women 
in black.” He was informed, on inquiring, that these words masked an allusion 
to the Authorities of the University ! (Prolonged sensation.) He could hardly 
believe that the Undergraduates were so utterly lost to every sense of decency 
and decorum. He was told that the cheers ana groans of the Undergraduates ! 
were merely “chaff.” He had looked out that word in Dr. Johnson’s Die- \ 
tionary , but could find no meaning assigned to it that could justify its finding 
a place among the solemn proceedings of their annual Encsenia. (Hear, near !) 
He was very glad indeed that the Council had decided Upon putting down the 
levity which was an abuse of Commemoration festivity ; and he was quite sure 
that their decision would receive the support of every elderly person, both male 
and female, in the United Kingdom— nay, might he not say m the whole serious 
world ? (Loud cheers .) 

Dr. Heavystern complained of the mismanagement of the various halls, 
which he understood to be alluded to in the expression “ entertainments on a 
large scale.” To give an instance. At the Masons’ Ball last year, there was 
not a single suggestion that the members of the Hebdomadal Council should 
dance a pas seul , whether antique or modern. (Hear / ) He did not for a 
moment suggest that the Hebdomadal Council would have accepted the invita- 
tion (cries of “ Yes, yes /” and “No, no/”); but, at any rate, the compliment 
might have been paid to them. (Cheers.) The promoters of the Oxford Balls 
had been very disrespectful to their Heads. He was assured, on very reliable 


authority, that on one occasion "no less than six Doctors 
^of Divinity and a celebrated Professor had to sit out as 

wall-flowers,” whilst a number of first-year men, who 
had secured all the partners in the room, were gaily 
dancing the “ Lancers,” (“ Shame , shame ! ”) If proper 
respect was not paid to years and University standing 
during Commemoration Week, how was discipline to be 
maintained for the rest of the year ? (Hear, hear !) He 
might add that, in the same spirit of insubordination, 
the dance programmes had been altered, and much for 
the worse, of late years. (Hear, hear !) Once the list 
consisted of dances suitable to Heads of Colleges. For 
instance, the dignified First Set (hear, hear ! ) reigned 
supreme. (Cheers.) Now nothing was set down but 
waltzes and galops — dances, in the opinion of many, 
scarcely suitable to the Heads of Colleges. After tins 
disrespectful treatment of the Authorities, he was very 
glad indeed that “ entertainments on a large scale ” had 
been condemned by the Council. (Cheers.) 

Dr. Woodenhedd said that he had prepared a list of 
Rules to be observed at the Commemoration, which he 
considered would thoroughly carry out the views of the 
Council. With the permission of the Council, he would 
read the list. 

Regulations to be Observed at the Oxford Com- ! 

MEMORATION, 1875. | 

1. Undergraduates will appear during the Week, both | 

in private and in public, iu caps, gowns, black woollen 1 
gloves, and blue spectacles. ! 

2. Any Undergraduate caught laughing in the High, 
or flirting with his cousins in Christ Church meadows, j 
or Magdalene Walks, will he liable to immediate rusti- ! 
cation. 

3. No Undergraduate will be permitted to ask his 
relations to any private entertainment whatever, with 
one exception. On obtaining the permission of the Vice- 
Chancellor, an Undergraduate, on proper reason being 
shown, may accompany his grandmother to the Bodleian 
Library. 

4. No pic-nics to Nuneham, Blenheim, or Woodstock, ! 
will be permitted under any circumstances whatever. 

5. In lieu of the usual Christ Church Ball, an enter- 
tainment of Dissolving Views (subject, “ Travels in 1 
Siberia,”) will be given in the Debating Hall of the 
Union. 

6. The entertainments given on board the various 
College-barges this year to consist exclusively of tea and 
muffins. The strength of the tea to be first tested by the 
senior tutor. No Ladies under thirty years of age to he 
admitted to these festivities. 

7. The Vice-Chancellor will be careful to choose the 
foggiest day in the week for the annual Procession of 
Boats. 

8. No Flower Show will he permitted, except in 
drizzly weather. Ladies will he expected to wear long 
waterproof cloaks, and bonnets of a pattern to be 
obtained at the Oxford Workhouse. 

9. Undergraduates (for their guidance, and in the hope 
of their co-operation) are informed that it is the inten- 
tion of the University Authorities to give to the Com- 
memoration entertainments at Oxford as much as 
possible of the character of Sir Wilerid Lawson’s 
Northern Tea-leasts, excluding, however, the Baronet’s 
own amusing speeches. 

The Council have been moved to make these some- 
what radical changes by the misconduct of a few fresh 
men at the Commemorations of recent years. 


Brothers in Blue. 

If Cambridge win first place 
In this year’s well-pulled race, 

A tie twixt Cam and Isis we shall see. 

Of mixt dark-blue and sky. 

Weave the ribbon for that “ tie : ” 
And a true-lovers’ knot its fastening be ! 


Reasoning for Ritualists. 

' Clerical defenders of Vestments might assert, with 
truth, that these “ornaments of the Minister” usually 
serve a double purpose, as, after having been used in 
Church, they furnish ample material for Ecclesiastical 
Suits out of it. 
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A FINAL APPEAL. 

‘‘Now, Gentlemen of the Jury, I throw myself upon your impartial 
Judgment as Husbands and Fathers, ano I confidently ask, Does the 
Prisoner look like a Man who would Knock down a>d Trample upon 
the Wife of his Bosom ? Gentlemen, I have done ! ” 


PROVERBS REFUTED. 

It has been said of old that “ A bird in the hand is worth two in the Bush.” 
Try it. Take a bird (any bird will do), in your hand, and hold it securely: 
then take a passage in the first vessel you can find (any vessel will do), and 
proceed to the Antipodes, still retaining the bird in the hand, where the Bush 
is supposed to he. When you arrive, examine the bird which you have in 
your hand, and compare it with any two birds you can find in the Bush. 
Estimate their relative value. You will find that the proverb has led you 
astray.. 

Again. It has been said that “It is the last straw that breaks the camel’s 
back.” Imprimis, how long would a man go about until he had satisfied 
himself that he had found the “ last ” straw ? But we will grant, for the sake 
of argument, that the “last straw” has been found. Now take your camel 
(any camel will do), and cautiously deposit that straw upon the back of the 
camel, and. carefully observe whether the spine of that quadruped is dislocated. 
It is to be imagined not. How then this proverb ? 

Once more. It has been spoken, and written, that if you “ Take care of the 
pence, the pounds will take care of themselves.” Make the experiment. Take 
pence (say three pence) and place them in your purse, and put your purse in 
your pocket. .Button your pocket, if your pocket is buttonable ; or deposit the 
three pence with your banker, or invest them in a Canadian oil-well. Next take 
a sovereign (anybody’s sovereign will do), and place it carefully on the pave- 
ment (the centre of a coal-plate is not a bad spot), and after retiring up the 
stage, and “dissembling,” observe how that sovereign takes care of itself. 

It is not impossible that attention may be directed to the fallacy of other 
proverbs in due course. 


In consequence of the great success of The Transit of Venus in 1874, when 
thousands, were unable to witness the performance, arrangements have been 
made for its reproduction in 1882. Seats can be hooked seven years in advance. 
No fees. Spectators, axe politely requested to make it convenient to be in their 
seats as early as possible before the commencement of The Transit. 


EIRDS OF A FEATHER. 

IiL-used birds of the air, 

Your best counsel prepare — 

You may plead self-defence in this nice nipping weather ; 
Resistance to plan 
’Gainst your enemy, Man, 

Or be birds, soon, of not e’en so much as a feather I 

There ’$ no ostrich so tall, 

And no tom-tit so small, 

No flyer or climber, no swimmer or wader, 

No sea-bird nor land-bird, 

No steppe, swamp, or strand bird 2 
But should put best wing forward against the invader. 

The Greeks, more aesthetic, 

Or more sympathetic 

Than we, wore no plumes, their own tresses content with; 

Even Rome stooped to spare ; 

The poor birds of the air, 

Though she spared little else that her Empire was blent 
' with. 

Now, from Prince next the Throne, 

Who boasts for his own 

The three ostrich feathers, with Ich Dien for motto, 

To the Red-Skin, full-drest, 

Whose sea-eagle-tail crest 

Shades lank-hair and hatchet-face stained with aruotto — 

From the gay militaire , 

On whose coiffure de guerre 

Waves the spoil of some bird’s neck or back, train or 
pinion, 

To the Court-belle, and Caffre, 

For feathers who chaffer, 

One to stick in her wool, one to hoist o’er her chignon : 

From the peacock’s-plumed eyes, 

With their green ana gold dyes. 

To the shimmer and sheen of the humming-bird’s gorget, 
Twixt the Pole and the Tropic, 

Man’s search telescopic, 

F inds each feather of price, or, unround, rogues to forge it. 

Not a hat, toque , or bonnet 
But has feathers upon it, 

For Back- Slum or Belgravian Girl of the Period. 

If you ask what ’s their use, 

You ’re set down with abuse ; 

In the teeth of La Mode the fair sex think the query odd. 

Age or clime, rank or sex, 

No matter ; none recks 

The plea of that birds’ angel, Baroness Coutts : 

Far too much of a feather, 

In this flock together, 

Savage biped and civilised, both alike brutes. 

Then claim, hosts of air, 

Birds’ plumes for birds’ wear. 

Punch will lend you his hdton your robberB to leather ; 
And such spoilers proclaim 
Cowards all, to their shame, 

Who, whate’er their plumes’ colour, show all the white 
feather ! 


Our Good Wishes. 

A remarkable Actor, who for some years past has 
won admiration by his finished performances in modern 
comedy, has ventured into a new path, and become the 
Manager of the Court Theatre. The best wish Mr. 
Punch can offer him is, that he may very speedily 
be able to speak of himself as “the Hare with many 
i friends.” 


An Irish National School-Lesson* 

Master. Spell “ Patriotism.” 

Scholar. P-a-t, “Pat;” r-i-o-t, “riot;” i-s-m, 
“ ism.” 

Master. Now spake it together. 

Scholar . Pat-rxot-ism. 

Master . Ah, then it’s the good boy you are entirely. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 




r ESPECTED Punch,— we 4 ‘Men 
of Kent ” 

By dire intestine strife are 
rent. 

In Ashford Yale are found 
no foxes, 

7 Or on ty stLC ^ as > fetched 
JiBSBt in boxes 


I 




SEASONABLE ADVERTISEMENTS. 

T)OPPY. — Meet me at the Boat-Race on Saturday. I shall be near 
-l the Soap Works. Look out for the Windsor uniform. — Brown - . 

TvARLING. — The old Tabby has got the estate, but it is entailed, so 
sJ your poor Kittums must after all go to Lapland, and miss the Boat- 
Race and you. She has just sent for another dozen of pocket-handkerchiefs, 
all ready hemmed. Think of her when you pass the Water- works. 

ly/TKE. P. CURE. -—We hope to see you at Luncheon after the Race, 
•ILL if the Buffet Ministry stands and the young potatoes arrive in time ; 
but the mail has been detained' by bad colds, and vegetation is backwards. 
Bring the telescope dining-tables with you, and the cold roast cassowary, if 
the Secretary can spare it We want some candLes (dips) for the bath-room. 
—Cronies. 

M AID MARIAN. —The blue rock has come back to its crystal perch, 
and the answer is perfectly soothing. Have you inked your fingers 
lately? The winter turnips saved me. D. counts the apples in the Library 
as usual, without relaxing a muscle, and, is very Moody. The windmills know- 
all about you, but they will not venture on an opinion, while the wind is in the 
east. The Doctor found his fee in the pumpkin I If there is anything in this 
which is not quite clear, I will explain it on Saturday on Barnes Bridge. Be 
there in good time, and remember my parting words about Vaticanism and 
the soup-ladle. — Jasper. 

O LD HAND TO YOUNG BEGINNER.— I have consulted the Spirits 
as to which will win. Artstotle and Aldrich say Oxford ; Euclid 
and Nhwton Cambridge. I must leave you to decide for youself. Please 
send a P.O.O. for my tee, two guineas, 

W E. G. TO H. E. M.— Let us meet once more at Mortlake, on 
• Saturday. Wear your new hat and stockings. 


Sir fcrpt (Irani, &£.§. Sir grfjjnr Pp, l.C.i. 


g JLMAw 111 ooxes 

^pj'4r) ]? X om happier wilds, afford 
ft " . no sport- . . 

A bagged? ’un’s wind is 
always short. 

N. 1 * Death ^ to the foxes ! ” cry 

<c That kill our pheasants, 
— crafty creepers.” 

' “ D'aeth to the rescue ! ” 

— / cry the riders ; 

“ < v “ D'aeth seize the selfish 
c. ^ vulpieiders, 

To kill poor foxes all too 
willing ! 

Which we want for our 
/.V private killing.” 

_ He who nor shoots nor 
. x y* ” rides to cover, — 

— - 1 y' P Of pheasants nor of foxes 

lover, — 

Yiews in amaze Daeih’s and Death’s pother, 

And votes one six, half-dozen t’other. 


DIED, MARCH 7, 1875. 


BORN 1813. 


Hard Work for French Adapters. 

To pet into a fix, and get out of a fix, 

Asf s, each, its own art, and France should he a dab in it : 
See what planning of sections and shaping of sticks, 

Frpiq. a Buffets materials' to fashion a' Cabinet. 


So frequent falls the heavy hand of death, 

Time fails for wreathing each fresh funeral crown : 

Men, whose own hair is grey, read with drawn breath 
Of loved and honoured suddenly struck down. 

0 well for England that when living names 
Pass to the death-roll in her Book of Gold,- 

’Tis rare that search finds stain to soil their fames, 
Proudly in that proud fellowship enrolled. & 

And ne’er were purer names writ in that hook 
Than these, whose record last by Death was sealed : 

The soldier, kind of heart and blithe of look, 

Joyous in camp as grim on foughten field. 

Who, patient, brooked neglect, and bided time," 

And lost no chance of laurels, when it came ; 

And through sore stress of hot war, and hard clime, 

For duty lived ; nor cried, nor craved, for fame. 

One whose pure life had no need to divide 
* The Christian and the Captain — well- content,* 

Topray with his own soldiers side by side ; 

Yet boy for harmless sport and merriment. 

Who lived full in the rude camp’s watchful eye, 
Unblamed, beloved, respected; who lav down 

To well-earned rest, as one for whom to die 
Is humbly to exchange life’s cross for crown. 

Nor less a type what scholar ought to be, 

The sage, whose death-hell with the soldier’s blends : 

Who in his office long and faithfully 
Gathered the lessons his books taught his friends. 

For all his readers grew his friends to he, 

Won by that wise and working kindliness, 

Which without quest of cure no ill could see, 

Yet knew not chafe of impotent distress. 

Keeper of his Queen’s secrets— trusted, true, 

Ruling with like discretion pen and tongue : 

A friend of friends in council, whom none knew 
Unless to love,— high or low, old or young. 

’Tis hard the loss of such lives to make good ; 

The good of such examples hard to shun ; 

Unkind to hol(L them still here, if we could, 

From that sweet sleep— the rest from duty done. 

* Sir Hope Grant often attended the services in the simple soldiers’ 
Mission-house at the Camp. 


Hot to be Gainsaid. 

Whether the nqwly-formed French Ministry remain a long or a 
short time in office, one 'thing is quite certain that they wiH have 
their Say in the Assembly. ‘ * 


Hem. for Miners. 

Hold on Strike, and, no doubt, 
Soon the Workhouse you ’ll win ; 
You ’ve provoked a Lock-Out ; 

You will gain a Lock-In. 


GROSS INCONSISTENCY. 


How can those Ritualists who so strenuously maintain themselves w T , C0 . ]SUiNmiTrM BT A C0TnsTFSS - 

to he orthodox Members of the Western Church make such a point When is a Lady going to Court, in a crush, like one too late foi 

as they do of the Eastern Position V * * ' ~ the Railway ? 

When she loses her Train.' 


JOCULAR ENTOMOLOGY. 
Professor. Define.a l?lackl?$etle ? 
Pupil. A ooaly-hopfetqus iWc.t. 


BOAT-RACE QUERY. 

Will Rhodes marshal Way, or will Way show Rhodes— t( 
victory £ “ ' " 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

? HE “ Great Council of the Nation” 

\ • was once the title of Parliament. 

\ The “ Great Public Inquiry Office ” 

’ would he a better name for it 

^ \ now-a-days, when everything is 

I , f ^ f c i s i o ty « jflii r ^ referred to a Select Committee. 

' ' \ 1 f / 111 \ w But in the Lords (Friday, March 

* : i I / f ( \\ 12th) the Duke of Richmond 

i i I / \ V ‘ ~~ g ^ performed the now uncommon 

>1 I Lss=^ \\ ■ Jp feat of bringing a Bill out of, 

. i j i -J ! * j ^ ’ instead^ one a 

, v \ 1 f / / \\ \\ \ \ / His so-called Tenant Right Bill 

. * » j / // ' \\ \\\ \ / is a mild attempt at securing for 

^ o A k / — J/ / / \ \ \\\ > | j tenants compensation for unex- 

* h V' — 2 — / /r — \\ \ v S* r lli hausted and authorised improve- 
rs t Xj - / s? —/ \ I jj fer \ \ \ \ \ L ments of their holdings. It is 

L [!', X /if //if N ’\ x X \iV | v\/\> the outcome of a Select Committee 

7 - ■ fyt ' Am ^ \\ obtained by Mb. Philip Pusey as 

- / • / : T /£ x \ 'A far back u 184?. Certainly, it 

^ ! \ # / yMr'’ H I ^ v ' N cannot be said that Government 

- > * / ' fjj I Vy has not taken time for “eonsi&er- 

r\\^f wi ■ CjT'' \ . The Duke apologised, almost 

Imf ' pathetically, for taking up their 
K\i®f /Iff S/ I \\ Lordships’ time in explaining his 

I WWf ffl I / \C WMK /A Ms W Bill. Unfriendly critics might 

ViVW |M\ \/ I \\^y? y — A j jfl 11 BhMI 1 // A ]) jj .\\] call it a glaring example of “class 

\nt\I I j HIkI/ /» jK\\\Y\ vw legislation,” what with its classes 

Jjl Jl IjsB^ILl i JiSiF // \ /^JlTO ,°f .improvements, classes of 

~ VWdl (Y/Jk ( f ' 1' owners, classes of tenants, classes 

\wlJ\ 1 \ V V\ xy > of customs, classes of notice, and 

\ \ VvNt K, classes ol procedure. But with 

\ f k all these classes the Bill is not to 

U S dp interfere with “ freedom of c6n- 

- nP ' W u xWI -- dr' tract” between class and class. 

^ f , . . A landlord and tenant may make a class for themselves, 

" ‘ v v v TO |\ v ^ yY vvY\ N\/\^^ ir ^Tnf>i\i\'\1'i outside of all these classes, and settle their terms of 

//ll v4 *^^^111/'/ i ' v V '! ; y | holding according to the exigences of the one and the 

/ 1/ \ ^^^a gns w i .... JlwA' I i, 4 * \ needs or eagemess of the other. The Duke has got in 

i t j 5 what he may fairly call the small end of the wedge. 

Ijj' | i VyNv . vy/ ' > '% Never was so small an offspring of so long an incuba- 

Jslj i " / j; i v tion. If Select Committees did not occasionally hatch 

r J n. , / ,) l larger chickens, it is clearly not to their breeding qualities 

J ‘j that they owe their present popularity. 

r^n^K 1 In the Commons, Me. Rathbone’s complaint of the 

^ ^ \ . ti ^\.V undigested state in which Acts of Parliament are found 

^ in the maws of Consolidation Acts, like the contents of 

a tar’s pocket in a shark’s stomach, was met by the 

„ _ _ _ ___ , . , universal recipe— reference to Select Committee, 

bm J. McKenna tried to prove that Ireland is unfair ly taxed. 

Me. Lowe nailed the fallacy on which his argument rested. It is not Ireland that is taxed, hut Irishmen, and Irishmen pay less than 
Saxons. Besides, Sie John, think how Irishmen are allowed to tax the patience of the Saxon in and out of the House. 

•u wants another Commission on the practice of Marine Insurance, which might, from one view of its consequences, 

be best described as scuttling made profitable.” But strange to say the Commission was not granted as prayed. Me. Beassey should 
nave asked for a Select Committee, “ Qa ne se refuse pas,” as the French phrase r uns . 

Me. O’Connob Powee asked for a general amnesty for the Irish “ political prisoners,” a phrase which in Irish covers Manchester 
murderers and soldiers who have been false to their oath. We need not say the request was refused — “ with regret,” as Me. Ceoss said, 
hut with determination. 


mrr 




Monday r— (Lords.) Loud Selbobne tried to put a hack-bone of compulsory registration into Loed Caibns* Land Titles and Transfer 
Bill, but without effect. “ Inexpedient and impracticable,” says the Lord Chancellor. “ We don’t make laws to compel people to 
do what they don’ t like.’ ’ That ’s our notion of 4 ‘ harassing legislation. ” We had thought till now that three-fourths of the statutes were 
passed for precisely that purpose. But all Bills now-a-days are to he Permissive BjJls— except the one Sra Wilfrid Lawson wants. 

(Commons,) Captaen Pnr is going to pick holes in Mr. E. J. Reed’s ships, and to ask (of course) f or a Select^Committee to help him. 
Take care, Captain Pm ; Me. E. J. Reed wields a pen in the Press as well as a tongue in Parliament, and his assailants’ coats may prove 
a ® e *sy to pick holes in as his ironclads. Nobody believes in himself— and his ships — more absolutely than the late Chief Constructor of 
the Navy. If he and Me. Bessemer together put down sea-sickness in the Channel, who is there they mayn’t feel strong enough to put 
down on dry land? 

. Then we had the debate on the Second Reading of the Regimental Exchanges repeated on the Bill going into Committee. But the 
IhR has got to he passed,” as the Yankees say, and .'argument and amendment are alike idle. Great wrath of the Guards Officers 
and their organs at Mr. Goschen’s City way of looking at things, when he charged the Officers of the Household troops, in the words of 
a Guards Colonel, with Belling “ their prestige and their privileges.” 

Perish the thought! “ Non cauponantes helium, sed belliger antes ” is these indignant warriors’ description of themselves. 

Still, an exchange into the Guards does command a higher price than any other sample of the article ; and what is the fancy price 
for, if not for ‘prestige and privileges?” No doubt, it was very rude in Me. Goschen to apply City terms to a high military 
transaction. 

Tuesday.— (Lords.) Poor Lord Lyttelton was very pathetic, in his grim, serio-comic fashion, on the cold shoulder given by the 
Government to his Bill for Bishops by Voluntary Contribution. Of course, said Lobd Salisbury, Government could not be expected to 
be responsible for tbe Bill, because they could not he confident as to its practical working. 

Lord Kimb erley very rudely wanted to know if Government had any opinion on the subject. “ Any opinion,” indeed ! Far too 
many opinions to be pleasant. 

(Commons.) Called at two o’clock— to Mr. Newdegate’s serious disgust, who had, mirabile dictu, been absent when the morning 


VOL. LXVm. 


0 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mabch 27 , 1875 . 





AWFUL STATE OF THINGS AT PUTNEY! 

University Coach {to Coxswain). “ It ’s perfectly Bidicttlous ! 


University Coach {to Coxswain). tc It ’s perfectly Bidicttlous ! Here 
you ’ye gone and Gained an Ounce and a Half in the last Fortnight ! 
If you go on like this, I might just as well Steer the Boat Myself I” 


,j THE NEW FOREST. 

lj i( Lord Henry J ohn Montagu-Douglas-Scott on Tuesday 

| I evening, March. 17, obtained a Select Committee to inquire into 
' ■ the enclosure of tbe New Forest.” 

“ In tbe following pages,” says Peacock, in the preface to 
G-ryll Grange , “ tbe New Forest is always mentioned as if it were 
i still unenclosed. This is tbe only state in which tbe Author has 
been acquainted with it. Since its enclosure he has never seen 
it, and purposes never to do so.” 

! Punch thanks yon, scion of the bold Buccleuch, 

Mow, when our need of elbow-room is sorest, 
i For bearding the utilitarian crew 

"Who ’d cut up the Mew Forest. 

0 the long leagues of heath and sunny furze ! 

^ 0 the great oak-trees, haunted by the squirrel ! 

The glades, delight of daily picnioers, 

Where Rufus died by Tyrrel ! 

There is no pleasant corner of those woods 
But breeds its legends plenteous as its throstles, j 
Which sing in summer hours sweet interludes 
Amid the “ Twelve Apostles.” * 

Who has not eaten rashers at the “ Crown,” 

And gone to Church by Faith’s or Fine Art’s urgin’ s, 
To see the fresco, pride of Lyndhurst town, 

Leighton’s ten lovely Virgins P f 

Are there five wise ones anywhere about ? — 

Will there be five wise men on this Committee, 

Who ’ll make the Forest safe beyond a doubt ? 

If not, the more ’s the pity. 

’Tis not good wheat you grow on forest land, 

But health and joy, in wild walk, coppice briery, 
And broad heath, on whose sky-line, grey and grand, 
Cuts stately Christchurch Priory. 

^ If such delight he good for human brains, 

Why from the catalogue of pleasures strike it ? 

Let ’s leave to England, while the chance remains, 

One scene of As You Like It. 

* Twelve oaks (of which about four or five now stand), which 
Here mus t have been old trees when William Lupus was killed. 


f Leighton’s fine altar-piece of the Parable of the Virgins is 
alone worth a trip to the Forest. 


sitting was announced. Of course the Head-master was down on the 
model hoy— the last he should have expected to complain of a few 
extra hours of School ! The School ought to have got a black- sheep 
to utter this grievance, not one who seems to like the School so much, 
that he is, as a rule, one of the first hoys in, and one of the last out; 
one who, as the Head-master profanely put it, might have been 
expected to look at the Parliamentary papers, he would not say, 
first thing in the morning, hut “ next thing after his prayers.” 

Funny, but wrong— and a hit, at once, at Me. Mewdegate’s 
regularity and religiosity^ which the House laughed at, of cqurse, 

! but, we hope, blushed for in contrition afterwards. 

A third course of the Regimental Exchanges debate, hut, to-night, 
with the formidable addition of the big gun Gladstone to the 
battery of argument- against the unlucky ML 

As we said before, it has got to pass, not by force of reason, but 
by might of majorities : overwhelming majority overwhelms, not 
reasons. Besides, as everybody contradicts, everybody else point 
blank on every point of the Bill— cause and effect— why should 
Me. Gladstone waste his powder and shot on what can no more he 
wounded than the impalpable air ? 

Me. Habdy congratulated the House on the eloquent voice that 
had, once more, made itself heard among them, and then held up to 
horror and contempt Me. Lowe, “ who had spoken of the Officers with 
sneers and scorn, and had throughout imputed to them the most 
degraded motives ; and Me. Goschen, the beginning, middle, and 
end of whose speech had been money ? ” 

And what but money, Punch must ask, has been the beginning, 
middle, and end, of the Regimental Exchanges Bill ? 

The Bill passed through Committee, 

In the evening sitting Me. Anderson narrowly escaped a Count- 
Out for his lecture, on Currency. He, too, rash man, asked for a 
Royal Commission, instead of a Select Committee, on the Bank Acts, 
and, of course, didn’t get it. Lord H. Scott,, better advised, did 
ask for, and, of course, got his Select Committee to inquire into the 
operation of the Deer-removal Act in the Mew Forest. The deer 
are past praying for, but their holts and glades, their lawns and 


coverts, still ask for protection from the share and spade. So more 
power to Lord H. Scott’s elbow— and less to the endosers’. 

Wednesday .— Mot a Church, hut a Scotch Currency "Wednesday. 
Mr. Goschen made a grand stand in the Bankers’ breach, to keep 
back a threatened inroad of Scotch Banks into London, and main- 
tain the dyke against a flood of one pound Scotch notes, already, he 
says, overflowing the Morthem Counties. 

This led to a fierce clash of restrictionists and relaxationists— 
including Mr. Gladstone on the side of the former. Open the dykes 
that confine the English banks, said Mr. Anderson; don’t build up a 
dyke to wall in the Scotch ones. After a series of sharp rounds, pro 
and con., the Chancellor of the Exchequer flung down his warder 
—a Select' Commitee, of course. This put Mr. Lowe’s categorical and 
practical back up. “Almost everything before the House was either 
going, or had gone, to a Committee, or a Commission, and he thought 
they had reached a point beyond which the force of Committees 
could no farther go. It was all very well to talk about ‘ circula- 
tion’— what was wanted was something to quicken the circulation 
of Right Honourable Gentlemen opposite, to stir them up from the 
slothful habits that led them to shift the responsibility of action by 
hiding themselves behind some Committee, or Commission, or even 
their own majority.” First blood for white-headed Bob! The fairest, 
hardest, and best aimed hit of the Session. 

Thursday. — {Lords.) In answer to Lord Selbobne’s interroga- 
tion, the Lord Chancellor declined to pledge the Government to 
deal with such a Reform of the Marriage Acts as should make a man 
or woman married in Scotland or Ireland well married in all the 
British dominions; and if not, not. At present, as witness the 
Yelverton Case, it is a toss-np if the splice good for Scotland may 
not he had for the rest of Great Britain. 

Lord Chelmsford did not see his way to legislation, and Lord 
Selbobne repeated Mr. Lowe’s last night’s- punishment of the 
fainiant Government. ( 

{Commons). In a thin House, Mr. Cawley, quite in the spirit of 
the times, moved to refer the Artisans’ Dwelling Bill, to that refuge 
for the destitute (of policy and ideas), a, Select Committee. For once 
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the request was refused, and Secretary Cross was firm in resisting 
all amendments of his Bill, even one so reasonable as lowering the 
limits of population which shall bring the Act into operation in 
Ireland, though the present limit (25,000) will only let in five Irish ! 
towns. 

When the Government does make np its mind to be obstinate, its 
obstinacy can be wonderful. In the course of the debate, the large 
and genial presence of Major O’ G-orman was welcomed back to the 
House with cheers ! 


EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY! 

C A Sequel to the Neic Bill.) 

est-End Auction 
Boom . Auc - 
tioneer in his 
rostrum. In - 
tending Pur- 
chasers seated at 
table. Two Men 
lioldijig up for 
inspection the 
State Belts be- 
longing to the 
Uniform of an 
Officer of the 
Guards. 

Auctioneer . — 
There, Gentlemen! 
Those beautiful 
things are worn at 
Levees , Drawing 
Dooms, and State 
Balls. They look 
equally well in the 
daylight and at 
night. And think 
of the social pres- 
tige! A Commis- 
sion in the Guards ! 

# Such advantages ! 

The rim of the Opera— membership of one of the most exclusive 
Clubs in London ! Both these advantages are sold with the Com- 
mission— I mean, go with the Exchange. I am told too that the 
Regiment did very good service in Flanders and the Crimea. The 
colours (which may he inspected at Head-Quarters) are covered 
with victories embroidered in the richest style. Come now, what 
shall we say ? 

Intending Purchaser No. 1 . A thousand pounds. 

Auctioneer . Surely, Sir, you must he joking ! A thousand pounds 
for the honour of belonging to a Regiment that fought at Waterloo ! 

Intending Purchaser No. 2. Fifteen hundred pounds. 

Auctioneer. Thank you, Sir. But surely the social prestige is 
worth more than that ! 

Intending Purchaser No. 1 . Two thousand pounds. 

Auctioneer. Thank you, Sir. But think of the excellent quarters 
in London and Windsor. 

Intending Purchaser No. 2. Two thousand five hundred pounds. 

Auctioneer. Thank you, Sir. And the ail but nominal work. 

Intending Purchaser No. 1 . Three thousand pounds. 

Auctioneer. Thank you, Sir. Only three thousand ! ( A pause.) 
I don’t mind telling you, Gentlemen, that the present holder of this 
Commission would never have thought of parting with it had he not 
been forced to dispose of it by circumstances over which he had no 
control. I don’t mind telling you, Gentlemen, just to encourage you 
to bid freely, that the present owner of this Commission has fought 
and hied for his country. Moreover, he belongs to one of the oldest 
County families in the Kingdom. Surely it would he an honour — 
worth far more than three thousand pounds — to become the successor 
of such a man ! He only qnits the Guards because he cannot at this 
| moment afford to Hve in London and Windsor in a manner becoming 
his birth and position. I may tell you too (in strict confidence) 

! that he really wants the money. He is quite prepared to Exchange 
with anybody. He will go anywhere. As the money is wanted to 
liquidate a debt of honour, he is prepared to sacrifice everything to 
obtain it. Distance from home, and character of climate, are im- 
material to him. Come, Gentlemen, after this you must hid. It 
is my privilege to point out that the officers-in-waiting are always 
taken froin this favoured branch of the Service, and that they are 
I always invited to the Royal Balls and Garden Parties, The Mess is 
j frequently honoured by the presence of the most exalted— 

} Intending Purchaser No. 2 {eagerly interrupting the Auctioneer). 
Three thousand five hundred pounds ! 


Intending Purchaser No. 1 {quickly). Four thousand I 

Auctioneer . Thank you, Sir. Four thousand pounds ! Any, 
advance, Gentlemen? Remember Waterloo, the Opera Box, invi- 
tations to the Palace Balls and Garden Parties, and the charms of 
London Society ! All going for the ridiculously small sum of four 
thousand pounds ! USTo advance ? Going, going, gone {raps). The 
Exchange is yours, Sir. {To Purchaser .) Your name, if you 
please, Sir. 

Purchaser . Lieutenant Brown, 5th West India Regiment— just 
got it from the Mudborough Militia. {Gives cheque.) _ Here’s the 
money. 

Auctioneer. Thank you, Sir. Where shall I send the Commission? 

Purchaser. 0, to my father’s shop in Bond Street ! 

[j Exit, with dignity. 

Auctioneer. Certainly, Sir. Now for the next article. {To Men.) 
Just display the Uniform of the 7th Hussars. This is a very nice 
thing indeed, Gentlemen. Admirably suited (if I may be allowed 
to say so) to the son of an eminent soap-boiler, or a distinguished 
pork-butcher, anxious to “ obtain bis proper weight in the social 
scale.” A crack Cavalry Regiment, yon will observe, Gentlemen ! 
Now, what shall we say, Gentlemen ? Fifteen hundred pounds ? 

[ The scene closes in as the bidding recommences. 


“ WHAT MUN I DO ? AND WHERE MUN I GOO ? ” 

Song of the Country Lad. By One who knows Mm. 

; (RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO LORD SAND ON.) 

Leave me alone — I don’t know nowt ; 

I don’t waant nuther to write nor read — 

My feyther and muther can do wi’erat, 

And they are the sharpest as e’er I seed. 

Schoolmester says I mun go to school, 

And learn to read and do some sums; 

But Farmer Dobbs he says, 4 4 Tenpence a-day 
Is better nor all their 4 fe-fah-fums.’ 

44 Yon man at the school, wi’ his mucky tasks, 

Will mak’ thy hands as soft as silk ; 

He ’ll straighten thy legs like besom-shafts, 

And he ’ll turn thy face as white as milk. 

“ I don’t want lads to follow my plough 
As will laugh at every word I say — 

Who can tell me the Latin word for 4 cow,’ 

But can’t dean one out or cut her hay.” 

Parson says, 44 You mun go,” says he, 

44 And larn to be a Christian lad : 

For what is the use of A B C, 

If your heart is wrong and your morals bad ? ” 

Gover’ment says, 44 You mun get that there, 

(If you waants it so bad) some other way : 

We don’t pay grants for Collets and Texts.” 

And so Schoolmester he puts Bible away. 

Feytber says,' 44 To school yo mun go, 

To comply with the ’Cultural Children’s Act : 

And if the cupboard has nowt to show, 

We mun go wi’out it, and that ’& a fact.” 

But I don’t waant to goo— and I don’t mean to learn — 

And I don’t care for Schoolmester, Parson, or Squire. 

They may pull as they like— I shall stand where I am : 

They can’t get me lower — they shan’t get me higher ! 


Where Can they have Got it ? 

A Puzzling Contrast. 

Number of cases of Drunkenness r Number of Publicans convicted 
reported in Major Greig-’s Re- for permitting Drunkenness in 
port for 1874 . . 23,303 1 Liverpool during 1874* . 3 

* “If any Licensed Person permits drunkenness, * * * or sells any 
Intoxicating Liquors to any drunken person, he shall be liable to a penalty 
not exceeding for the first offence Ten Pounds, and not exceeding for the 
second and any subsequent offence Twenty Pounds.” 


THE ATTACK ON THE 44 NORTHERN HEIGHTS.” 

Hampstead may fairly be regarded as one of 44 the lungs of Lon- 
don.” The greatest care, therefore, should he taken not to introduce 
disease into it. 
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VERY LIKELY! 


“NO, GRANDMAMMA, IT *S ALL OF NO USE ! I ZOYE HIM, I ’VE LOVED HIM FOR YEARS, AND MB LOVES ME, AND THEY MAY 

Part us, and it may Kill me ; but I ’ll never Care for Anybody else, and I ’ll Think of Nothing in the World but 
him, Morning, Noon, and Night, until I Die ! ” 

“ Poor Darling ! Now, take my Advice. Come and Spend a few Weeks alone with me at Little Peddlington, and 

LEAD A QUIET LlFE, YOU KNOW, AND LOOK AFTER THE GEESE, AND THE POULTRY, AND ALL THAT, AND YOU’LL SOON FORGET HIM/" 


A SUBURBAN PLAY(GUE) GROUND. 

(See Cartoon.) 


In spite of the strongest possible protests, the Asylums Board of 
Hampstead hold to their determination of building a Fever Hospital 
next door to the residence of Sir Rowland Hill, K.C.B. When 
the much desired Select Committee of the House of Commons inquire 
into the matter, the following evidence ought to be laid before 
them. Mr, Punch is, therefore, only anticipating a little when he 
publishes the testimony of Mr. Beniamin Blockhead. It will 
be noticed that if this witness is .not actually a Hampstead Vestry- 
man himself, he has at least many Members of the Board acting as 
the direct Representatives and supporters of the views he so ably 
expresses. 

Mr. Benjamin Blockhead, examined. Has great influence with 
the Asylums Board. Knows nothing about Sanitary Laws. Hates 
argument. Does not believe in grievances. Thinks when the Board 
have decided upon anything, they should stick to it. Those are his 
sentiments. Is perfectly aware that Sir Rowland Hell protested 
against the erection of the proposed hospital seven years ago. Is 
also aware that the hospital grounds are, for three hundred yards, 
conterminous with Sir Rowland’s premises, that the Hospital 
buildings are in full view from the windows of his house, and that 
the road by which the sick and dead are carried, passes directly 
under the balcony of his study. Has heard that advancing years 
have confined Sir Rowland to the study and balcony— that there 
he passes nearly the whole of every day. He (Witness) cannot help 
that. 

Chairman of Committee (to Witness). You speak very disre- 
spectfully of Sir Rowland Hill. Do you know who that gentle- 
man is? 

Witness (flippantly). 0! I don’t know. Something to do with 
penny postage-stamps — eh ? 


Chairman of Committee . Sir Rowland Hill, K.C.B., is one of 
the ablest Civil Servants this country has ever known. The house 
he occupies iu his well-earned retirement is, so to speak, the gift of 
the nation— a gift that very poorly represents the gratitude and 
respect he has the right to expect at tke hands of every English- 
man. > 

Witness . 0, that ’s it, is it ! ('Examination ' continued .) He 
was also aware that the present site of eight acres cost £1,950 an 
acre, and is estimated by the Asylums Board to be worth £26,000, 
that this sum the Hampstead Committee had offered to pay down, 
although they knew that when they came to sell the property, 
they would lose from £6,000 to £10,000. He was also aware 
that the Board had been offered an estate of twenty-three and 
a half acres for £29,300. He was sufficiently a mathematician 
to understand that by this arrangement the Board would be- 
come possessed of an additional fifteen and a half acres for a 
further outlay of £3,300. He was also aware that were a 
circle of moderate radius drawn round the site already possessed j 
by the Board, it'would include four hundred houses. He knew, too, 
that were the same radius drawn round the site proposed by the 
Hampstead Committee, it would include only twelve houses. He 
was also aware that Dr. Murchison had declared that the new site 
proposed by the inhabitants of Hampstead was in no respects infe- 
rior, and in some most important respects superior, to the site 
selected by the Asylums Board. 

Chairman of Committee. And yet, in spite of all this, it is your 
opinion that the Asylums Board should persist in their determination 
of erecting the Fever Hospital on a site so inconvenient and so 
objectionable as the one they have selected ? 

Witness . Certainly. If I did not, I should be unworthy of 
representing the Asylums Board and of being called— Blockhead ! 


Saying for Soldiers.— Sell the Kit and deserve the Cat. 
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THE RACE OF THE TRUE BLUES. 




Thoughbrawn and 
thews we less 
may use than 
our forefathers 
wont, 


The joy of strife makes life of life the life in battle’s front; 

This true-blue race with no disgrace of craft or cross is run, 

Where the winner wins hut honour, and the loser loses none. 

What myriads pour along the shore, by foot and wheel and rail, 

What myriads teem on Thames’ broad stream, by oar and screw and sail ; i 
On holt and bridge, and piled roof-ridge, what crowds on either side — ! 

In the midst the mighty river’s, on its banks the city’s tide. ! 

All eyes are bent, all minds intent, where, oars a-poise to dip, 

Each rival eight the signal wait like greyhounds in the slip, 

Of England’s sons the champions for pluck and blood and bone, 

Strong wills well broke their cox and stroke to know— and them alone. 

How fair they show, trained fine to row, those sixteen striplings strong ; 

Just weight enough, no ounce of stuff but helps their ship along. 

Each coxswain yare, with yoke-lines square, each boat on even keel, 

And level laid each stout ash-blade, held in a grasp of steel. 

A hush, a word, more felt than heard, twice eight oars dip like one, 

The lithe boats leap, the ash-blades sweep, and flash ’twixt stream and sun ; 
A steady swing of backward fling, and home-pulled forward stroke, 

With all the aid that tough ash- blade demands from heart of oak. 

’Tis either’s race, so timed the pace, so equipoised the strength— 

Ho, bow and bow are severed now, a quarter— half— a length — 

How Cambridge slows, cool Oxford rows, but still ’tis well-pulled all, 

And no oar drags, no courage flags, from stroke to coxswain small. 

What boots to tell the sink and swell of challenge-shout and cheer, 

Of hot blood’s rush as fade and flush alternate hope*and fear ; 

Of bright eyes filled, and hot hopes chilled, as, ’gainst the keen north wind, 
The light-blue oars show, from the shores, more and more lengths behind ; 

Eor styles are styles, and 'miles are miles, and when work, weight, and will 
Their best have done, the race is won by these plus sleight and skill : 
Dark-blue once more Light-blue shows o’er, and Cambridge, beat, may say, 
“We took our Rhodes to honour, hut they found Victory’s Wax,” 


NEW MONSTERS AT ROME. 

[A recent telegram announced the arrival of certain English Baptists going to assist at 
the opening of a chapel in Borne. The following reference to that event, reported to 
have been made in an Allocution delivered, the other day, to certain Eminent 
Personages, can hardly be thought to require confirmation.] 

You cannot, Venerable Brethren, but have admired the curious felicity with 
which .we lately, representing the haunts of the Vices under 'the names of 
temples of "the heathen gods, denounced as still worse than those sinks of in- 
famy the houses of Protestant worship now at length also suffered to exist at 
Rome. 0 most impious excess of toleration ! And now behold a new monster — 
a nasty, dirty, abominable conventicle, profanely styled a Baptist chapel, 
erected :near the tombs of the Apostles 1 Lo, also, a gang of those so-called 
Baptists, a sect of Protestants almost as pestilent as even the Anglican 
Ritualists themselves, arrived in Rome to abet the’opening of that den of heresy ! 
Yes, We witness this Holy See invaded by no fewer than sixty-one of these 
rebels, these wretches, these reprobates, these abandoned miscreants! You 
have heard, Venerable Brothers, some visitors of .’profane theatres lament 
grievously the weariness and, so to say, bore they endured at a certain spec- 
tacular and musical 1 performance, by name, in L the language of the Gauls, 


he Prophete f r tbrough the singing of some three in- 
sufferable Anabaptists. By how much more will our ears 
be offended by the sacrilegious psalmody of as many as 
sixty-one ministers of that vile denomination, together 
with all their inharmonious followers, under Our very 
nose ! 

What next, Venerable Brethren? We expect now in 
a very short time to see a lot of mean ana unsightly 
buildings, as much eyesores as scaudals, arise on every 
side in all quarters of the City, the centre of this Holy 
| See, having sacrilegiously inscribed over their ugly 
portals the names of Ebenezer and Little Bethel, we 
may not at all wonder if even now at the head of that 
newly arrived band of those most unbridled Baptists, 

| there is that most shameless merry-andrew, their notori- 
ous leader, Spurgeon, about to proclaim from the pulpit 
the doctrines of heretical depravity. 

Baptists, they call themselves, Venerable Brethren, 
do they?— those snakes, vipers, serpents, alligators, 
crocodiles, toads and frogs, those spiders, those scor- 
pions, those unspeakable reptiles, insects and vermin— 
Baptists, indeed ! Ah, if only the Holy Office, exempt 
from persecution, could now freely exercise its rightful 
powers, would it not soon baptise them ? 


« CITT TERMS ” AHD MILITARY MAHNERS. 

(See Discussion in the Souse on the Regimental 
Exchanges Bill) 

“ The Guards,” their ardent champion affirms. 

Are sweetly ignorant of “ City terms.” 

They doubtless deem “ Commercial ” nomenclature 
Beneath the notice of a noble nature 
And proudly scorn to entertain a notion 
Cf honour, taken merely d la Goschen. 

D’ ye think that Colonel Bounce and Major Bluster 
Beneath the flag of 3fa?nmon e’er will muster? 

Pooh ! pooh ! it really is quite too funny 
To talk to military swells of —Money ! 

“ Purchase ! ” The word is destitute of meaning 
To militaires—they would not stoop to gleaning 
In Trade’s Tom Tiddler’s ground, or— scarcely worse— 
Barter prestige for cash, or make a purse. 

Where is the gallant Guardsman who conld tell 
The esoteric civic sense of “ Sell” ? 

Or where the beau sabreur could hear the onus 
Cf being called on to define a u bonus ” ? 

“ Charges ” they understand, but only those 
Made in the field against their country’s foes ; 

And comrades who should prate of loss or profit, 

They ’d doubtless send to Coventry — or Tophet. 

How sweet and solacing it is to find 
The glorious modem military mind 
As wholly free from mercenary taint t 
As that of any peaceful, purseless Saint ! 

How very nice to know there ’s yet a place 
Where Honour still can show a stainless face : 

A sanctuary safe from lucre’s worms, 

Who chance to know the use of “ City terms ” — 
Souls that but sigb for Glory’s bright awards, 

And probity enlisted in the Guards I 

’Tis said, indeed, keen scrutiny might find 

That e’en the artless military mind 

Cver just one “ Commercial ” subject ranges— 

The theory (and practice) of exchanges ; 

Hor shows reluctance (how extremely odd it is !) 

To hold Commissions vendible commodities ; 

Hay, some one hints— hut this must be a story — 
Would make a sale of Household martial glory, 

In Eame’s inheritance hard cash invest, 

And put proud Honour out at interest. 

But let us shun these sordid, Xowe-suggestions, 

Eor on such purely military questions 
The mere commercial mind is no authority, 

Leave them to Mr. Hardy’s mute majority ; 

Or, if the cads will wriggle, crush the worms, 

With supercilious sneers at “ City terms ” ! 


ONLY A LETTER BETWEEN ’EM. 

Mendibi is a principal General on the Carlist side. 
“ Mentiri” seems to be a general principle on both 
sides. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

At the Court , Princess’s , and a Stance, 

Sib, 

Ie ever there were an illustration of “ The Hare and many 
Friends,” it was afforded by the spectacle which presented itself at 
the opening of the Court Theatre, ten days ago, on the first night 
of the new management, which was also the 'premiere of a comedy, 
and the debut of an actor in the character of an author. To 
Mb. Habe, as, indeed, to any self-respecting manager sincerely 
intending to do his utmost in the cause of true dramatic Art, and 
settling himself in the good opinion of the public on the basis of 
thorough respectability, thorough judgment in the choice of his 
pieces, and thorough taste and care in their presentation, I, for 
myself personally, and for those whom I represent, do cordially 
wish all the success that such an undertaking undoubtedly 
deserves. And— so say all of us. 

Lady Flora is Me. Habeas first essay in management, and 
Mb. Coghlan’s first piece, and it is next to impossible to pronounce 
a fair critical opinion of any play, much more one under conditions at 
once so favourable and unfavourable to success, on its first night. 

As a matter of course it was well received, as, probably, would 
have been a piece of not half its merit on this special occasion. 
We may say at once that it earned its success by the good taste and 
finish of most of the acting, and the effectiveness, point, and humour 
of much of the writing. It is palpably deficient in back-bone. The 
two most decided successes in the cast— in some measure, because 
the one actor was an entire, the other a comparative, stranger to 
the audience— were Mb. H. Kemble, as Bmns , an old Butler, 
who doesn’t appear, and more’s the pity, after the First Act, 
and of Mb. C. Kelly,, as a bluff, untaught, bullet-headed, and 
right-hearted fox-hunting Lord. At some future time it may be 
of service, in the interests of dramatic Art, to consider Lady Flora 
critically ; at present, I can only quote Mb. Jeppebson’s Pip Van 
Winkle^ and say, “ Success to you, an* your children, an’ may you 
live long an’ brosber 1 ” 

Found the World in Eighty Days % at the Princess’s, is an adap- 


tation, by somebody, of Le Tour du Monde en Quatre-vingt Jours , 
one of the latest and greatest Parisian successes— that is, as a spec- 
tacle. Those who know Jules Yeene’s most ingenious and exciting 
romance, from which this play, with the Author’s collaboration, has 
been adapted, will he as disappointed as a warm admirer of 
Dickens, who, having been delighted with Mr. Micawber in the 
novel, should expect to he doubly gratified by his appearance in the 
fiesh on the stage. The scenery, by French artists, is effective, the 
dresses brilliant. I suppose the piece would have been placed on 
the stage of Drury Lane, hut for the forthcoming Opera. The cost 
of production must have been considerable, and had the adaptation 
been really good, the success of the piece in London would have 
far exceeded the original outlay and nightly expenses. Even as it 
is, with all the drawback of excessive length and a first night of 
“ hitches,” it may work into a satisfactory result. 

Mb. Henby Sinclaje and Miss Helen Babby (who have, both 
of them, a rough time of it) are “starred” in the hill; that is, 
they have their names in letters half again, the size and thickness 
of anybody else’s. The reason of this is not apparent, as Miss 
Cablisle, whom I have seen as an earnest and artistic Portia at 
Manchester, and as an intelligent and pleasing Juliet at the Crystal 
Palace, figures only in small type. But, for the matter of that, the 
Elephant, the real live Elephant, is not even mentioned in the pro- 
gramme. The Steam-Engine is capitally played by Mb. A. Sac ; 
no Machinists could he better than Messes. Nezel and Wabton — 
(perhaps some fastidious people may prefer Mb. Wabton to 
Mb. Nezel, hut that ’s a matter of taste) ; and you will, I am sure, 
be glad to hear that Me. Cooper is the Gas Engineer . 

There are four pictures of Miss Helen Babby in the programme, 
in as many costumes, and one of Miss Cablisle. 

Either Mb. Cook, or Mb. Daze, ought to have speculated in Bound 
the World in Eighty Days as a first-rate advertisement ; hut they 
have missed their chance. I hear, by the way, that the enterprising 
Mb. Cook did take all his excursionists to witness the piece at the 
Porte St. Martin, and that the whole party rose as one man, when 
our National Anthem was played, and cheered lustily. Rather start- 
ling this for a Parisian audience. 
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,f A THING PUNCH WANTS TO KNOW.” 

"Why Young Ladies— ay, and Young Wives, tor the Matter of that — will encumber themselves with Garments that 
are a Grievance to those that Wear, and still more to those that Pay for them, when something like the modest 
Costume in our Sketch would cost them one-half the Trouble, and their Fathers or Husbands one-half the Money % 


One word before closing my account, only one word, about Messrs. . A ¥ A tthtct 

Masked yne and Cooke. Psycbo is a mystery still impenetrable. ^ i^ArijAJAAiiuiN. 

Twice bave I seen Mm. But let all who feel any interest whatever Mr. Punch is always ready to . express regret when he has # given 
in u Spiritualism ” make a point of going to Messrs. M. and C.’s pain, inadvertently, or nnintentionally. In some lines of Ms last 
Dark and Light Stance at the Egyptian Hall. It will repay them, week’s number on Messrs. Moody and Sankey’s services he meant 
I should say, far more than going to bear the Converted EtMopian to criticise only some points of manner wMch seemed to him fairly 
Serenader and Ms Companion at Exeter Hall, even though a real open to criticism, not to throw any doubt on the motives or the sin- 
live Lord should be there to give his blessing from the platform, cerity of Messrs. Moody and Sankey. It seems to him that even 
Let Mr. Serjeant Cox, the learned Psychic-forceist, assist at this in. the most earnest religions appeals good and had taste may be 
session— I mean seance— and tell us if it is any longer worth Ms shown, and that no offence ought to be token, when what Mr. Punch 
while to waste Ms valuable time in interviewing Mediums. Tam- thinks had taste in the style and manner of such appeals is pointed 
bourines, guitars, hands, anything, everything, ffy about; Mr. Cooke out. He respects, he trusts, as deeply as any of those who have 
is stitched up, bound up, tied up, screwed up, screwed down, and objected to the lines in question, all true religion, all earnest efforts 
suffers all sorts of indignities like a lamb, and yet he is able to ring to make men better, and even in the homeliest and humblest forms 
bells, cbuck a tambourine over a curtain, play a guitar, play a mouth- that the expression of such beliefs, and such efforts, can assume, 
organ, drink a glass of water, and, in fact, do all that the best .... - . . - 

spiritualistic Media profess to have done for them by spirits. 

These ingenious Professors do deserve a good word from every- Keeping His Word, 

one who is anxious to expose a gross imposture and dissipate most j) Ri p EES Ct, aught on, ex-Bishop of Colombo, has been appointed 

dangerous delusions. They, at least, perform what they prof ess, and Chaplain-General of the Army. Those who hoped that the vacancy 
profess no more than they perform. Having worked myself up to W0T q^ have been filled by Archdeacon Weight, the Senior 
tMs pitch, I shall now let myself down gently, and, perching on Military Chaplain, who has served with the Army in all climates 
the paper, with my still fluttering goose-quill, I sign myseli_now gixty- eight years, when urging his claims on the appointing 
818 ever authorities, were assured by the voice potential that Ms award would 

1 our Representative. he “Fiat juditia “ Let right be done ? ” Weight has been done. 

P.S.— Of our most interesting visit paid to Dr. Lynn by myself Who can deny it ? w 

and a few other scientific gentlemen, more in my next. " 

I Bohn’s Catalogue in Black and White. 

- Hark, from Pall Mall, the Christie-Minstrel groans— 

Notice of Motion. “ What— Christie’s self knock down these lots of Bohn’s l ” 

(In anticipation of the Notice-Faper of April 1 st<) — 

Mr. J . Martin to move a vote of censnre on the English Govern- making common cause, 

ment as being at the bottom of the growth and spread of the Colo- What the County of Durham Ritualist plergy and Mr. Flower, j 
rado beetle. alike want to put down— The B (e) aring Rei(g)n I | 


Notice of Motion. 
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HOW THE LUGGAGE IS LOST- . A 

Lady's-Maid. “ .Thomas, why don’t you See the Boxes put in the Van ? They may be Lost ! ” 

Thomas . “ I’m not going to Trouble myself with all that there Luggage. It’s the Porter’s Business. He’s paid for it 1” 


THE WOICE OF THE KENSINGTON WESTKYMAN. 

Who cares about the Noospapers ? Not me, I must confess. 

One Yolunteer like me is worth a score of that there Press. 

We are independent Britons. * We sits at home 1 in ease, 

Smokes our pipes, and reads our J Englishman, and does as we darn 
please. 

The people down, at Kensington ’s complainin’ of their dust, 
Whereat we Independents laughs until we ’re like to bust. 

Let ’em write indignant letters ; let ’em peg up their big D’s — 
What ’s the use of bein’ a Yestry but to do as you dam please ? 

Western Bohemia too, we hears, is full o’ quips and quirks, 

Wantin’ to turn a Board of Faith into a Board of Works. 

And who ’s to put the screw on us P Perlicemen, if you please. 
Perlicemen fraternise with ns, and does as they darn please. 

We are independent paviors. It may lead to broken hones ; 

But on foot- ways we digs pitfalls, and in roads piles payin’ -stones. 
They may tumble, if they like, and break their sanguinary knees — 
What’s the odds to us, perwided that we do as we darn please ? 

There’s a chap in West Bohemia do wax uncommon wrath, 

As has caught a young octopus a-swimmin’ in his hath. 

He wants his cistern covered. Of course he never sees 
The claims of young octopuses to swim where they darn please. 

We’re for the Bights of Subj ects — oetopuse s or men : 

If it interferes with “ Order ” or with “ Proputty,” what then P 
Our motto’s “ Strike,” not “Hear” — a creed we learnt at Bead- 
laugh’s knees. 

We axe all High-conoclasteses, and do as we dam please. 


HOME-RULE AT LARGE. 

J Home -Rulers shall not be^ called disreputable, any of them. It 
is more than a breach of privilege to defame’ some of them so — it is 
a gross misnomer. Witness the Pall Mall ’ Gazette, thus 

“ The Home*Rulers of the House of Commons held a meeting on. Monday 
at their rooms in King Street, 1 Westminster, when.it was agreed to offer a 
strenuous opposition to all the future stages of the Peace Preservation (Ire- 
land) Bill.” , 

No peace for the Irish or British either! No preservation of 
Peace for Ireland, and of the Etdpire’s integrity too ! Resolution 
distinctly characteristic, and decidedly reputable. 0 sweet Home- 
Rule ! . 

On the abovementioned occasion the Home-Rulers organised 
themselves into a “Party,” with a “Leader” and a couple of 
“ Whips.” As, though highly reputable, the Party is not numerous, 
would not one whip suffice them — if it were well wielded ? 


Cardinal Points to be Observed on my Return to England. 
( From the Note-book of C-RD-N-L M-nn-NG.) 

Not to wear my red hat in wet weather. 

Nor when Pius P. sends over a new Bull. 

To give up wearing paper collars. 

To send back to Whalley the cotton umbrella I borrowed from 
him. 

To invite Messrs. Moody and Sankey to supper. 

To write to Me. Spurgeon as to precedence. 

To ask Madame Tussaud not to put me next to Kenealy. 


JUI4.UI /CJL-aajf „ 

H it wagn’t for the “ static ” force in such consarns as these. 

We should all he made dynamic,” and not do as we darn’d pleas 


SONG POE THE SOUTH WAXES STRIKERS. 

“ Come let ’$ set the Kettle on.” Would they could, poor 
fellows,— -either Rupert Kettle, for arbitration, or the tea-kettle, 
for comfort ! 
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BEARiNG-REIN. 

“ Fair for the Horse , fair for the Man” 

Sweet little device to keep Coachman straight on the Bon. 

TO E. F. FLO WEIL. 

(On his excellent Pamphlet, entitled 4 ‘ Bits* and Bearing-Reins .”) 

BX AN OLD HOSS. 

Thanks, kindly Flower, for sharing, 

By sympathy, our pain : 

You show why there ’s no bearing 
Oar plague, the bearing-rein. 

May he who first invented, 

Or who still uses “ gags ” 

(In your pamphlet as presented), 

Know a torture like his nags’, 

When gag-bit chafes and saws in 
Fools’ hands, to drive unfit, — 

May they ne’er have, their jaws in, 

A comfortable bit ! 


Would It Were ! 

Dear Mr. Punch, March 2$rd, 1875. 

Mx admirer, young Thinskin (who has been in such a bad 
temper ever since the East wind set in), says that he “ hopes nothing 
will stand in the way of the Volunteer Review on Easter Monday, 
as it will afford the greatest satisfaction to everybody to see the 
usual March past ! ” 

Do you consider this a word in season ? Yours ever, 

SNOWDROr. 

An Apt Anniversary. 

A discussion respecting the proposed Hospital for Small-pox and 
other contagious fevers at Hampstead, at the last meeting of the 
^sylums Board, terminated in a resolution “ that the Board should 
visit the site on the 1st of April next. If they go to inspect that 
spot with a view to build a pesthouse on it, could they possibly take 
that step on a day more appropriate than the Feast of All Fools ? 


Site for a Ragged School —Tatters all’s. 


(A Ballad for British Workmen .) 

’Twas a British Workiug-man of the sort 
That demagogues fiatter and publicans court. 

His nose was red, eyes watery and dull, 

Till his pocket was empty his glass was full ; 

As with husky throat, through the tap-room’s din, 

He thus sung the praises of British Grin. 

£ As Briton and Working-man, my boast 
Is to come of the race that should rule the roast ; 

And the seal of a Briton’s rights and kin, 

Is the sign of the tap where he takes his gin. 

Hang the rot-gut tipple of German and French, 

That won’t make a man drunk though his skin he drench ! 
But give me my gin, and I ’ll soak my brain 
While a brown I have left to pay for a drain. 

Gin! Gin! 

Fill up my skin, 

With the liquor of liquors, Blue-ruinous Gin ! 

1 They may call me a sot, but I care uot a jot, 

While happiness out of the quartern is got ; 

They may prate of the pleasures and honours of work I 
’Tis a slavery every good fellow should shirk. 

Or if one must drudge for some twelve hours a day, — 

Since e’en good brother Bung will not ‘ part ’ without pay— 
Let us haste to end labour, and pleasure begin, 

In the warming embrace of toil’s antidote— Gin ! 

Gin ! Gin ! 

Work is wages of sin, 

And its only sure solace is strong British Gin I 

‘ Sobriety ? Fudge ! he ’s a white-livered fellow, 

Who hasn’t the pluck to get muzzy or mellow. 

A cove go home drainless to kids and their cries, 

Or spare his old woman a brace of black eyes ? 

Sheer slavery ! Lose all the sweetness of life; 

For a Sunday-best coat or a treat with one’s wife ? 

Not for Joe ! Him as makes should, by rights, spend the tin, 
Let home go to blazes so I gets my gin ! 

Gin! Gin! 

Where ’s the home worth a pin 
To a jolly warm bar and a skinful of gin ! 

:t Dignity ? Stuff ! ’tis the bugbear of fools ; 

Your right British Working-mau scoffs at its rules. 

Hand to cap for a drink, a cove’s day’s work to shorten, 

What ’s the pride of a man to the price of a quartern f 
If your breeches are thin, and your coat show' the rub, 

There ’s revivers for both at the very next pub’. 

Let the foreigner flout, and aristocrat grin, 

You may laugh them to scorn o’er a noggin of gin. 

Gin ! Gin ! 

For a hide that ’s too thin 

There ’s no hard’ning mixture like strong British Gin ! 

Try to cut off a free Briton’s lush ! That ’s all bosh : 

As well bid a hog say good-bye to its wash. 

’Tis the be-all of bliss, and the end-all of life, 

And better than dignity, health, home, and wife. 

Our Paradise here is the Publican’s bar ; 

The broad doors of that heaven stand always ajar : 

So let s soak, till our souls are well steep’d in the draught, 
’Tis the badge of our creed, and the sign of our craft. 

Gin! Gin! 

What are rights yet to win, 

To the right to get mad- drunk on strong British Gin.” 

The clock struck Bruce and Cross as the chorus died— 

The last quartern was drained, the bar-door was flung wide ; 
With fumbling fingers, that vainly searched 
In a penniless pocket, the drunkard lurched 
From the toper’s Eden ; turned neck and crop out, 

And the British Working-man, free and stout, 

Reeled to his home — home /—grimmest of quips 
That ever passed the foul fiend’s lips — 

A pale woman shrinks to the drunkard’s side, 

Bruised— blackened— that British Working-man’s bride ! 
That ’s Home incarnate ! ^ She ’ll scarce begin, 

An Io-Psean to British Gin. 

What ’s the husband’s greeting ? Kick, curse, and blow ! 
Till, bruiser and bruised, down, a-heap, they go ! 

How British Working-man, one more flagon 
To Moloch the mighty, not Bel, but the Dragon— 

And drink round his shrine, and roar your chorus, 

In Blue-Ruin’s praise, with its work before us I 
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PUNCH'S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


aster is come ; and the 
Houses skedaddle, 
And leave Paschal 
eggs a lot— most of 
them addle ! 

Good - bye; boys— 
Punch wishes you 
all happy holidays. 
Country air, country 
pleasures, long 
nights* rests, ana 
jolly daysl 

But before they 
broke up 

In the Lords {Fri- 
day, March 19 th), 
Lord Kimberley felt 
exercised to know 
. why the Agricultural 

Ji . . f Children’s Education 

•• •' \/A 


Act should fix eleven 
for little Giles, while 
the Towns* Elemen- 
tary Education Act 
fixes thirteen for 
young Gutterblood 
of the back-slums, as 
the end of compulsory 
school-days. 

The Duke'of Richmond admitted, but did not explain it. He would 
not promise legislation, but would *' ‘ watch the working of the Act.*’ 
Punch sees a pretty picture : subject, The Duke watching the Working 
of the Agricultural Children's Act . Mr. Millais is welcome to it, with 
the line for the Catalogue — 

“ Abroad in the meadows to watch the young cram.” 

Then their Lordships did the honours of First Reading to the Regimental 
Exchanges Bill, and adjourned, much exhausted, for the Easter recess, 
after a laborious night’s work, ending at the late hour of twenty-five 
minutes to six ! 

In the Commons, miscellaneous Friday fire of question and answer, after 
the Head-master had promised that, if the school would be good boys, 
and get through their Peace-Preservation Bill on Tuesday, the Easter Holidays 
should run from that night till the following Monday week ! Sir C. Dilee showed 
up the weak parts in the Ballot Act machinery, which, in spite of the pains of Sir 
H. James ana Mr. Forster, seems very shaky indeed. Sir Charles followed suit of 
the Session by asking for a Select Committee, which the Attorney-General pro- 
mised him— for next Session. The fact is that, for this Session, there are neither members, rooms, nor clerks available for more Select 
Committees. 

Mr. P. A. Taylor moved for a free pardon of Luke Hills, a labourer, fined £5 and £3 18s. costs, or three months’ imprisonment, 
for leaving a service which an employer swore was a hiring for a year, though Hills and his wife denied it, and there was no 
written engagement. Sir H. James pointed out that that alone invalidated the contract, on complainant’s own showing ; it was one to 
commence at a future day, which hy law requires writing. Mr. Cross fully admitted the hardship of the case, but explained that 
the Crown could not pardon, as the man was committed for non-payment of damages. Mr. P. Taylor deserves all credit for 
bringing forward a really cruel act of magisterial oppression and an example of a statute put to ill-use. A few Members, to mark their 
strong sense of this, have since subscribed to pay off the damages and costs for which Lure Hills was sent to gaol, and the case has, 
we have little doubt, driven the last nail in the coffin of the Masters and Servants Act of 1867, under which the alternative of fine or 
imprisonment was open to the Bench, 

Then the House was treated to another grievance, perhaps not quite so substantial as that of Luke Hills, though we don’t feel 
quite sure as to that. Sir W. Fraser, in pathetic terms, complained of the cruel snub inflicted upon him by Mr. Cross, 
when, the other night, he, a “humble and constant supporter of the Government,” having innocently asked whether it was right 
that remanded prisoners should be made to scrub their own cells, Mr. Cross jumped up in a tiff, and protested that that was not the 
sort of a question to put to a Home Secretary, and hy look, manner, and matter, let loose a douche of derisive cheers from his minions 
behind him on the head of the harmless and respectful questioner. 

. Mr. Disraeli hastened to apply one of his soft- sawder plasters to Sir W. Fraser’s raw. But Sir. W. has reason to feel sore. 
His question was quite a proper one. It is very hard that prisoners on remand, or waiting for hail, should be put on a level with con- 
victed offenders, as to certain menial offices and personal indignities of the .prison-house ; and the Home Secretary might be much 
worse employed thau in getting the regulations overhauled, at least in the prisons under his authority. 

Then the House went into Committee on the Artisans’ Dwellings Bill, attacking, in business-like fashion, the ten pages of Amend- 
ments on the paper. Mr. Cross was unusually stiff in the back, holding his own with rare tenacity. Mr. Fawcett was evidently out 
of temper with the Bill, which he says has been turned into a paternally patronising one for 'providing dwellings for the work- 
ing Classes— “ which vexes me”— as Me. Pepys would have said. “ What are ‘ Working Classes ? ’ ” asks Mr. Fawcett. “ Does the 
term, include Curates and Clerks on small salaries ? ” Altogether, the excellent and strenuous Member for Hackney was, what the 
Working Classes ” would call “nasty,” and what Mammas and Nurses call “fractious,” throughout the Committee, and finally 
blocked the Bill at half-past twelve, . 

Monday, — Among the notices was one for which Mr. Plimsoll deserves the thanks of those who go down to, and sometimes in, 
the sea in ships, for calling the Board of Trade’s attention to the advisability of keeping a night Assistant-Secretary on the premises, 
mth authority to answer nocturnal telegrams from Surveyors at the outports. On an immediate answer to these may often depend 
the detention of an unseaworthy ship, the lives of its crew, and safety of its cargo. Sir Charles Adderley, under office-prompting 
of course, tried half to shirk, half to pooh-pooh the suggestion, but it is one that should be attended to. The Admiralty have a night- 
bell audkeep a night-Secretary for emergencies of nocturnal work on their premises, and why should not the Board of Trade ? 

On the Second Reading of the Peace Preservation Bill, Lord R. Montagkj supported a futile motion by a futile speech, after which 
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there was the inevitable surrender of a night to the Irish Home- 
Rule Members. 

If John- Bull could be talked out of his seven senses, and aggra- 
vated out of his common sense, to boot, the Home-Rule Members are 
the boys to do it. But, happily for Ireland, he is not so to be hum- 
bugged or irritated. Thanks to his ballast of stolid Saxon solidity, 
Ireland is still to be kept from doing herself a mischief, to the great 
comfort of peaceful and sensible Irishmen, and of none more than 
not a few of the Home-Rule “ boys” themselves. 

Mr. Sullivan deserves credit for his cleverness in Parliamentary 
tu quoque. Thus he meets the Irish Peace Preservation Bill by 
suggestion of a similar measure for England, implying that England 
is just as bad as Ireland in lawless disregard of life, yet Govern- 
ment, he says, don’t disarm or strait- waistcoat England. 

This sort of thing may be called “ smart,” but it is idle, and Mr. 
Sullivan should really be able to find better employment for Ms 
own cleverness, and the time of the House. 

Of conspicuous English Members, Mr. Roebuck was in excellent 
sense ; Mr. Wh alley in most admirable fooling. On the Irish side, 
the speeches of Mr. Conolly and Mr. Corey, The O'Connor Don, 
and Mr* O’Reilly, stood out like oases in the desert of declamatory 
rhodomontade from the Home-Rule spouters, to whose froth ana 
fustian Sir M. H. Beach opposed a barrier of imperturbable good 
humour, and unanswerable good sense. 

Tuesday .— The Irish debate continued. Mr. Gibson (Dablin 
University), Mr.. Leslie, and the Irish Solicitor-General, must 
be added to the list of sensible speakers on behalf of Ireland ; Mr. 
Sullivan and Mr. Butt to the worst class of sophistical rhetoricians 
who misrepresent her. Of that worst class they are the worst 
examples, because the most deliberate substituters of the worse for 
the better reason, and the most clearly conscious of their own 
sopMstries. 

Mr. Disraeli wound up the dehate by a speech in the best spirit, 
truly describing the Bill as a “ measure of necessity, framed in a 
spirit of conciliation,” which he and Ms Government and England 


alike as sinoerely regretted as they firmly believed it to be neces- 
sary, and then the Sill for keeping Ireland from doing herself a 
misoMef, passed Second Reading by 69 to 264. The debate will 
not be useless, if it teaches Ireland that there can be no mistake 
abont English determination that Ireland must be made to obey the 
law, and that life must be protected against the Lynch-law of 
Riband conspiracy, and the dyke-shot of the assassin. 


Increase of the Episcopate. 

TIT ANTED, & few active Young Men, between thirty and forty 
it years of age, to take orders and travel for a well-known and highly 
respectable Establishment. They must be prepared for the longest journeys 
at the shortest notice, and be capable ot undergoing, considerable bodily 
fatigue. Physique more an object than mental capacity. Candidates who 
have been trained in University crews, and for athletic sports, who have also 
no incumbrances beyond a portmanteau, will be preferred. — Address, prepaid, 
in the first instance, Mater Ecclesia, care of Lord Lyttleton, 
St. Stephen’s, "Westminster. 


Love’s Sadness. 

{By a Sentimental Ornithologist.) 

Nay, ask not wherefore I am sad : 

The heart that loves is never glad : 

True passiou is with sorrow fraught— 

The love-bird has no merry-thought ! * 

* Quite true, in ornithology as in sentiment. The Love-Bird {Fsittacida) 
has no fureula, or “merry- thought” bone. 


New Novel. — Hansom Is as Hansom Does . By Mrs. Giacometti 
Prolgers. 
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SABBATARIANISM SUPERSEDED. 

ter deeply grateful 
shop-keeping London 
ought to he to the 
44 Sunday Best Asso- 
ciation,’ ’ hy whose 
exertions between one 
and two thousand 
shops are now closed 
which were formerly 
open on Sunday, in va- 
rious parts of London. 
So said the Kev. Al- 
fred Jones, clerical 
secretary of the Asso- 
ciation, in a statement 
read the other day at 
its jubilee meeting in 
the Civic Egyptian 
Hall. This consider- 
able promotion of Sun- 
day Best is, however, 
a triumph which will 
perhaps afford hut 
measured gratification 
to the grimmer and 
bitterer order of Sab- 
batarians. The clos- 
ing of shops which 
the Sunday Best As- 
sociation seeks to effect 
in the Metropolis on 
Sundays is voluntary. 
Sis Thomas Cham- 
bers, M.P., in moving a resolution at the meeting above-mentioned, 44 expressed 
the pleasure with which he had heard that the Society was recognising the 
principle of persuasion instead of coercion, as a higher and better principle in 
carrying on the benevolent work they had taken in hand.” Your bitter Sab- 



batarians would probably much rather hear, that the 
Sunday Best Association had got so many shops closed 
on the Sabbath hy pulling up. so many Sabbath-breakers 
before a Magistrate, and getting the shop-keepers fined 
under the Act of Parliament for that purpose made and 
provided in the twenty-ninth year of our Most Reli- 
gious and Gracious King, Charles ttte Second. What 
next? Once acknowledge the principle that moral 
suasion should supersede coercion, in respect of the 
observance of Sunday, and there will be every reason for 
fanatics to fear, and for sober persons to hope, that the 
same principle may be brought to bear for the purpose 
of weaning the people from gin and beer. Then what 
will become of the agitation for the Permissive Prohibi- 
tory Bill,. and the enthusiastic excitement which attends 
the meetings of the United Kingdom Alliance? And 
what will Sir Wilfrid. Lawson do without his hobby ? 
Get a real good horse instead, perhaps, and ride it to 
some useful end, and with no further waste of wit, 
humour, and valuable time, on Wednesdays in the 
House of Commons. 


Lines Written at the {i Cock,” Fleet Street. 

{Dedicated to the Laureate and Lov ela ce.) 

Champagne will not a dinner make, 

Nor Caviare a meal : 

Men, gluttonous and rich, may take 
Those till they make them ill. 

If I ’ve potatoes to my chop, 

And after chop have cheese, 

Angels in Pond and Spiers’s shop 
Know no such luxuries ! 


Blue Buin.— Betting on the Boat-race with a party 
of Ladies, who will have fifteen to four on Oxford in six- 
aud-a-halfs (first quality, French). 


A BED STUDY. 

Too bitter for blessing, too happy for banning, 

See where, Bed Hat on knee, muses Cardinal Manning. 

For coolness of head ’tis high climbing that tries man : 

Query, in his new Hat, will this new man prove wise man ? 

What ’s his thought ? Has Borne reached the long-sought 
opportunity— 

To re-knit a long-lost Apostolic community ? 

Will a mightier than Beeakspehe * yet put lance in rest, 

To make Anglican Church and Dissent vail their crest ? 

Will his hand and his crook be the ones to lead home 
St.. Augustine’s stray sheep to the safe fold of Borne ? 

Will he break John Bull m to brook Bed Hats, nor roar, 
When Bulls of Borne venture to land on ids shore ? 

Is that a tiara before him he sees— 

Solid- seeming as that Scarlet Hat on his knees ?— 

Was he musing or dozing, that, when he awoke, 

It took shape in the fire : will it vanish in smoke ? 

44 * Non Angli sed angelV— Popes’ wood are we : 

What a Breaespere hath been, why should Manning not be ? 
If a Cardinal could on such theme pun be planning, 

Peter’s barque never, sure, had more sore need of Manning. 

44 Pope Adrian an interdict put upon Rome. 

Why couldn’t I do as much here, nearer home ? 

He fought Emperor Frederic, and Sicily’s King- 
Why Bismarck and Bollinger should not J fling ? 

“ He brought Arnold of Brescia, down to the dirt— 
G^aldi, in Monk’s frock, instead of red shirt ; 

With Church-terrors he made Rome’s democracy shake, 

That they cheered, as he bid, round their chief at the stake. 

“ St. Peter’s cathedra he shifted at will, 

To Orvieto’s scarped rock, and Anagni’s bare bill : 

Why should J not convey that inf aQible c hair 
Out of Roman malaria to Malta’s fine air ? 

* Nicholas Breaespere, the one English Pope, elected 1154, under the 
title of Adrian the Fourth. ’ 


44 The Guardia nobile's blue-mouldy blood, 

Why should not I dash with the old port- wine flood 
Of our Howards and Petbes— and — convertites true, 

Of our Bipons and Butes— whose blood blends gold with blue. 

“ Yes, there ’s much to be said for an Anglican Pope, 

And I ’m ready to face those who cry, 4 Give him rope ! ’ 

’Tis not vulgar ambition that out of the fire 
Builds up that tiara that keeps rising higher. 

4 ‘ What if a mild poke at the coals I essayed ? 

To try 4 omen or phantom ’ — here goes — marred or made 1 ” 

So saying, the poker the Cardinal thrust 

’Twixt the bars— the smoke swelled— sank— the vision had— bust ! 


HINTS FOB HERALDS. 


In a letter to the Times on difficulties of precedence likely to 
grow Cut of ; the new Cardinal’s Red Hat “An English Protestant ” 
points out that 44 4 His Grace ’ is an English and Protestant title ex- 
clusively given hy modern usage to Dukes and Archbishops.” 
What have the archiepisoopal and ducal dignities in common 
specifically graceful ? The idea of Grace is peculiarly connected 
with the Fine Arts. Would not 44 His Grace’’ be a fitter title for 
the President of the Royal Academy ? Or Grace being taken to 
mean Elegance, might not some consummate teacher of dancing 
and deportment be aptly styled His Grace the Ballet-Master P The 
“English Protestant” further mentions that in modern Papal 
Rescripts a Roman Catholic Archbishop is addressed as 44 Vestra 
Amplitudo 44 Your Amplitude.” Now Amplitude in the human 
form is commonly regarded as the reverse of Grace. In fact 
Antenous and Amplitude are to us incongruous ideas. We associate 
the idea of Amplitude with Herr Breitmann. The title of His 
Amplitude seems to English notions much less suitable to an 
Archbishop than to an Alderman, and particularly unsuitable to 
so very slender a Prelate as Archbishop Manning. 


A Long Price. 

“/Prestige,” so says Hardy, 44 can never be sold! ” 
Yery. possibly : still, ’tis undoubtedly strange. 
That what men cannot port with for silver or gold, 

Is allowed to change hands by a Bill of Exchange ! 
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NURSERY RHYMES NEW SET FOR THE TIMES. 
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affy was a “ welcher,” 
Taffy was a thief, 

Would not pay his lost 
bets, - 

So I came to grief. 

When I spoke of 
Taffy’s tricks, 

And my unpleasant 
plight, 

Everybody turned on 
me, 

And said, “It served 
me right.” 


* t . ^ Thebe was an old woman, 

w 5 ^ \ and, what do you think ? 

^ She dressed herself gaily in 

sky-blue and pink, 

With nice painted eyebrows, and lovely false curls, 

And affected the ways of the gayest young “ gurls.” 

This dreadful old woman’s sole object in life 

Was to find Borne young swell who would make her his wife ; 

And, as she had gold her old ruins to gild, 

This old woman’s seeming wild hope was f ulfill ed. 

m. 

Robin and Richard were two knowing men, 

Who financed, rigged, and ciphered enough for ten. 

They went to the City, and every day 

They financed, and they rigged, and they ciphered away. 

Those who ciphered, financed, and rigged, too, but less well, 

With envy ot Robin and Richard would swell. 

They boiled over at last, when it chanced, one fine night, 

Half a million— with Robin and Richard— took flight. 

Ruling the Roast. 

The practice of cremation has been by some theorists supposed to have originated from 
fu^worshi] ?» w hich is said to have been formulated and systematised by Zoroaster. 

Take Zo, says ’Aery, “away from Zoroaster, and the remainder is a good name for 
the Teacher of Fire-Worship.” 

Trip for “ Cook’s Excursionists.”— To Table Bay. 


THE COMING HAT. 

“ The Cardinal's Hat is always kept upon a 
table, either in the Throne-room, or the ante-room 
of his apartment.” —Times, from an Occasional 
Correspondent at Home. 

There is much more than this to be told 
about the new Red Hat which is shortly ex- 
pected to arrive in England. 

The Hat will never be placed in a cup- 
board, in a hat-box, or hung up in the hall, 
on a hat-peg, or a hat-stand, but, as is 
said in the Times , it will always be kept 
either in the Throne-room or ante-room on a 
table (of Roman Mosaic) in a magnificent 
cut glass case ornamented with precious 
stones, and bearing the Cardinal’s coat- 
of-arms on the top. 

b The Hat will never be left alone : a Re- 
tired Hatter will always be in attendance 
upon it. 

At dusk the Hat will he transferred to a 
patent fire-resisting safe, and a Watchman 
will be on duty all the night in the Hat- 
chamber, 

The Hat will have an establishment of 
its own. There will be a Keeper of the Hat, 
assisted by a Conservator of the Tassels, a 
Secretary of the Hat, an Usher of the Hat, 
four Hat-hearers, one for each quarter of 
the year, and a Beadle. There will also be 
a Hatter in Ordinary, to reside in London, 
and a Hatter Extraordinary, the manufac- 
turer of the Hat, who wilL visit England 
from Rome once a year, to inspect the Hat, 
and report upon its appearance and con- 
dition, and make snch suggestions as he 
may deem advisable for its proper preser- 
vation and custody. 

The Hat will he on view on certain days 
and at certain times, to be advertised in 
the Public Papers. To prevent overcrowd- 
ing, a charge will be made for admission. 
The proceeds, after payment of expenses 
and the salaries of the establishment, will 
he handed over to the Home for Decayed 
and Indigent Hatters at Feltham. 

Whenever the Hat is borne in procession 
from the ante-room to the Throne-room, a 
red flag will be hoisted and a volley of 
blank cartridge fired off in the hack garden. 

On all the great festivals of the Church 
the Hat wfil be decorated with choice flowers. 

The glass case will be unlocked and the 
Hat carefully dusted every Saturday morn- 
ing by the Keeper of the Hat, or, in his 
absence, by the Conservator of the Tassels. 
A limited number of tickets will be issued 
to persons desirous to be present, at double 
the price charged on ordinary days. Any 
attempt on the part of visitors to touch the 
Hat will be followed by instant expulsion 
from the room by the Beadle. 

When the. Hat lands, it will he received 
by a deputation of eminent ecclesiastics and 
distinguished laymen, who will bear the 
Hat-box in an open carriage- and-f our from 
the place of disembarkation to the railway 
station, and from the terminus in London 
to the Hat’s destination. 

There will be a private view of the Hat, 
immediately on its arrival in London. 
Admission by invitation cards only. 

N.B. — It may be a relief to some people 
to know that, as the Hat must always be 
kept either in the Throne-room or ante- 
room, it can never be sent round. 


A PROOF AFTER LETTERS. 

The Pope’s failure to take in the People’s 
William: is the clearest proof yet given of 
his In-f alli-Billy-ty. 





( Accomplishments of the rising female generation.) 

THE FAIR SEX-TETT. 
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ENTERTAINMENTS ON THE EIRST OF APRIL. 

A grand banquet will be given to Viscount Cab well at tbe 
bead-quarters of tbe National Rifle Association, by the officers of tbe 
Brigade of Guards. Tbe toast of tbe evening will be “ Abolition to 
the Purchase Exchange System.” Messrs. Goschen, Gladstone, 
and Lowe, and Sir William Harcourt, will also be invited to be 
present on this occasion. 

An amateur concert, in aid of the Royal Patriotic Enud, will be 
given by the whole of the Members of Parliament belonging to the 
Home- Rule Party. The solo in “ Rule Britannia ” will be sung by 
r Mr. Butt. Q.C.. Mr. O’Sullivan, in the course of the evening, 
will introduce his well-known burlesque song, “ The Little Trigger 
Finger” Lord Robert Montagu will sing, for the first time, a 
chansonette houffe , entitled “ The Home-Ruler; or , I am not myself 
at all at all.” 

Mr. Whalley will invite Messrs. Newdegate and Gladstone to 
dinner, to meet Cardinal Manning on his return from the Vatican. 
In the course of the evening “ Rome , Sweet Rome ” (arranged as a 
glee) will be sung by the host and guests. 

The Speaker of the House of Commons will entertain Dr. 
Eenealy at the Temple, to meet the Judges and the Benchers of 
Gray’s Inn. The health of “ The Irish Member for Stoke ” will be 
proposed by the Hon. Evelyn Ashley, in the absence of Mr. 
Disraeli. 

The Dean of Christ Church will give a garden-party to the 
Undergraduates of Oxford University, to meet the Members of the 
Hebdomadal Council. The entertainments will he of the same 
character as those usually given during the Commemoration Week. 

Captain Bedford Pim will invite Mr. Reed, C.B., late Chief 
Constructor of the Royal Navy, to be present at a lecture, entitled 
“ Honduras— alone ! ” 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson will take the Chair at a Licensed Victuallers* 
Dinner in the London Docks. The Honourable Baronet will be 
supported by Mr. GE9RGE Cruikshank and deputations from the 
Good Templars’ Association and the Infant Band of Hope. Coffee 
will be supplied at the conclusion of the speeches— underneath the 
table. 

Lastly, Mr. Bunch will invite the chief Members of his Staff to a 


banquet at 85, Fleet Street. Amongst those present will he Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson, Major O’Gorman, Doctor Gumming, Professor 
Darwin, Admiral Rous, and Mr. Toby (private secretary). 


A CONSERVATIVE CAVEAT. 


The Government proposes to replace the Adulteration Act of 1872 
with a Sale of Food and. Drugs Bill, which seems calculated not to 
bear too hard upon adulteration. It disentitles tbe buyer of an 
adulterated article to redress, except on proof that the seller cheated 


adulterated article to redress, except on proof that the seller cheated 
him knowingly, and further provides that, “ if the defendant in any 
action can prove to the satisfaction of the Court that he sold the 
article in the same state as when he himself purchased it, and that 
he bought it as the same article in nature, substance, and quality as 
that demanded of him, and with a warranty in writing to that 
effect ’’—irrespectively of the genuineness or good faith of the war- 
ranty— “he shall be discharged from the prosecution.” 

These improvements of the Adulteration Act may appear to savour 
just a little of retrograde legislation, but they merely propose a 
return to the ancient ways in re-affirming a legal maxim which a 
too stringent statute has partially reversed. The previous rule. of 
Car eat emptor had been in a measure replaced by the Adulteration 
Act with that of Caveat venditor . In the Sale of Food and Drugs 
Bill it is proposed to rehabilitate tbe good old principle of Caveat 
emptor . 

Chance for a Composer. 

It is said that the ensuing Opera season will he distinguished by 
tbe performance of HERit Wagner’s Lohengrin. Let us. hope to 
hear so much of the music of the future realised. Certain of the 
Lord Chamberlain ’s late regulations appear to have nearly done 
for Opera- Bouffe^ but still perhaps there may be room for the 
exercise of native musical genius in the production of a comic 
Lohengrin , under title of Lohengrin through the Horse-collar . 

Awkward position for the projected Bishop of St. Alban’s. 
—Half sees over. 
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“OR ELSE!” 

“"Wo have come to a crisis, when there shall be no mincing matters. 
Parliament must either go with the People or against them. I represent the 
People of England — the great and irresistible Working Classes of the Land. 
I know that they are perfectly senous, and determined to have justice. 

Parliament must learn and know the same, or else ” 

pn. Kbnealx’s Manifesto to the “ true Men of Reading” 

terrible "’threat, all the 
C\ worse that ’tis vague, 

From the Doctor whose 
mission’s to rave and 
y to plague 1 

/ What is to he done with 
this power irresistible, 
“Who claims all the 
trumps at the Parlia- 

t l i, ■ » meut whist-table ? 


m 


^ a 






We tremble to think that 
the Member for Orton 
Is determined the life of 
St. Stephen’s to shorten, 
Disestablish at once both 
Disraeli and Hart - 

INGTON, 

And mop back the sea, 
like a new Mrs. Part- 
ington. 


' . 'ff/\ ! That red-nosed Old Noll, 

i'fli : VT-.^Vu -V' . when he turned out the 

Mi' 'A Mace, 

— - Efad a strong brain to put 

— ^ *i ■ ! i n the Parliament’s 

place ; 

But though our new Cromwell can brag verv freely, 

What more than mere brag can we get from Kenealy ? 

That terrific “ Or else ” might bring men to repentance 

If they only believed he could finish the sentence : 

But the general Public are often defiant 

Of the dwarf who (’gainst evidence) says he ’s a giant. 

Perchance, after all, the old Parliament train, 

Though Eenealy attacks it, may travel again : 

Its Driver’s a man who in fight is no joker, 

And he ’ll quickly suppress this rumbustical Stoker. 




OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

At the Premiere of Nicholas Nichleby at the Adelphi. 

Sir, 

In order to thoroughly enjoy a dramatic version of any 
one of Charles Dickens’s works, total ignorance of the original is, 
I should say, a qualification absolutely necessary. In most in- 
stances the unbiassed mind would pronounce a verdict unfavour- 
able to the drama, andp could it have been possible to have reversed 
the order of production, so that the drama might have been given 
to the public before the novel, the chances of popularity for the 
original would have been remarkably small. It has been said 
that Mr. Wilkie Collins wrote two of his works of fiction first 
as dramas, then as novels, in which latter form the public became 
acquainted with them. But iu such melodramatic and sensational 
stories as Mr. Collins’s, the dramatic might well assist the 
narrative form, and the narrative the dramatic. In both “situa- 
tion” is nine points of the law; and to realise situation is after 
all the primary intention of the Dramatic Act. What the novel 
is forced either to leave entirely to the .imagination, or to oc- 
| cupy pages in describing, that the drama places before us iu instan- 
taneous action, supplying by its living illustrations, the want of the 
illiterate, the unimaginative, and those who have the inclination, 
but not the time for such reading. 

To all who know their Nicholas Nichleby as they do their Pick- 
wick, almost by heart, and who could pass with honours a stiff 
examination in both books, the present adaptation at the Adelphi 
must appear most unsatisfactory. What may be its effect on the 
half -read and un-read public “remains,” one may wisely say, “ to 
be seen.” Nicholas Nichleby , as adapted to Mr. Chatterton’s 
stage, bv Mr. Andrew Hallidax was on its first night received 
with enthusiasm, and its success carried by acclamation. Every- 
body appeared to be gratified and satisfied ; and as Mr . Vincent 
Crummies himself (who has not been fetched out of the novel to 


appear in pt oprid persona) would hare said, it was from beginning 
to end, “ Cheers, tears, and laughter! !” 

Few modem pieces, whatever their merit, have been so strongly 
cast as this. In fact, its strength was cast-iron. Who could be 
better, to commence with, if you were thinking over it, than 
Mr. Fernandez as Ralph Nichleby, unless, perhaps, Mr. Benjamin 
Webster in his best days ? Then Mr. John Clarke was evidently 
cut out for Squeers ; hut unfortunately Squeers had not previously 
been cut out for Mr. John Clarke. There might have been some 
doubts about putting Mrs. Mellon into Mrs . Squeers , but these 
doubts would have been entirely dispelled on seeing her admirable 
make-up (after Phiz’s pictures, to the life, only too cleanly), but 
that she could not help being cheery in her rendering of the part ; 
and “ cheery ” is not the word for Mrs . Squeers . As to Mr. Bel- 
more, he is so clever and versatile, that it was quite on the cards 
for his Newman Noggs to have been the success of the piece ; but 
the adapter had clearly set his face against any such result as this, 
and either proprio motu , or by special request, had so changed 
the character of Newman Noggs, that # nothing remained of the 
original save the name. Mr. Hallidax is, of course, a worshipper 
of Dickens; but “When lie who adores thee has left but the 
name,” it is rather hard on the adored one. However, nothing 
succeeds like success; and if Messrs. Hallidax and Belmore 
have achieved this, it is not for Your Representative to say another 
word on the subject. Our old friend Ma. C. T. Smith as Snawley 
was excellent, hut not stout enough. What noisy heartiness could 
do for the Yorkshire farmer John Prodie , was done by Mr. Emery 
to perfection. On the first night he was three by honours, and the 
odd trick ; and I fancy so it will remain to the end of the run, for 
there are some touches of nature (to be credited to Mr. Hallidax 
developing a hint of Dickens’s) which secure for John Prodie the 
sympathy of the entire auditorium, from the languid swell in the 
front row of the stalls, who subsequently gives his opinion that it 
was “doosed good,” to the little unwashed in the back-row of the 
sixpenny gallery, who applauds lustily, and won’t be satisfied 
until he has had “Hemkry” out before the curtain at the end of 
the Act. 

Miss Lydia Foote as Smike reminded me not in the least of 
Dickens’s Smike and Phiz’s portrait, but of the bov {Joseph, I 
think), iu Mr. Charles Reade’s Never too Late to Mend , at the 
Princess’s, who sees angels and beautiful faces in the air and all the 
rest of it, whatever it usually is that is seen in the dying moments of 
interesting stage-boys doomed to a breeches part in melodrama and 
an early death. Let the readers of Dtckens remember that when Mr. 
Crummies first saw Smike his professional eye selected at a glance 
the poor abject, half-starved wretch for the part of Apothecary in 
Romeo and Juliet Now, would anyone in their senses ever have 
hit upon Miss Lydia Foote as the very beau ideal of the Apothecary 
in Romeo and Juliet. Had this been suggested to Mr. Chatterton 
by Mr. Hallidax, would the latter have now been alive to tell the 
tale, or if alive couldn’t his friends have provided for him as My 
Aunt, iu David Copperfield , provided for Mr. Dick’s eccentricities ? 
Undoubtedly this was a difficulty which former adapters felt, and- 
relieved themselves from by, as it were, changing Smike at nurse, 
and substituting a pretty interesting, intelligent girl, for the half- 
famished, hollow cheeked, pinch nosed, “poor half-witted creature ’ 
(Dickens’s own description thi^) that the original Smike is repre- 
sented to he in the novel. 

There was no love interest about Nicholas Nichleby , so it was 
necessary, in order to get up any interest at all, to rouse an audi- 
ence on behalf of Smike. The old piece was called, if I remember 
rightly, The Fortunes of Smike, and that is exactly the title that 
any knowing Crummies would have chosen. I fancy, however, that 
this was a dramatised version, unauthorised by Charles Dickens, 
who, however, with his strong dramatic instincts, and his know- 
ledge of the practical requirements of the stage, would have been 
the first to acknowledge that if there was any necessity for the 
work to be dramatised at all there was at once a necessity for 
Smike’ s being played by a young actress who could appeal to the 
sentimental susceptibilities of the audience. 

Mr. Lloyd’s scenery is good throughout ; and the old inn-vard,' 
showing the start of a real coach and horses, is a thoroughly realistic 

E icture, which brought down the Act-drop to immense applause, and 
rought out the scene-painter to receive an ovation. All the clever 
people came on at the conclusion of the piece, and “ everyone was 
right and no one was wrong, upon my life and soul— oh, demmit V 
as Mr. Mantalini would have said had he been in front on the 
first night of Nicholas Nichleby as was 

Your Representative. 


RIBANDS AND RACES. 

The Turf has but one Riband Blue, 
Whereas the Thames can boast of two. 
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A PHAYRE TRIAL. 






r—\ r 






T/Ms<\ 








'1 5 . 


^ ' *\ f l c 


Then straightway Loed Nobthbeoox sent Pelly, 
Who bronght a cool head to the melee , 

Phayee’ s residence ended, 

The Gaiewab suspended, ^ 

Stirring India from Ceylon to Delhi. 

A Commission was sworn in for trial 

Of the point who had emptied that phial ; 
They found no end to swear, 

To the 4< who, when, and where,” 
w But each oath had an oath in denial. 

Muxhab-bow, his realm loth to surrender, 

Seejeant Ballantine fee’d as defender ; 

Who put Phayee through the mill 
* With such Old-Bailey skill, 

He, not Mulhae-eow, seemed the offender. 

The Commission found plots had been woven, 

But the G-aikwab’s guilt voted “ not proven ; ” 
Where in such a mess mixed are 
.Rogue, liar, and trickster, 

To doubt the best judge is behoven. 

So scot-free of the charge, if not shriven, 
Mulhab-bow may be said to have thriven ; 

Besides Ballantine’ s fee, 

He wins/Jame over sea, 

And Phayee from®aroda is driven. 

For the names “ Mulhae-eow,” of the latter— 

I mean “ row,”— there ’s no want in this matter : 
But for “muller,” I fear, 

Ne’er the Gaikwab will hear 
That name, without feeling its satire. 





Wo o 


EWAEE the Gaiewab of 
Basoda; 

Lest some day in your 
brandy and soda, 

A dose he have mixed 
That your flint will have 
fixed, 

Before you can spin a 
pagoda.” 

So to Colonel Phayee whis- 
pered Bhow Poonekeb, — 

Now, a man may be aught 
but a spooney cur, 

Though he closely to test 
shun 

Such pois’nous sugges- 
, tion, 

E’en should fair chance of 
testing it soon occur. 

Now, Bhow Poontkeb hated 
the Gaiewab ; 

Of two rogues, we know, like 
will with like war, 

And by foul means or 
Phayee 

Hi^wbole thonght and 
his care. 

From his throne Mulhae- 
eow how to strike were. 


Whether Poonixeb’s self was the dropper 
Of the diamond-dust ars’nic and copper 
In Phayee’ s pomelo-juice, 

To inquire ’tis no use, 

On the charge now the Conrt ’s clapped a stopper. 

But such poison was found (whether Palace’s 
Or Po onixeb’ s) proved hy analysis, 

So Phayee jumps to conclusion 
The noxious infusion 
A last touch of Mulhae-eow’s malice is. 

And he wires, “ The last game Gaikwab tries on me, 
Is attempting in sherbet to pison me ; 

If the liquor I ’d drunk, 

Phayee by foul play had sunk ; 

Broken-hearted Baroda relies on me.” 

/ 

Noethbbook, spite of Phayee’s charge, should have shied it, 
E’er to such awkward issue he tried it : 

They have both given Punch colour 
To call one of them “ muller ” — 

Or perhaps between both may divide it. 


ONLY A HALFPENNY MORE. 

SlE, 

When Halfpenny Post-cards were first started, we were justly 
charged sixpence a dozen. To this, any one who had played cards 
with fish-counters could have had no possible objection. But after we I 
had been allowed to discover what a saving in time and money the 
new post-card was, when, to put it poetically, we had learnt to love 
the pretty Post-office infant, and felt our inability to do without it, 
up went the price of the dozen to sixpence-halfpenny ; presumably 
for the benefit of the stationer. This year we can’t buy our packet 
of a dozen halfpenny post-cards under sevenpence. I begin to regret 
not having liberally invested in post-fcards when they first came out 
—they ’d have paid better than even the Brighton Aquarium, or the 
Langham Hotel at the present moment. The Post-card of 1875 
would have paid me over fifteen per cent, on the original invest- 
ment. Will they go up another halfpenny ? If so, I feel strongly 
inclined to buy for the rise. On the other hand, if people can only 
get sixpence for their sevenpence, they ’ll take to writing fewer 
letters, and the demand for post-cards will he sensibly — very 
sensibly— diminished. y remain, Sir, yours 

Spec Juntos. 


The Geecian Bend.- 
take). 


1 She Stoops to Conquer ” (A Great; Mis- 


vol. Lxvnj. 


Or 
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And if I ’ad for to accord 
A noble friend a fit reward, 

I’d give ’im that Moke, and say, “ My Lord, 

If I bad a Donkey,” &c. 

A good old sayin ’s “ Live and Learn ; ” 

And wbicb yer will, if yon reads your Sterne ; 

You’ll be able to tell wot a Donkey means, 

Read bis thoughts while drawrin’ a load o’ greens. 
Understand all he feels when he winks ’is heyes, 

And see him so patient, and kind, and wise, . 

You ’d say no man of sense would a Ass despise, 

—And, praps, add the obserwation— 

“If I had a Donkey,” &c. 

The point of my song I ’ll now explain. 

We ’da Donkey Show in Gr-olden Lane- 
In the yard be’ind the Mission ’All ; 

A instructive scene to great and small. 

Inside, Lord Shaetesbtjry in the Chair, 

Presidin’ over our meetin’ there : 

And we Costers resolved, for the good he done, 

To give ’im the winner— the Ass A One. 

—A singin’— 

“ If I had a Donkey,” &c» 

So full eomparisoned in we led 

The Donkey, a pattin’ of his nose and ’ed. 

The noble Earl on the platform there, 

And the Lady Ashleys ’longside ’is chair : 

And Cowper-Temple, and several more 
Benevolent swells wot befriends the poor. 

A ’propriate speech our Foreman spoke. 

Requestin’ the Peer to accept the Moke. 

Then into wociferous cheers we broke, 

And— chorus ! — 

“ If I had a Donkey,” &c. 

Bis Lordship was pleased to receive the gift ; 

But the Testimonial he bade us lift. 

Which we did, to the platform, with pains and care, 

For to make ’im the presentation there. 

The noble Lord his arms he wound 
The gentle hanimal’s neck around, 

Like a study he stood for a hartist’s skill, 

As I fancies I now be’ olds ’im still ; 

Whilst rounds of applause the hair did fill — 

—Mingled with wot the Moosoos calls the refrang— 

“ If I had a Donkey,” &c. 

“ Thank you,” he said, “ each Christian friend, 

Your docile present I shall send 
To a ’appy ’ome in the country hair, 

To be rode by kids wot ’is strength will bear — 

My children’s children — ’ cos . why, my own 
Is too ’eavy weights now, being all full-grown. 

I ain’t a got not mnch more to say, 

Bnt if words yonr kindness could repay, 

. I ’d rise my woice in a popular lay— 

— With a burden no doubt familiar to most of you — 

* If I had a Donkey,’ &c. 

“ And I ’ll state my endeavour have always been, 

Iu this here sublunairy scene, 

With patience unswervin’ for to go through 
Whatever ’s beeu put upon me to do, 

And my life in resignation pass 
Unmurmurin’ like this ’ere pattern Ass. 

This Moke, which in fond embrace I fold , 

And a fig for the scoffers whose ’arts is cold— 

—And hincapable of enterin’ into the feelin’s of a cove wot, over- 
come with emotion, busts into melody, as I now beg to conclude 
with— 

Now I ’ve got a Donkey wot icill go, 

I never won’t part with ’im, 0 no, no ! 

My pride of the Costers’ Donkey-Show ; 

My bang-up Neddy ! ” 


A Negative Philosophy. 

From the Pope’s continual reiteration of Non possum us His 
Holiness would seem to he an adherent of the philosophy of Can’t. 


NURSERY RHYMES NEW SET EOR THE TIMES. 






Ill 









here was an owl 
liv’d in an 
oak, | 

The more he 
heard, the less 
he spoke, 

The less he spoke, 
the more he 
> heard — 

# 0, if men were 

* all like that 
wise bird! 


Ding-dong-bell ! 
High- Church 
hankeTers tell, 
If they want to 
see a Show, 
They to Church 
of Rome must 
go- 
lf to Rome 
they ’d round 
about, 

From their old 
Church best 
turn out. 


Game eor the Neighbourhood oe the proposed Hampstead 
Hospital.— “ Catch who Catch Can.” 


There was an Old Woman Of her girls she made Parsons, 
(My story is true) And Doctors, and Lawyers, 

With all of her children Her boys she made Shoeblacks, 
She knew what to do ; Clerks, Porters, and Sawyers. 


THE “HOLY ROSE OF HONDURAS.” 

A witness, before the Parliamentary Committee on Foreign Loans, 
stated, a- feW days ago, that “ he had been invested by the 4 Minister 
for Honduras ’ with the Cross of the Order of the Santa Rosa of 
Honduras, hut that he did not know for what.” 

Mr. Punch congratulates the creditors of that interesting State 
upon this gratifying intelligence. It is refreshing to know that — 
tl There ’s a hower of roses hard by the Gulf-stream,” 

though the nightingale who sings in it is not the Bulbul, but the 
J ohm Bell. His song has not been very inspiriting of late, out 
this is not to he wondered at, for, as nightingales do not sing well 
in captivity, we must not expect much mirthful melody from those 
who cannot get rid of their Bonds. But the Bondholders’ prospects 
are brightening. Hitherto the Blessed Rose of Honduras has been 
known to them only by its thorns ; but they may now hope to have 
its bloom and its fragrance preserved for them in a decoration. 

“ Thus Memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 

An essence that breathes of it many a year/* 

And thus “ the Cross of the Santa Rosa of Honduras,” if they can 
obtain it, may be as precious to them as the.real Attar Gul. Indeed, 
Mr. Punch is informed that the authorities in Honduras intend 
shortly to change the name of that state to Gulistan. 

No one can doubt that the British Bondholder will regard this 
novel and poetical decoration as a compensation in full for all his 
losses. It is recorded of a great English speculator, who died some 
years ago, that he was so charmed with the riband of the. Legion of 
Honour, which had been conferred ou him, that he wore it even on 
his robe de nuit. In like manner, the Honduras Bondholder may 
attach the Rose of Honduras to the bonnet d'ane, or fool’s cap, in 
which he lies down to rest. Mr. Punch is informed that the motto 
of the Order is taken from Ovid’s Pemedium Amoris , and is 
“ TJrticce proximo* scope rosa est ” — “the rose often grows next to 
the nettle ; ” but as the Bondholders have already grasped their 
nettles, he recommends them now to go in for the roses ; and, on 
their behalf, he says, with Horace, to the Minister for Honduras— 
“ Parcentes ego dexteras 
Odi. Sparge Rosas.” 

Mr. Thoms’ s Favourite Tune— “ The Old Hundredth.” 




SUITED TO A TEA. 

TjfE following letters have been received by Mr. Punch upon the 
subject of the Great Tea Consumption Question. He publishes 
-them for what they are worth— not very much. 

The Chrowlery , April 2, 1875. 

Sta, 

How that Tea-drinking is under the consideration of the 
Public, I trust you will use your all-powerful influence to secure 
the abolition of that greatest of social pests— five o’clock teas. At 
this season of the year, my work in the City is over at about half- 
past four o’clock. Ton would imagine that at that time I would be 
glad to hasten home after my daily toil ? Hot a bit of it, Sir ; not a 
bit of it ! The spectre of five o’clock tea guards the entrance of my 
suburban mansion, and drives me away to an ante-dinner rubber at 
the Club. 

If I go home what occurs ? Why this. I enter the drawing- 
room and find the wife of my bosom the centre of a circle of local 
scandal-mongers, my girls giggling in corners with a number of 
inane Dragoons, and a bearded and anything-but-prepossessing 
foreigner strumming an accompaniment to a song of his own com- 
position on the pianoforte. There, is but one grain of satisfaction 
to be extracted from this painful picture— no one seems to he paying 
the least attention either to the .foreigner or his chanson ! well, 
Sir, no one takes any notice of me, and I feel that I am not the 
master of my own house. 

Yours indignantly, 

Peteb Paterfamilias. 

The Boudoir , April 2, 1875. 

Mr Yeby Deae Me. Punch, 

Although I have never had the pleasure of meeting you, 
I am quite sure you must remember my name. Our mutual friend, 
dear Lady Gwendoline Snqbkins once wrote to you for a box for 


the Opera— and I accompanied her to Covent Garden on that occa- 
sion, you know. So yon see we are quite old friends. 

I believe that my husband is writing to you (I saw your name 
traced backwards on his blotting-pad), and can guess the subject of 
his letter. Pray, take my word for it, my dear Mr. Punchy five 
o’clock tea is a very charming recreation. You Gentlemen have 
your Clubs, and I am sure I don’t know what we poor Women would 
do if we did not have our little reuuious. Besides, it is* such a good 
thing for the children— I speak feelingly, as I have five grown-up 
daughters. Of course, you know, I married very young.. If my 
husband says anything about the expense, pray do not believe him 
—he knows absolutely nothing about it. Any sort of tea will do for 
five o’clock tea, and my Grocer sends me mreally a very good article 


indeed at eighteenpence a pound. 

Yours very sincerely, 

A Wife and a Mothee. 

The Snuggery , April 2, 1875. 

You Deae Wicked Hice Old Cbeatuee, 

Pa, Ma says, is writing to you to ask you to put down five 
o’clock tea. I suppose the dear old. goose has been filling his nice 
old head with those stupid letters in the papers, about how to make 
tea and all that, you know. Don’t help him, dear Mr. Punch— he 
knows nothing about it. Five o’clock tea is the jolliest thing out. 
You can’t imagine how awfully nice it is to fiirt— we mean, to chat 
—with Frank and Chabley— we mean with Captain Lacy and Ms. 
Montbessob, whilst that stupid Signob Tompkini is singing away 
at thejpiano. What has the tea to do with it ? So mind yon don’t 
help, Pa, please. If you do, we will never love you any more ! 

Yours affectionately, 

Fanny and Alice. 

What’s in a Day?— Pbince Bismabck has been keeping his 
birthday— the First of April. .The festival of All Fools can thus 
boast of one magnificent exception. 
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NO DOG, NO COOK. 

Lady . “ Bxtt I vert much dislike Bogs in the Kitchen ! ” 

Cook \ “Then it would be no use my engaging of myself, Ma’am— for my object is 

TO GET A COMFORTABLE HOME FOR TlNY AND MYSELF !” 


7. On. the delicate subject of Flirtation 
it is impossible to lay down any bard and 
fast rule. Perhaps your wisest plan will 
be to go at once to Mamma, state the case 
fully to her, and be guided implicitly by 
her decision. We can say no more than 
this, except that if you are sure that by a 
little harmless pastime of this kind you can 
promote the great object of the Bazaar, you 
will not be doing very wrong by obeying 
the dictates of benevolence and humanity. 

8. Invest your money freely in Raffles, 
and do not waste precious time by inquiring 
what the article to be raffled for is, or how 
much you are to pay for your chance of 
success. You will know what you have 
won when the prize is handed over to you, 
and the amount you have to disburse will 
be marked in plain figures when your name 
is entered in the list. Bear in mind what 
a great philosopher once said to bis step- 
mother — “Marriage isalotteiy, and Com- 
merce is a lottery, and light pastry is a 
lottery ; but each has its prizes as well as 
its failures.” 

Attend to these few simple Rules — golden 
rules we would call them, did we not know 
that the Executive Committee prefer notes 
as a rule — and you will leave the Free 
Trade Hall a wiser and a better man, with 
a light heart, a lighter purse, and an assort- 
ment of useful and ornamental articles 
which no change of Ministry, no fluctua- 
tions in the Money Market, no alteration 
in the Bank rate of diseonnt, can ever 
tempt you to part with, except, it may 
be, to some other Bazaar and Fancy Fair 
in a totally different part of the kingdom 
— if you can find one which has as strong 
a claim to your support as that for the 
Manchester Children's Hospital. 


BAZAAR RULES. | 

The following Rules have been thonght out on the summits of mountains and the tops of 
omnibuses, in “ the busy hum of men,” and the society of industrious women, by the Round 
Towers of Ireland and in the family circle. They have been drawn np with great care, 
written and re-written with particular attention to orthography and punctuation, settled by j 
counsel, registered at Stationers’ Hall, and enrolled in the Court of Chancery. Being 
prepared expressly for the Bazaar in aid of the excellent Children’s Dispensary and' 
Hospital at Manchester, they are copyright and none are genuine unless they bear the 
signature of the inventor on an embossed label ; but any Bazaar Committee in England or her 
Dependencies will he allowed to adopt them, on payment of a handsomeper-centage on the 
total amount of the proceeds of their sales to the funds of the Children’s Hospital. 

The Rules. 

1. All Visitors to enter the Hall with their pockets filled with gold and silver, notes, 
cheques, post-office orders, Bank stock, railway scrip, jewellery, small portable articles of 
plate, and any other valuables which the Ladies who preside at the Stalls may condescend to 
accept in lieu of cash. 

2. Ho Visitors to leave the Hall with more money about them than is sufficient to pay their 
expenses home and remunerate a strong porter for carrying away their purchases. 

3. As nothing is so likely to produce feelings of jealousy, frowns, ana a general derange- 
ment* of the system, as any appearance of partiality or favouritism, Visitors axe requested 
not to confine their purchases to one or two Stalls, but to make a liberal selection from the 
contents of all. 

4. Visitors should dismiss from their minds any such selfish consideration as whether what 
they are buying will be useful to them in their future life. They should remember that 
there are many thousands of persons in Manchester, the County Palatine of Lancashire, and 
the Three Kingdoms generally, to whom a souvenir of the Bazaar would be most acceptable. 
In the worst # extremity, if purchasers feel the least embarrassment about the disposal of 
their acquisitions, the Ladies who preside at the Stalls will not object to receive back any 
article which they may wish to be relieved of. It seems almost necessary to apologise for 
addingthat no money can, under any circumstances , be returned. 

5. Visitors are requested to enter the Hall amply provided with capital stories, good 

i 'okes, side-splitting puns, ingenious conundrums, telling repartees, and clever impromptus. 
5ut no story, joke, pun, conundrum, repartee, or impromptu, is to be used more than three 
times in the same day, except on payment of a contribution to the funds of the Hospital. 

.6. In Manchester we might be expected to have something to say on change, but happily 
it is now unnecessary to dwell on this controversial topic. If Visitors will take the trouble 
to go to the Free Library and ask for the Law Reports (Vol. cccxxxviii., Michaelmas Groose 
Term), they will see what was the unanimous decision of the Judges (sitting in banco) in the 
celebrated case of Kerr Mttdgeon v. the Orandchester Bazaar and Fancy Fair Committee ; 
and henceforth they can have no difficulty in knowing how to act in the most trying emer- 
gencies of life. 


HINTS OH HORSEFLESH. 

The Annual Horseflesh Dinner in Paris 
took place the other day at the Grand Hotel. 
The menu, according to the Post, was as 
follows : — 

“Potage — Le consomme de cheval 4TA B C. 
Hors d’ oeuvre — Le saucisson de cheval aux pis- 
taches syriaques ; les terrines de foie maigre 
chevalines. Releves — Les turbots a la sauce arabe ; 
le filet de cheval r6ti aux pomm.es a la creme ; 
l’aloyau de mulet a la centauxe. Entrees — 
Langues de cheval, d'&ne, et de mulet a la tro- 
yenne; fricandeau d’ane braise; filet de mulet 
mode a la gelee ; sorbets au marasquin. R6t — 
Poulardestruffees; salade. Entremets— Les cepes 
sautes & rhuile; les asperges en branches & la 
creme. Grlaces — Bombes, vanille, fraises. Dessert 
assorti.” 

Comment on the above is perhaps not 
wholly superfluous. It will doubtless occur 
to a good many Scotchmen that “ hors 
d’ceuvre ” is a very proper description of 
dishes composed of horseflesh. Some other 
readers even will, perhaps, question whether 
turbots with Arab sauce can refer to a 
sauce compounded of an “ Arab steed.” 
Among the entremets, “ les cepes sautes a 
Vhuile” may be translated “stewed toad- 
stoods,” tbe word toadstool being the only 
English one for cepe — known to British 
mycophagists, however, as the Boletus 
edulis; and, possibly, there are people, 
Scotch also mostly, who will not scruple to 
remark that the fungus most suitable to 
such a repast . as that above chronicled 
would be tbe ‘ ‘horse-mushroom.” 

It will not, perhaps, escape notice that 
the pieces de rSsistance of the menu in- 
cluded not horse alone, but donkey. Who 
can restrain tbe observation that jhippo- 
phagy may be endurable, but cannibalism 
seems going rather too far 2 
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THE LAST DAY OF HUNTING. 

( Stanzas for the First of April,) 
kket day to bid a long farewell 

To the field’s gladsome glee ; 

To bang tbe crop upon its peg, 

The saddle on its tree. 

All Fools 1 tbe day, all Fools’ tbe deed, 
That bunting’s end doth bring— 

With all those stinking -violets, 

And humbug of tbe Spring ! 

Good-bye to pig-skin and to pink, 
Good-bye to bound and horse I 
Tbe whimpering music sudden heard 
From cover-copse and gorse ; 

Tbe feathering stems, tbe sweeping ears, 
Tbe beads to scent laid low, 

Tbe find, tbe burst, tbe “ Gone-away ! ” 
The rattling * ‘ Tally-ho ! ” 

My horses may eat off their beads, 

My huntsman eat bis heart ; 

My bounds may dream of kills and runs, 
In which they ’ve borne their part, 
Until the season’s bore is done, 

And Parliament set free. 

And cub-bunting comes back again 
& to To make a man of me ! 



OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

At the Royalty — or somewhere else . 

My Very Dear Sib, 

You will see from this commencement that your Represen- 
tative is in a good humour, more than ordinarily good. It ’s such a 
humour as makes me whistle and sing, and inclines me to smile on 
the Peasants of tbe Sunny South, who, a pair of them, perambulate 
the metropolis with a mechanical piano on wheels. It glads the 
heart of your Representative to record a success, it glads that organ 
— I mean my heart, which is as large and as full- toned in its vox 
humana as the magnificent instrument at the Crystal Palace, or the 
Carmelite Church, Kensington,— I say, Sir, it rejoices this har- 
monium to record a success, and still more, that this success should 
he likely to last. 

I am alluding to the present programme of the Royalty Theatre, 
where Madame Selina Dolaeo is the Manageress, and Me. D’Oyly 
Caete is the Acting Manager. The only thing that casts an occa- 
sional gloom over the soul of your Representative, is that his name 
can never be D’Oyly Caete. Ab, Me. Caete, did you but know 
how you are envied by the Smiths, the Bodgees, the Bubkinses, 
et hoc genus omne ! D’Oyly Caete might do anything, rule the 
waves, or be Emperor of tbe French— in fact, without going any 
further I feel sure that he might be at once Emperor of 
the French, if he’d only suggest himself for the vacant situa- 
tion— and my! what an empire there ’d be! “Were I not some- 
body mvself, I would be somebody else,” as the great commander 
observed of the man in a tub. Success, then, to JMr. Carte— 
no, ’tis nothing without the D’Oyly — success to Me. D’Oyly 
Caete— hut there, ’tis no use wishing it him, he is safe to have 
greatness thrust upon him, and be happy for ever afterwards. 
Under such auspices as those of Madame Selina Dolaeo— I like 
the name of Selina too, it sounds so soft and moony (your Repre- 
sentative is thinking of course of Selene— 0, isn’t he, I mean my- 
self, your Rep. a real Grecian!!) Well, Sir, to resume,— under 
such auspices as those of Selina Madame Dolaeo, with her own 
Caete, and a good team, what could he more certain than a success- 
ful career, which not even the hazardous experiment of La Perichole 
has been able to upset. Au contraire (what a linguist I am ! but 
now a Grecian, now a Frenchman) Madame Dolaeo has shown us 
that she is possessed of true artistic power, both as an actress and as 
a cantatrice, (Italian, by Jove!!. Dutch to follow— you ’ll see— 
0, what a clever boy !) by her impersonation of La Perichole , 
which involves a situation (I mean the tipsy scene) in which Madame 
Schneider at first almost disgusted even a French audience by ber 
over-acting. Those who have seen Madame Schneider's Boulotte 
will understand this perfectly. 

Me. Fishee is that rarissima avis (Latin, Gentlemen ! Believe ?— 


what a scholar! !), an English comic tenor ; but as your Represen- 
tative has already drawn attention to this gentleman’s performance 
at the Philharmonic in Girofle - Girojla , he will say nothing more 
about him just now, except to hint to him that with such a career 
before him (he is the only comic tenor anything like Dupuis) he 
must take care of himself and study, study, study. He has not got 
much to do iu Trial by Jury , but throws himself iuto it with as 
much sense of the fun of the thing as he showed when he played 
Mr. Gladstone in Happy Land at the Court Theatre. In Trial by 
Jury (librettist, W. S. Gilbert: composer, Arthue Sullivan) 
both Mr. Words and Mr. Music have worked together, and for the 
first quarter of an hour the Cantata (as they r ve called it) is the 
funniest bit of nonsense your Representative bas seen for a con- 
siderable time. That more might have been made of it, and with 
increasing effect, yonr Representative has no doubt, but Messrs. 
Words and Music, agreeing with Mr. Weller, junior, as to the art 
of brevity in composition, have only given themselves a little over 
half an hour for their musical and dramatic joke. The hits of the 
piece are Ms. Feed. Sullivan’s Judge, “with a song” (and such a 
song ! Easy-going music and first-rate words, of which Mr. Frede- 
rick Sullivan does not allow the audience to miss a single syllable 
in four or five verses) ; the Jury, whose chorus, like that of the 
Conspirators in Madame Angot, the old men in Faust , and the 
Pirates in Girofle , receives a genuine encore; the Usher, wlwse 
steps are very funny, and the chorus of pretty Bridesmaids, with 
the fairest of whom the naughty little Judge establishes, a flirtation, 
thereby proving to the public in court and to the auditorium that 
“ of beauty he is a good judge too ! ” 

Miss Bromley looks charming and sings nicely as the Plaintiff, 
and thoroughly enters into the joke when she accepts that old sly- 
boots of a Judge’s invitation to sit on the bench beside him. 0, 
then how they do go on, those two ! 

But I must draw a veil, and finish by advising those whom 
Providence has blessed with affluence and a good digestion, to leave 
their pleasant dinner-table, and, for tbe sake of a hearty laugb (it’s 
to be got there, even though for only a quarter of an hour), to visit 
the Royalty, under the management of Signora Selina ( Signora is 
Spanish, you’ll observe ! what a command of languages !), LaReina 
Dolaeo, and her prime minister, Monsieur Le Due D’Oily Caete, 
to whom, greeting, mention the name of 

Your Representative. 

P.S. — Rose Michel at the Gaiety ought not to have been a failure. 
Had it been adapted— i.e., cut ana compressed— by some old 
experienced hand, and played by— well, let me suggest by Mrs. 
Hermann Yezin, as the wife, and Mr. Emery as the murderous 
husband, tbe success of tbe piece would have been as great 
as that of the Two Orphans at the Olympic, or, to go hack 
further, of the Isle of St, Tropes at the St. James’s, or, further 
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ALL THE FUN OF THE FAIL. 

In a recent advertisement of the London School-Board, 
for school-masters and school-mistresses in Bermondsey, 
it is stated that “ candidates, invited to attend the 
committee, will be allowed a second-class railway fair ” 
[«e]. As Mr. Punch has never had the good fortune to 
be present at “ a second-class railway fair,” his curiosity 
has been powerfully excited by this advertisement. It 
was his good fortune, when he was young, to see at a 
fair the iaseinatingl L Miss Biffin, whose foot- writing— 
for she had no hands or arms— was admired by every one 
who saw it. 

“Surely,” thought Mr. Punchy “there will be, at a 
second-class railway fair, many persons, who, having 
lost their limbs in a collision, and being thereby dis- 
qualified for any feat of arms, have made their arms of 
feet, and emulated the skill of .Miss Biffin’. Surely, at 
such a fair, the Living Skeleton will be represented by 
the Original Shareholder, whilst the Preference Bond- 
holder will do duty for the Fat Woman of Tutbury. 
The Merry-go-rounds will closely resemble the Board- 
room Tables, and several able Managers, whose efforts to 
reduce the value of railway shares have been attended 
with complete success, will haye charge of the Knock- 
’em-downs.” 

But, while Mr. Punch thus meditated, there came one 
to him, who said that what the London School-Board 
meant to offer, and would have offered, if their Inspector 
of Spelling had not been absent on sick-leave, was a 
second-class railway fare. 

“Dear me,” said Mr. Punch , “have I been feeding 
my imagination on such homely fare as this ? If this he 
so, get thee from my sight. Little London School-Board ! 
Fare forth, and seek thy fortune ! Fare thee well, and, 
if for ever, then for ever fare thee well.” 


High, and Dry. 

Examiner {Divine of the Old School). Name an in- 

_ __ stance of benevolence and design united in the native 

productions of a specified soil. 

Candidate. The growth in Spain and Portugal of the 
THE ELEVENTH HOUR. cork-tree, coincident with that of the vines yielding port 

and sherry. 

Critical Friend ( whose suggestions are invaluable, comes to see Picture late in the , Examiner. Very good indeed, Sir. I trust you will 
afternoon on the very day it has to be sent to the Royal Academy). “ 0 , why, why live to be a Bishop. 

didn't I see this Picture before?” \_Candidate passes with flying colours. 


hack still, of the Courrier of Lyons at the Princess’s, under the 
Charles-Kean management. The drama of Rose Michel # has still 
to he well adapted, and well played, as it probably will be in a short 
time in all the leading provincial theatres. But certainly neither 
the version, nor the actress (Mas. Giedstanes) , lately seen at the 
Gaiety Theatre. 

THE RED HOVER. 

{Evidence at the first meeting of the next Recruiting Co?nmission.) 

Ex-Private Lightfoot examined. 

Q. What did you know of the Army before you joined the 
Service? 

A. That in the opinion of the Vicar of my native village it was 
the final resting-place of all ne’er-do-wells. 

Q. What caused you to decide upon enlisting ? 

A. Haying got into trouble in my native village, it appeared to 
me that suicide or the Queen’s Shilling were the only two things 
open to me. I accordingly came up to London and accepted the 
shilling in preference to the other unpleasant alternative. 

Q. Where, and under what circumstances, did you receive the 
Queen’s Shilling ? 

A. In a Public House— from a Sergeant who filled my ears with 
stories of the glories of a military career. I subsequently found 
these stories to he utterly false. 

Q. Be good enough to say what happened next. 

A. Having been well supplied with drink, I was taken with some 
other recruits to the barracks to pass the night. The conversation 
turned upon the value of a free kit to the old-clothes-men, and I 
fohnd that the majority of my new companions were old hands at 
desertion. 

Q. Very good. And next? 

A. I was taken before a Magistrate to he sworn in. His worship 
was good enough to explain to me that service in the Army was 
another word for ruin ana disgrace. 


Q. The Magistrate was acting according to precedent. After you 
were sworn in ? 

A. I was sent down to the depot with the remainder of the 
recruits. Already half of our original number had deserted, aud 
those who remained discussed the advisability of following their 
late comrades’ example. 

Q. When you arrived at the depot what did you receive ? 

A. A free kit aud a sum of money. 

Q. What did you next do ? 

A. I spent the money, and, deeply impressed with the gloomy view 
that the Vicar and Magistrate had taken of my position, determined 
to better it if possible. 

Q. Very good. What did you do to attain this praiseworthy 
object ? 

A. Taking a hint from the conversation of my brother-recruits, 
I sold my kit at a slop-shop and deserted. 

Q. What did you next do ? 

A. I did not entirely give up the Army. On the contrary, with 
the kind assistance of the authorities, I have since been able to make 
desertion my permanent profession. 

Q, What do you think of your present occupation ? 

A, I find it to be safe, lucrative, and amusing. 

Q . Would you suggest any alteration in the present law. 

A. Certainly not. The present law suits me admirably, and the 
most trivial alteration in it would be sure to throw me out of 
employment. Under these circumstances I say, speaking as a 
deserter of many years’ standing, by all means let the present law 
alone ! 


The PaU Mall Gazette lately suggested a stamp-duty on pro- 
posals of marriage. The Editor must have forgotten the failure of 
Mr. Lowe’s Match Tax. 

The Secretary for War’s Motto .—Exchange no Robbery. 
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THE COMICALITIES OP CANNON ROW. 


The father of one of these successful young men, who has himself 
dabbled, not altogether successfully, in foreign Bonds, came over, 
the other day, from Dublin, which is his native place, and appealed 


tae otner aay, irom uuDiin, wmcn is ms native place, ana appealed 
It is not generally known that the Civil Service Commissioners I to Mr. Punch , whom he properly regards as the great brighter of 


have an almost in- 
exhaustible fund of 
humour. . But the 
popular ignorance 
on this head may be 
due to the fact that 
the Commissioners 
do not often exhibit 
the treasures which 
they possess, but 
hide their good 
things, as the Crown 
jewels are hidden in 
the Tower. Now, 
however, that the 
Regalia are to be 
exhibited gratui- 
tously, on certain 
days, to the public, 
the Commissioners 
have come to the 
conclusion that an 
occasional exhibi- 
tion of their wit 
may be welcomed by 
their admirers, and 
have been prompted 
to propound the 
following highly 
humorous proposi- 
tion to some recent 
competitors for 
Clerkships in Class 
II. : — 

1 ‘ A speculator bought 
Spanish bonds (yield- 
ing no interest) at 
£18; 18 Honduras £100 
bonds, paying 10 per 
cent, interest, at 36 ; 
and 27 Turkish £100 
bonds, paying 5 per 
cent, interest, at 45. 
At tbe end of two 
years he sells tbe Hon- 
duras stock at 15, and, 
the following year, be 
sold the Spanish at 25, 
and the Turkish at 64. 
Including the interest, 
he gained £1146. "What 
number of Spanish 
bondB did he buy ? ” 

Mr. Punch is in- 
formed that the 
majority of the com- 
petitors were so un- 
able to believe that* 
any profit could, 
result from a course 
of operations in 
Spanish, Turkish, 
and Honduras 
bonds, • that they 
regarded the ques- 
tion as u a sell,” and 
appended derisive 
remarks, to that 
effect, to, the ques- 
tion-paper. A few, 
however, worked out 
the problem suc- 
cessfully, and have 
accordingly* been 
appointed auxiliary 
supernumerary as- 
sistant clerks, of the 
Fifth Class, in the 


i'ft liV 







BOYS AT PLAY (AFTER AN EXECUTION). 

First Kilkenny “Boy.” “Did ye see the Cock-Rightin’ at Pat Daly's lasst 

NIGHT ? ” 

Szcond Kilkenny “Boy.’’ “ I did not.’’ 

First Kilkenny “ Boy.” “ Did ye see the * Boys’ * suffer-r,’ this hornin' ?” 

Second Kilkenny “Boy” (listlessly). “I did not.” 

First Kilkenny “Boy.” “Ah, thin, ye take no delight out o’ yerself, at all, 
AT ALL ! ’* 


human wrongs. “ I 
ask ye, Sir,” he said, 
with tears in his 
eyes, “I ask ye, Sir, 
is it right that 
the Commissioners 
should put it into 
me boy’s head that 
he may make money 
out of the dirty 
things? I ask ye 
once more, Sir, is it 
right of ’em? Is 
it prudent? Is it 
Dasent f ” 


A CATECHISM ON 
COPYRIGHT. 

Q. What is to re- 
strain American 
publishers from 
theft, swindling, i 
forgery, or anyother 
act of fraud or dis- 
honesty which is 
practicable and re- 
munerative ? 

A . Tbe fear of 
punishment by tbe 
law of the Dinted 
States. 

Q. Anything else ? 
A. The moral sense 
which restrains other 
men, and might re- 
strain them, from 
. stealing in any 
shape. 

. Q. Does, any moral 
sense restrain Ame- 
rican publishers 

from reprinting 

English books and 
selling them against 
the consent, and 
without the pay- 
ment, of their 
authors and pro- 
prietors, at such a 
price as to undersell 
those persons, and 
thus appropriate to 
themselves a portion 
of the profit rightly 
belonging to others ? 
A. None whatever. 

, . Q. If , American 
publishers were 
liable to imprison- 
ment and hard 
labour for pirating 
-English works, 
would they desist 
from it ? 

A. No doubt— un- 
less they hoped to 
escape detection/ 

Q. Well, then, were 
American publishers 
not liable to 'penal 
consequences for 
common larceny or 
felony, is there 
anv consideration 


Foreign Bonding Department of the Customs, with a salary of fifty which would make them hesitate to rob or defraud anybody they 

pounds per annum, and with the contingent advantage of having possibly could? 

that salary reduced, so soon as the suggestions of the Playfair A. One, perhaps. The fear of being stabbed, shot, or whipped by 

Commission are carried out. those they might attempt to plunder. 

Printed Smith, of [No. 30,Loraine Road, Holloway, in the Parish of St. Ka’y, Islington, in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew, St Co., Lombard 

Street, in the Precinct of Whicethars, in the City or Loudon, and Published by him at No. 85, Fleet Street in the Pariah of St. Bride, City of London.— Sa.iohd.it, April 10, 1875. 
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* 4 jC\> arliament — or rather the 

AIN Commons — re-assembled 

'wAN (Monday, April 5), all the 

7F \ stiller in the back, let ns 

/I<Lr\ hope, for their Easter holiday, 

fy 'l cY^? } A very thin honse to a mili- 

t [ a Q T\( tary night. Captain Nolan, 

/ 7p e £ tv V^ rT^yJ a practical as well as scientific 

K^/"s) 1 ) 1 ,'- J 1 4 yX artillerist, wants to know — 

XX v ‘ y* v :M . Qp-^ 4 f and not a day too soon— why, 

X AC , — 1 when all the military powers 

i O/ 5 ' ’ Xkf °f Europe have adopted 

">CN X fclXl'v nv^ sL ~~ > breech - loading ordnance, 

'V \ S> ^ England stands, solitary, by 

iMs r^ TC ^ her muzzle-loading guns— a 

1 ^ $p- — /jd&nL ^ ^ question to be asked and 

\ , : Vn answered— but certainly not 

" ' ' /X fvISIIS X y 1 - f§( * n * answered on Monday night. 

/* v — " f \ K v - \ All Me. Hardy could say was 

,i)\ x that successive Committees 

.... : |' *7**- ^ had reported in favour of 

- ?jji ^ 48B t, !igjv^^ * v' muzzle-loading; and so they 

( 'll t . , ~ ‘ j v WL [hj y =y _ l have, but as against one 

v ! Kv ^ XXX \ &r JLfVj- n system of breech -loading— 

j \ P , T y : Sir W. Armstrong’s— which 

r *l> - l ^ / n — \ we adopted hastily, and, in- 

V jj, ,*Q) ^ - V*X steady of amending, have 

jjj iP illlitix .it 4ft 1 | As we shall have spent four 

liffi millions and a quarter on 

1 |ifcn ! SBSXmUUUmgmm & v^_ great guns hy 1876, Mr. 

J\*tp i llllMmM LA Hardy recommended the 

v i ; rnMa nl v ^^lL 1 aW'V\\ House to be cautious. The caution would have 

r~\ ^vm ^ga ai payp ^ come better before we spent the money. Suppose 

j 3jT ^-3- ! §882^ ' — /<' we have to give up muzzle-loading, after all, for 

Zy^M2p$ , ~' \I/;/i a better system of breech-loading than Sir ~W. 

< ^ === f\ . f\ |\ A \ \X Armstrong’s? The probability seems to lie in that 

— X y’f direcdion, and what of our money and our caution 

\ Xj/I/f The appointment of a Colonial bishop as Chaplain- 

A&i ^|S|v r ^ General of the Eorces, instead of one of the six 

yVm, -r\ \ ! l\Wm WpY \ k „ ) Senior Chaplains, all of long service and exemplary 

/ \ m\\ ^ \'a® 8^S/'/ \ W^- — deserts, was questioned, and not justified. All Mr. 

/ VmV\ ^ Wll Tf / V\ S— Hardy could say was that the Chaplain-General had seme 

\ Xv^VX^tvsI^^ ^ s ^ qw^si-episcopal functions, and therefore he thought an ex- 

\ \mN\ ^ > bishop would he the right man for the place. But we never 

\ — heard that Chaplain-General Gleig showed a want of either 

\ ^ ~ <r_TI 7Z! episcopal authority or unction. Is there any more reason why 

\ \ ^ any 01 the six Senior Chaplains might not have done all the 

T%P// " qwasz-episcopal work required, whether in the way of confirm- 

\\ < * ing recruits, or wigging subordinate chaplains ? But the job is 

< j \ 4\-_— jobbed ; and there is no use trying to put a varnish on it. 

a ! jJ 7 lW Then the House got to the Army Estimates. Sir A. Lusk, 

^ <b, Colonel Gotjrley, and some other amateur critics, did the usual amount of 

I nibbling and hobbv-riding. Attention was called to some fine examples of 

J ^ " x^ — — ^ the favourite official game of shutting the door after the steed is stolen— as the 

' — _^X Beggar’s Bush Barracks nuisance, the Crimean graves, and other cases in 

J , which the timely expenditure of a few pounds would have saved thousands ; 

v and the bulk of the Estimates was comfortably disposed of before midnight. 

Tuesday .— It is wonderful how frank and full a Minister can he in admitting 
the faults of those over whom he has no control. The Jersey prisons are not 
under Home Office inspection. A weakly girl of fourteen, sentenced to a month’s imprisonment — half of it solitary, on bread and water— 
has died from disease accelerated by her punishment. Mr. Cross admitted the facts, regretted that the case should have occurred, and is 
glad to think it cannot occur again. But Jersey must be allowed her full privilege of local mis-govemment. 

Lord Eobert Montagu has been saying, disagreeable things about the Folkstone drainage, and has been # accused at a public 
meeting, by a gentleman in shirt-sleeves, with a turn for unparliamentary language, of “telling a pack of lies about the town.” 
Lord Robert did not propose to call the offender to the Bar of the House, shirt-sleeves and all, but nimself waxed so unparliamentary 
in criticism of his critic, that he was pulled up hy the Speaker. 

Mr. J. Holms tried, in vain, to prove to the House that brewers having been relieved of the Hop-duty ought to be relieved of the 
Licence-duty imposed in its stead. The House declines to believe that brewers are too simple innocents to extract the amount of that, 
or any other , duty out of their customers. The Chancellor op the Exchequer undertook to correct inequalities in the scale of duty 
which make it press unfairly on small brewers, and so cut away the only ground Mr. Holms had to stand on. 

The Customs and Inland Revenue are to have the benefit of the Bant Holidays’ Act ; but the latter are to lose the Coronation Day, 
and Prince oe Wales’s Birthday, which they have now. In the Docks the holidays are to be permissive. 

Mr. Norwood thinks the Bank Holidays’ Act an unwarrantable interference with the rights of labour. Punch thinks Mr. Norwood’s 
an unwarrantable interference with the rights of play. Mb, Norwood is of opinion that the working-classes have too many holidays as it 
is. Mr. Punch begs to remind him that Sir J. Lubbock’s Bill did not institute Saint Monday, and that clerks and employers, at 
all events, do not worship at the shrine of that saint of the working-man. 

Before going into Committee on Sir H. J ame s’s Bill for regulating Returning Officers’ expenses, Mr. Fawcett was defeated on his 
resolution for throwing election expenses on the rates, by 130 to 46. Neither side of the House wants a rush of impecunious candidates. 

Wednesday.— Mr. Forsyth, Q,.C., member for the Spinsterhood of Great Britain, moved his little Bill of mighty consequence, to 
give votes at Parliamentary elections to women not under coverture. They bore the burdens of citizenship : they were interested in 
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four-fifths of our legislation: they were as competent to choose 
legislators as men. Under the ballot they need not fight their way 
to the polling-booths. 

Mr. Ckabl nr, Mr. Leatham, Mr. Smollett, Mr. Beresford- 
Hope, Mr. Hewdegate, and Sir H. James, vindicated the natural 
order of Creation, which has left the Ladies to do their governing 
vicariously, through the Lords, their subjects. 

The small end of the wedge was ruthlessly employed against 
Mr. Forsyth, in spite of his protest against that ancient instrument 
of torture. Open the door to spinsters, and who shall keep out 
married women? Admit to votes, and how can you maintain seats 
against the lovely rush ? 

In spite of the aid of Mr. Stansfeld— who shares with Mr. 
Forsyth the proud title of the Ladies’ Member — and the less dis- 
tinguished support of Mr. 0. Suixivan and Mr. Jackson, the House 
divided (187 to 152) against the Spinsters. But their minority is 
growing ; and Mr. Disraeli gave them a silent vote. These are 
omens. How long will Man be able to hold the gate of Parliament 
in the teeth of his natural superior, Woman? Just as long as 
Woman continues, as at present, content on the whole with the 
power she exercises without a vote, and the representation she 
enjoys through that suffering sex on which she has laid the burden 
of legislating as well as of fighting and paying bills. 

Thursday . — Dr. Keneaxt should have been in his place to ask a 
question about two rebukes very properly administered to juries by 
Mr. Justice Lawson at Limerick, and Chief Justice Cockbtjrn at 
Brighton ; and to ask, further, whether it was the intention of the 
First Lord ofthe Treasury to introduce any measure which shall 
have for its object the better maintenance of the rights of jurymen 
to deliver verdicts according to their conscience and to the best of 
their ability, without censure from the Bench. 

In Mr. Keneaxy’s absence ^ Mr. Whalxey, who had just read a 
petition for a Royal Commission to upset the verdict in the Tich- 
borne Case— put the question. 

Mr. Disraeli answered it, very much to the purpose. 

** It is not the business of Ministers of the Crown, to judge the Judges. If 


WHAT WILL THE GLAZIERS SAT? 

“ Let all in vitreous tenements who dwell” 

(Tupper, an old saw set in a new strain) 

“ Forbear the fiinty missile to propel.” 

Proverbial wisdom teachers must explain 
Hereafter, when Brown, Robinson, and Jones, 
May in glass houses live, and yet throw stones. 
Monsieur de la Bastie, French sage, 

Remote some distance from an ass, 

Has added to the marvels of the age, 

By finding out a way of toughening glass. 

He dips hot glass in heated oil ; 

So the old heathen tried the Saint to boil, 

Who rose the livelier out of that ordeal, 

Which in a trice will glass anneal, 

So as to make it stand the smartest whacks, 

And bangs, unbroken and unstarred with cracks, 
Rendering the glass, as ’twere, a sort of steel. 

Paterfamilias, look what hope appears ! 

Thou as of old will be distrest no more 
With jingle, too familiar to thine ears, 

Of glass or tumbler dashed on kitchen floor ; 

And windows smashed by boys who roam, 

Or thine own idle brats at home. 

Thy easements shard and pebble will defy, 

Hay, taws from “ catapults” let fly. 

Thy tumblers will staud falls, decanters flinging, 

If guests should ever bottles shy. 

Yet toughness hinders not hard glass from ringing, 
With unimpaired sonority of tone : 

Glass bells in steeples soon will .chime, 

Big Bens, perhaps, in no long time 
Instead of being founded will be blown. 

What may Posterity not make ? 

Cannon perhaps, fortifications, 

Out of a glass no common force can break ; 

Our Alexandras and our Devastations 
And Minotaur s, “ my Lords,” in future days, 
Instead of plating, possibly will glaze. 


the What the Gttikwar does not see.— All the fan of 
the Phayre. 


they misbehave, Parliament can move the Crown to take notice of it. But as 
the appeal has been made to me, I do not shrink from it. I should be as un- 
willing to interfere with freedom of expression of opinion on the part of 
Judges as I should with the freedom of verdict on the part of a jury. * * I 
feel sure no one in this House esteems more highly the institution of trial by 
jury than myself. * * But I do not believe juries are infallible^, and I may say 
from what I have observed of the sayings and doings of the Member for Stoke 
and the honourable Member opposite himself (Mr. Whalley), I believe that 
that is an opinion which to some degree they share. {Laughter.) At least I may 
beg the House to observe that this question to-day has been felicitously 
entrusted, in the absence of the Member for Stoke, to the honourable Member 
who has just presented a petition calling upon the Crown to impugn the 
verdict of a jury.” {Cheers and Laughter.) 

Perhaps, considering the terms of this answer, Mr. Eenealy may 
feel he was as well out of his place on this occasion. So, in a 
Christmas pantomime, we have seen the artful Clown step aside, to 
let the weight of the Policeman’s baton fall on the innocent and 
obsequious Pantaloon. 

Merchant Shipping Acts Amendment Bill. Sir Charles Adderley 
is coming round— coyly and reluctantly, and under all official 
reservation of dignity, but visibly— towards Mr. Plimsoll ; and we 
may yet live to see the Board of Trade approving a load-line. Hay, 
they have approved one, by this very Bill,— marry, how ? permis- 
sively. The Ship-owner may fix it, and may tell the Board of 
Trade he has fixed it— if he likes. Quite in the permissive spirit of 
the Session and the Government. 

Mr, Plimsoll may be comforted. He may yet Hve to see a com- 
pulsory survey of unclassed ships, a load-line to he adapted to 
circumstances, a prohibition of deck-cargo, and a compulsory test of 
iron used in ship-building. And, when all this has come about, we 
should not wonder if the Board of Trade were still standing, and 
our mercantile marine had not been quite legislated off the face of 
the sea. So much for pluck, perseverance, and a good cause— even 
in the teeth of unscrupulous opposition, unprincipled greed, and 
official vis inertia . 

Lord Eslington made an excellent speech, and the Bill was read 
a Second Time without opposition, after a debate foreshadowing 
much useful improvement in Committee. 
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TWO ALEXANDRAS. 

pril, coquette month of the year, plays with our hopes and fears ; 
Oft when we woo her smiles the most, is readiest with her tears ; 
Will closest wrap her head in clouds upon some gala-day, 

When she should beam her brightest, her sunniest face display. 

K So that Wednesday of all days for sulks the wayward month 

must take, 

When she should have smiled her sweetest for our Alexandra’s 

\ ) She who has still a smile for all, deserved a smile from thee, 

nm Coy April, when she went to launch her namesake of the sea. 

There in her bed at Chatham that A l e xandra lay— 

|\\M \ Strange contrast with our Princess, the gracious and the gay : 

%y)j \ \ A monster hulk of iron— iron-clad from stem to bow, 
mT Death in her iron throats, and death about her iron prow. 

The Ship, last fruit of all the toil, wealth, thought man can 
employ 

To quell all man and nature wield of forces to destroy, 
n The Princess, sweet and slender, happy mother, loving wife, 

I jL With babes and flowers about her, and love in all her life. 

! And England resting between both, and upon either stayed, 

!i II The strength built up in that great ship, still in its cradle laid, 

l v. fjk The loyalty that holds the Crown of the land’s life a part, 

I I \^y[)) Softened and strengthened by her love for the Princess of her 

) I ini heart. 

{JjjfQlJ V[J Small grace in Chatham at the best, and less that small 

---'"li' -fTrr- doth show 

,1,t 1 * — To-day, with weeping skies o’erhead, and weltering mud 

— „ below ; 

. I\ I But grandly looms the stately ship, at rest in that great 

tJ\l\ [a. S -J shed, 

j With the festal crowds about her, and the flags wreathed 

overhead. 

Under her ram’s edge, strong to cleave sea’s flanks and rivals’ sides, 

What means that box, where those four steps a fence of flags divides ? 

Topped by a tube that might be case a lady’s fan to hold, 

Carved trim in box and ebony, with ’scutcheon-plate of gold ? 


Some gift for the loved Princess ? Hark to salute and cheer, 

And the roar of many voices, still nearer and more near ! 

Through ordered ranks, and cheering throats, flag-flaunt, and 
ordnance roar, 

The Prince and Princess have ta’en place the great ship’s stem 
before. 

A hush, till England’s Primate Heaven’s grace shall have implored 
On those who shall brave storm or shot that stately ship aboard : 
Then the Princess has stept forward, on that tube her hand has 
laid— 

Light as a lady’s hand should fall— half pleased and half afraid : 

A pause of doubt— a pulse of fear— a clink of shivered glass— 

And with majestic motion slow glides that mighty mass, 

And through a roar that shakes the shed to broad roof windowed 
wide, 

Curtsies to Medway’s waters, and, proud, swings to the tide. 

Weights, roller, spindle once well fixed, a woman’s touch was all 
Needed to make the shores that stay that giant war- ship fall. 

See type in Ship and Princess of England and her Queen, 

Whose woman’s hand the motive spring of this wide realm is seen. 

“A woman’s head— a woman’s hand!” the nostrum-mongers 
sneer— 

“ What reductio ad absurdum of ruling have we here ! ” 

But without spindle, roller, ropes, and weights arranged below, 
What were toy-lever, woman’s touch, to lay the dog-shores low? 


Beaks and Bishops. 

Confirmations at the ancient, venerable, and most especially 
ecclesiastical and episcopal city of Winchester have hitherto always 
taken place in the Cathedral. The following extract from a para- 
graph of local news therefore sounds rather startling : — 

“ County Bench. — Saturday, before T. Chambereayne, Esq,. (Chair- 
man), and T. Gunner, Esa. The following overseers were confirmed. . . ” 

Matrimony in the Registrar’s Office was sacrilege enough ; hut 
heresy has culminated in confirmation by the County Bench ! Such 
is the comment which the foregoing quotation has perhaps suggested 
to some French commentator on British manners and customs. 


FIST, KNIFE, AND BOOTS. 

Mr. Justice Brett, the other day, at the Central Criminal Court, 
sentenced two youths for manslaughter ; one of them to fifteen, the 
other to ten years’ penal servitude. The next day he sentenced six 
young men, also for manslaughter, four of them to one week’s, 
and two to three days’, imprisonment. Manslaughter had been 
committed in the former case with a knife in a desperate affray, had 
resulted in the latter from the normal use of the fists in a fair fight. 
It may he hoped that Judge Brett’s discrimination between these 
cases of manslaughter will not only tend to abate the use of the 
knife among the coarser classes in the adjustment of their differ- 
ences, but also the use of the heavy hob-nailed hoots. Kicking 
people, even men, when they are down, is a practice of which much 
more is heard in these “ fair, well-spoken days,” than there used to 
he during the brutal and demoralising era of pugilism. 


Song of Christopher Sly. 

Give me a pot of your smallest ale— my throat is parched and dry. 
L’m a bond fide traveller— true as my name’s Christophero Sly. 
Above three mile away from home as straight as I can go. 

Good two mile as the crow flies — bat I don’t fly like the crow. 

First I go right— then I go left— a zigzag course I steer. 

And that makes two mile twice two mile ; and I wants a quart more 
beer. 

Two mile extends to four mile while I tack like a ship in sail. 

Give a bond fide traveller a pot of your smallest ale. 


Clerical Representation. 

Female suffrage, Notwithstanding that the Premier votes for it, 
remains an open question. Yet the Female Disabilities Removal 
Bill, though not a Government Measure, must always he a Minis- 
terial one. If women had votes, would they not, with very few 
exceptions, vote for the nominees of their Clergy ? What a triumph, 
therefore, their enfranchisement would be for Ministers of all 
denominations ! 



BULLFIGHTER. 
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^ SIXPENCE APIECE ! 

Being the urgent Appeal of an ardent Ostreophagist . 

11 We have no hesitation in asserting that in two years' time native oysters 
will btf retaile'd in London at sixpence each.”— -Messrs. Prosser’s Letter to 
the Times « 

0, ye Prossers, prophets of evil days, 

That the price of the Native will thus on ns raise ! 

Those beautiful bivalves which, witched if unwilling:, 

We swallow already at four for a shilling, 


Do von wish to deaden their delicate zest, 

And plant despair in the epicure’s breast ? 

May I) ando’s death his disciples release, 

Ere British Natives are Sixpence apiece ! 

0 what the deuce are those dredges at, 

Coarse rakes in Native settlements stuck, 

Disturbing their slumbers and spoiling their “ spat,” 
And amongst the mild molluscs running a muck P 
’Tis an epidemic of sheer stupidity, 

A chronic seizure of crass cupidity, 


The glutton’s maw, and the rash greed of Mammon, 
Will rob us, some day, of our seals and our salmon. 
And e’en now there ’s an awfuller prospect before us, 
If we do not take summary measures and strong, 

Our Oyster, our pre-Roman native, ere long, 

Will become as* extinct as the Ichthyosaurus, 

Or Prosser the prophet, Cassandra of Holborn, 

Will have the lit Native about for a show borne. 
And meanwhile prophesies prices’ increase, 

Till the shops announce “ Oysters, Sixpence apiece ! ” 

Punch to the rescue ! Shall dredger-men selfish 
Ball out the descendants of Rutupine shell-fish ? 


nave tneir missions and piatiorms, and keep organs grinding, 
Why should zeal for our bivalve natives be duller, 

Though their interest comes more from fiavourthan colour ? 
Why not gather our oysters of choicest variety 
’Neath the wings of a“ Native Protection Society?” 

And what though their habits seem lounging ana lazy, 

Their existence supine, and their views of me hazy ? 

Four years’ snooze at a stretch may to us seem surprising, 

. But why should we plague them about early rising ? 

Let ’em rest, the plump pets, -in their beds ’neath the billows, 
Sub-marine Sleeping Beauties, ou seaweedy pillows ! 

Let my Oyster he love-crost, so I be the crosser : 

Only show how her bed I can guard, Messrs. Prosser, 

With arrangements that promise supply just a bit stable 
Of natives from Colchester, Burnham, or Whitstable, 

What a war with my Ostrea’s foemen I ’d wage, 

With what zeal I ’d go iu for that Brightlingsea gauge I 
As for those Russian gourmands, their cheek is incredible ; 
Trench on J ohn Bull’s short stock of his best marine edible ! 
Free Trade stops at Oysters, and goes quite too far if 
It raise to such figures my fishmonger’s tariff : 

Nay, methinks those its gospel the furthest who’d push, ’ll 
Be frightened by Oysters at £12 per bushel ! 

I appeal to your power— and your palate, dear Punch , 

And most succulent memories of supper and lunch, 

Bv the light of your gracious omniscience examine 
The causes, and cure, of this fell Oyster famine. 

“The world is mine oyster,” said Pistol; but I, 

“ The oyster ’s my world” am more tempted to cry ; 

And fain could I wish it had been my sweet lot to 
Subsist upon bivalves, and dwell in a grotto. 

Nude or draped— I should say, drest or undrest — my Dea, 

If I had my own way, would he Os— not As—trcea. 

Then the run upon me and my molluscs abate, 

Do not see us both forced to snell out at this rate, 

But down on the dredgers, nor let the war cease, 

Till yon ’ ve banished this terror of Sixpence apiece ! 


Quite tlie Reverse. 



A School-Board Provincial Drama, in One Scene and One Act j 
DRAMATIS PERS0N2E. ! 

Mb. Screwit, Chairman of the School-Board . 

£ Ihckoot’ l Aetive Members of the Local School-Board 

Mb.' Wyse Aeeb, ) Committee. 

Mr. Fittest, Clerk to the Committee, 

Scene — The Committee Room . The Active Members discovered 
R. H. and L. H. of table , on which are pens, ink , and papers . 
Fittin, the Clerk , at r. h. corner . Mr. Screwit in the Chair . 

Mr, Screwit [as Chairman), Grentlemen, our duty to-day is to 
decide upon the advertisement for a Schoolmaster. 

All 0 unanimously ) . Hear ! hear ! 

Mr. Screwit . Mr. Fittin has kindly consented [thinks this 

formula is too much like announcing that Mr. Fittin would kindly \ 
oblige with a song , and so substitutes the following ) — I mean, our I 
Clerk has been good enough to sketch an advertisement for us. 

[Mr. Fittin smiles modestly , blushes y blows his nose. The 1 
Members cough critically. 

% Mr. Screwit. The best way mLl be for Mr. Fittin to read aloud j 
his suggestions, and we can alter and amend it where required. 
[Members nod approvingly , but severely , and Mr. Fittin begins to 
wish that some one else had been Clerk.) We must bear in mind 
that, in advertising, we must consider the Ratepayers [Members 
shut their eyes , frown , and nod ) ; and that, in fact, brevity is the I 
soul of economy. [Thinks he has finished up with something uncom- 
monly like an epigram , and beams on the Members . Finding that 
only Mr. Fittin takes the idea and smiles feebly , the Chairman 
resumes his business-like tone , and says , sternly ,) Slow, Mr. Fittin, 
if yon please. 

Mr. Fittin [mildly). If you please, Sir. Ahem! ( Commences , 
with something of the nervous pride of authorship, reading his com- 
position to probably adverse critics.) “ Wanted, a Married Man and 


At a meeting of the Anti-Income-tax Association, held the other 
evening in Sk James’s Hall, a Mr. Cartleigh, in seconding a 
resolution against the Income-tax, “ condemned the tax as un- 
English. Come ; how many countries are there in which it is 
possible r No^ whatever may he said against the Income-tax, it is 


ms wne” | au snaKe tneir neaas. MR. Jcittin pauses. 

Mr, Smudgem. The word “married” is unnecessary. Say “A 
Man and his Wife.” [Mr. Fittin makes the alteration. 

Chairman [suddenly). Strike out “his” also. [To the Members.) 
We must combine brevity with economy. 

All, Hear! hear! 

Mr. Fittin [having made the required alterations). “ Wanted, a 
Man and Wife — 

Mr. Wyse Aker [interrupting). You must keep “ his ” in. 

Mr. Stickout [obstinately). Why ? The man wouldn’t 'come here 
with somebody else’s wife. 

Mr. Wyse Aker [shaking his head sagely). He might, if the con- 
ditions are not clearly set out in black and white. 

Mr. Smudgem. Well then, say “ a married couple.” That’ll do. 
[Looking at his watch, and thinking of his early dinner.) We must 
get on. 

Chairman [to the Clerk). I think you’ve omitted the word “ cer- 
tificated.” 

Mr. Fittin [deprecatingly) . It comes in presently, Sir. 

Chairman. Ah ! we must have it in now . It ’s most important. 
(Mr. Fittin makes the required alteration. A pause.) Now then, 
Mr. Fittin. 

Mr. Fittin [reads). “Wanted — a certificated married couple ” 

All [unanimously). No! no! no! 

Chairman [determined to show his common sense). What we want 
is a certificated man. 

Mr. Stickout. And his wife. 





Mr. Smudgem. Of coarse. (. Looking at his watch.) Now do let ’s 
get on. 

Mr. Wyse Aker . But it must be expressly stated that he is to be 
married. 

Mr. Stickout { surprised ). Is to be married ! No, he must be 
married before he comes here. 

Mr. Wyse Aker ( pettishly ). Well, of course, that’s what I 
meant. [ Thinks what a fool Stickout is. 

Chairman {to Mr. Fittin). You had better put “ A certificated 
man,” with “married” in brackets. 

Mr. Stickout . And while you ’re about it, say it ’s a new school. 

Mr. Smudgem. Yes, that ’s it. {Refers to his watch , and thinks 
what Mrs. Smudgem: will say.) Let ’s get on. 

Mr, Fittin {reading). “Wanted, a certificated man, married”— 
in brackets — ‘ ‘ for a new school.” 

Mr. Stickout. A mixed school ; mind, it ’s mixed. 

Mr. Smudgem {to Mr. Fittin). You can easily stick in “ mixed.” 

[Mr. Fittin does so. 

Chairman. Yes— {hesitating)— but we mustn’t have more words 
than are absolutely necessary. The Ratepayers have to be con- 
sidered. {All nod assent .) Now, Mr. Fittin, how far have we got ? 

Mr. Fittin {reading, rather wearily). “Wanted, a certificated 
man, married in brackets — “ for a new mixed school.” 

Mr. Stickout {stoutly). Not “ new mixed.” It sounds like a salad. 

Chairman {who has found the suggestion of brackets already suc- 
cessful, proposes it again). Put “mixed” after “school” in 
brackets. (Mr. Fittin does so.) Now. 

[Mr. Fittin reads once more , while the Chairman looks round 
at the Board with an air of conscious pride , as much as to 
say , “ You see , Gentlemen , you’d. never get on without me 
Amendment carried. 

Mr. Stickout. You haven’t said where the school is. 

Mr. Fittin. That comes later, Sir. 

Chairman. No, no, we must avoid procrastination, or else it will 
be too long. Put in the locality. Say “ near Dumley.” 


Mr. Wyse Aker. Near Dumley? It’s two miles and three- 
quarters from Dumley. 

Mr. Smudgem {testily). Well, he won’t want to go to Dumley 
every day. [ Refers to his watch. 


Mr. Stickout. Still, if we say anything at all, we must be exact. 
We can’t allure a man here under false pretences. And a man has 
a right to know where he is coming to. 


All {except Smudgem). Of course, naturally. 

Chairman. Well— um— let’s see. “Two miles and three-quarters” 
is a lot to put in. Let’s say “ Three miles.” {There being no dis- 
sentients , Mr. Fittin writes it down.) Now, then, Mr. Fittin. 

Smudgem. Ah ! let ? s get on. 

Mr. Fittin {reading). “ Wanted, a Certificated Man (married) ” — 
in brackets— “ for a new School (mixed) in brackets— “ three 
miles from Dumley.” {Pauses. Relieved , by finding that there are 
no objections or suggestions , he proceeds more cheerfully.) “His re- 
muneration will be ” 

Mr. Stickout {quickly). But you ’ve left out all about his wife. 

Mr. Fittin {gently). You will find, Sir, that I have inserted that 
later on, [All shake their heads. 

Chairman {decisively). 0, no ! that must come now , or else we 
shall never get to the end of the advertisement. We must remember 
the expense, and consider the Ratepayers. {Thinks he will try his 
epigram again.) Brevity is the soul of 

Mr. Smudgem {interrupting brusquely). Well, you’ve only got to 
put in, “ Wife required to assist him.” 

[Looks at his watch , and thinks that if he and Fittin had been 
left alone , they could have knocked it all off in no time . 

Chairman {not to be put down by Smtjdgem’s rudeness). Excuse 
me, but the wife is not “required to assist him.” That does not 
express it. 

Mr. Wyse Aker . No. She is only required to teach the children 
how to sew. 

Mr. Stickout. Well, say “ Wife will instruct in sewing.” 
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Chairman , We can get it shorter. Brevity is the ahem! Say “Wife 

to teach sewing.” 

Mr, Fittin ( after making the alteration , reads,) “Wanted, a Certificated,” 
&c., “ wife to teach sewing. His remuneration ” 

Chairman . That ’s too long a word. Say “ Pay.” 

Mr . Smudgem . Or “ s Wages.” [Zoofts at his watch, 

Mr. Stickout. Ho, no ( positively ), “ Salary” is the word. 

Jfr. Fittin {reads). “ His salary ” 

Jfr. TUyse -kfter. 2Ks ? But surely the wife will be paid as well ? 

ATr. Smudgem. 0, certainly. Come, let’s get on. 

Mr. Wyse Aker. We are getting on ; hut these details axe most important, 
Let us say, “ The salary of himself and his wife ” 

Chairman . 0 dear no! far too long. Say “ Their salary.” {All nod assent 
| except Mb. Wyse Aker, who still thinks it might be put more clearly .) How, 
Sir! (To Mi. Fittin.) 

Mr. Fittin {reads). “Their salary will be” — {pauses) — What do you say, 
Gentlemen? 

Mr. Smudgem. Ton my word, I don’t know. 

£ Yawns. Wonders whether , if he isn't back in time , Mrs. Smudgem 

will keep anything hot for him, 

Mr. Stickout . What are they giving elsewhere ? 

Mr. Wyse Aker. Why not look at some other advertisements ? 

Chairman. Ah, but that’ll delay us. Ho; we’ll put in blank pounds per 
annum now, and fill it up afterwards. 

Mr. ' Smudgem . By the way, where ’s the salary to come from ? 

Chairman. Prom the children’s pence. 

Mr. Stickout. And our proportion of the Government grant. 

Mr. Wyse Aker {seeing his way clearly). Then you can omit blank pounds, 
and call it “ a salary estimated at ” — - — 

Chairman. That ’ll make the advertisement too long. Put it this way— 

Their salary will be estimated by the children’s pence weekly” (“weekly” 
in brackets), “ and the proportion of the Government grant.” 

. _ [Me. Fittin makes the alteration . 

Mr . Stickout. You haven’t said anything about his residence. 

Mr .Fittin {cheerfully). Yes, Sir. Here it is— “ With a house and allowance 
for firing.” 

Chairman. Too long. Strike out “allowance” — or, simply say “house and 


firing.” That ’ll do. (Me. Stickout is not quite sure 
of this, hut Smudgem and Wyse Akee agree , and the 
Chairman has the casting vote.) How, Me. Pittest. 

Mr. Fittin (reads). “ With a house and” 

Chairman {struck by a happy thought). Ho “firing.” 
Ho. Say “fuel.” 

All. Yes ; that ’s better. 

Mr. Fittin. “With a house and fuel. Application 
to be made before the ” . What day shall I say ? 

Mr. S??iudge?n (finishing his hat with Ms elbow). 0, any 
day. ' (Gets his umbrella.) Say the twelfth. 

Mr. Wyse Aker. Or thirteenth. 

Mr. Stickout . Or twenty-first. 

Chairman. Let’s make it “the ninth” — it's shorter. 
You see we must consider the Ratepayers. How, Me. 
Finn, read it all over. 

Mr. Fittin. “Wanted, a Certificated Man (married) ” 
—in brackets — “ for a new School (mixed) in brackets 
— ‘ 4 three miles from Dumley. His wife to teach sewing. 
Their salary will he estimated from the children’s pence 
(weekly) ” — in brackets— “ and a proportion of the 
Government grant, with a house and fuel. Application 
to be made before the ninth.” 

Mr. Wyse Aker ((doubtfully). I should put in 
“ ultimo ” after “ ninth.” 

Mr. Stickout . 0, certainly. It’s the regular thing. 

Chairman. But it ’s anextra word. 

Mr. Smudgem (icith his hat on, and umbrella in his 
hand , sta7iding up). I should certainly put 44 ultimo ” in. 
It’s in all legal documents. 

Chairman (resignedly). Yery well. 

[Me. Fittest writes in “ ultimo ,” and reads the whole 
once again, Everybody is satisfied. Exeunt 
omnes except Mb. Fittest. 

Mr, Fittin (sitting down, and looking over the document.) 
The word 44 Wanted ” is all that is left of my original 
draft. [ Begins to re-copy , ruefully. 

Re-enter, suddenly , Me. Sceewit, the Chairman . 

Chairman . I’ve just thought that we shan’t require 
the word “ Wanted.” You see they’ve got 44 ultimo” 
in at the end; and when we say “Application to be 
made,” it implies “Wanted.” So begin with “Dumley — 
three miles from ” — in brackets. ( Sees that Me. Fittest 
makes the amendment .) Yes, that’ll do. Brevity is 
the soul of economy. (Me. Fittest smiles dismally.) 
There ! I think we ’ve done a good morning’s work. 

[Exit Chairman , happily , leaving the Clerk to. make 
the best he can of the advertisement as it now 
stands. Me. Fittest nibs a pen , tries it, pauses , 
looks at his watch, meditates , and finally exit to 
dinner . 

Act Drop. 


Galileo Galilei. 

Me. Richard A, Peoctoe deigns to say 
That Galileo was great in his day, 

That the man who put back for us Cosmos’s border, 
Though not first exactly, was of the first order. 

We knew it without this lively young doctor— 
Galileo does not stand in need of a Peoctoe. 


Sad Results of Wind, String-, and Weather. 

A “ Sufferer,” reduced to idiotcy by the East wind, 
writes to ask whether the bamy breezes (so often spoken 
of by the poets) blow from the (y)east ? 

Another 44 Sufferer,” with the same sad results from 
the chamber-music mania of the moment, asks, by the 
same post, the difference between a tuning-fork and a 
p£fc7t-fork? 

A DEAD-LINGUIST’S SEASON FOE CREMATION. 

It is the method which leaves nothing of the dead hut 
their bones, and so fulfils the old and well approved 
maxim, 44 Be mortals nil nisi bonum.” 


An Ugly Synonym— The Daily Hews — Another 
Frightful Railway Accident ! 


The Pollan Eea. — A Roman theatrical paper. 
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LADIES OE THE LONG ROBE. 


TEMPERANCE IN THE KIRK. 


According to the London Correspondent of the Liverpool Post .— | A Scotch Correspondent informs the Pall Mall Gazette that the 


“ Sometime ago four 
ladies, who passed the 
London TJ niver aity Ex- 
amination for Women, 
entered themselves in 
the chambers of well- 
known barristers”— 

Well, other ladies 
have done that — 
some as clients, 
others in virtue of 
their conjugal rights 
and duties to tidy 
their husbands’ 
rooms. But the sen- 
tence above broken 
off concludes ■with 
an explanation : — 

“for the purpose 

of studying law.” 

legaifbut laudable^ 
It is gratifying to 
learn further, re- 
specting these foren- 
sic ladies, that : — 

“ One of them, whose 
term of study is closed, 
has been engaged by a 
firm of solicitors as a 
‘ consulting counsel/ 
and is at once to receive 
a salary larger than 
the income enjoyed by 
scores of barristers who 
have been in practice 
for years.” \ 

The more employ- 
ments lit for gentle- 
men that are opened 
to ladies the better. 
Any such calling is 
better than mar- 
riage accepted 
merely as a situa- 
tion. If any girl is 
enviable by her sex 
for the number of 
her suitors it is the 
female barrister 
whom they come to 
consult, leaving fees 
behind them, or who 
is handsomely paid 
for advice by solici- 
tors. By the way, 
who would make bo 
good a solicitor as a 
fascinating woman? 
"Whose solicitation 
would it be so hard 
to resist as hers? 
At the same time 
there seems some- 

propfiate to a^lacLy 
in the profession of 
the long robe. The 
admission of ladies 
to practise as barris- 
ters and solicitors 
wouldprobablyhave ' 
a certain special 
effect on Nisi prius 
business. Increase 
of remunerative em- 
ployment for women 



\\m 


A SHOT FROM A STERN-CHASER.” 

Mistress . “Did you ‘make it up’ with Mbs. Tarragon ” (this was the Coolc, who 
had been very unpopular down stairs , and had left to be married to a flourishing Greengrocer in 
the Neighbourhood) “ before she went, Jane ? ” 

Lady's Maid. “ 0 , yes, ’M, we parted quite Friendly, M’ttm, but I says to her, 

I SAVS, JEST AS SHE WAS A GETTIN* INTO THE CAB, 4 EALTH AND ’APPINESS, I WISH YER, 

Mrs. Tarrygon,’ I says, ‘but I should ’a thought as Mr. Brockley might ’a 

CHOSE A YOUNGER AND A BETTER-LOOKIN’ WOMAN,’ I SAYS ! ! !” 


Perth Town Council 
the other day, by 
sixteen votes against 
four, resolved in 
future to discon- 
tinue a grant of £20 
yearly for supplying 
brandy and sherry 
to the Kirk Ses- 
sions of the parish 
churches. One does 
not see what need 
there was for the 
Kirk Sessions to be 
suppliedwithbrandy 
and sherry, unless 
perhaps in * order 
that they might dis- 
cuss Kirk matters as 
the ancient Scyth- 
ians, we read in 
Tristram Shandy \ 
used to dehate their 
affairs— once drunk, 
that their coun- 
sels might not want 
vigour, and then 
again sober, in order 
that they might not 
lack discretion. The 
minority of the 
Perth Town Coun- 
cillors, perhaps, fa- 
voured this view ; 
moreover one of 
them said that “ if 
brandy had been 
known in St. Paul’s 
time, he would have 
included that liquor 
with wine as good 
for the stomach.” 
Brandy, not having 
been known in St. 
Paul’s time, has at 
least the merit that, 
like punch, as the 
Ordinary of New- 
gate tells Jonathan 
Wild , “It is no- 
where- spoken 
against in Scrip- 
ture.” Of course ; 
as " it is nowhere 
spokenof. Whiskey, 
however, may be 
said to be named, 
in Greek at least, if 
after Por'son wemay 
call it rSBe. As a 
national intoxicat- 
ing liquor too, Scotch 
Presbyterians might 
naturally esteem 
whiskey more ortho- 
dox than brandy. 
Whiskey is cheaper 
than brandyftoo. Let 
us, however, suppose 
the majority of the 
PerthTown Council- 
lors to be total ab- 
stainers,- and brieve 
that Mheir . deter- 
mination not to allow 
the gentlemen of 
the Kirk Sessions 


would doubtless be attended with a corresponding diminution of brandy and sberry was dictated rather by a~ solicitude for strict 
mercenary espousals, and proportionally of actions for breach of temperance than by a spirit of mean economy, 
promise of marriage. / 

The Best Military Drawing.— Drawing your Pay. Jewell’s Apology. — Paste. 


Printed by Teseph Smith, of No. 30 , Lo raine Road, Holloway, in the Parish of St Mary, Islington., in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew, A Co., Lombard 
Street, m the Precinct of whitefciars , in the City of London, and published by him at No. 85, Fleet Street, in the Parish of St. Bride. City of London.— S aturday, April 17, 1875. 
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PUNCHES ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 



E Langalibalrle. 

Monday $ April 12 {Lords ) . — 
When Parties fall out, Justice 
may come hy its own. Ho such 
chance for a hard case as coming 
between a Government that is 
going out and one that is coming 
in. A Minister is so candid when 
sitting on the acts 
of his predecessor. 

Lan galibaxele 
was even luckier 
in such a predica- 
ment than in the 
ardent and honest 
advocacy of Bishop 
Colenso. And then 
Lord Carnarvon 
has a head, as well 
as a will of his own 
— and there seems no reason to doubt that when he 
reversed the Colonial Court’s action, and recalled 
Governor Pine, in re Langaubalele, and that in 
the teeth of Colonial feeling and opinion, he acted 
under coercion of his very best judgment. If Lunch 
had felt any doubt about it, the sifting of the matter 
to-night, in the Lords, would have satisfied. If this 
is the best case two such advocates as Lokd Chet 
and Lobd Kimberley can .make, Lobd Carnarvon’ s 
is a better. 

{Commons.) Lewis is rapidly becoming a name of 
fear. All the questioning capacity of Mb. Dabby 
Griffith seems to have become concentrated in the 
Clan Lewis. What is there Mb. C. Lewis does not mean to call 
attention to— and does not wish to know? And now to-night 
0., treading on the heels of C. of that ilk, proceeded to ask 
Mb. Disraeli whether Prussia had not addressed a “ menacing” 
despatch to Belgium, and what steps England would take to main- 
tain Belgian neutrality and independence, if endangered. 

Mb. Disraeli, in reply, expatiated on the superfluity of 
epithets. The G-erman note was one not of menace, hut of 
remonstrance — “friendly remonstrance” was a familiar phrase 
^ —so let us say “ friendly ” note, not “ ‘ menacing.” (By the way, 

isn’t “friendly” an epithet, too?) “When the neutrality of 
Belgium is threatened, Her Majesty’s Government will do their duty to their Sovereign, and not he afraid to meet Parliament.” 

A personal duello between Sib L. Pair: and Sib H. James. Sib H. has held briefs in matters rising out of the Paraguayan Loan. 
Sib L. Pale has asked a question on the subject, conveying, as far as we can understand it, the imputation that Sib H. James is trying to 
get out before the Select Committee information which the Court has refused to help him to. It is inferred that Sm L. Pale’s question 
is prompted hy the financiers chiefly implicated in the Honduras Loan. People will put “ this ” and “ that ” together. 

Substantial progress made in Committee on Artisans’ Dwellings Bill. Mb. Fawcett still in the sulks with the Bill— complains of 
the want of machinery to compel Local Authorities to build up after they have pulled Idown. Mb. Cross Relieves in Local Authorities. 
When Home Secretaries do take to believing, their faith is wonderful. Sib Sydney Waterxow knows more about improvement of 
Dwellings than Mb. Cboss, or anybody in the House, indeed, and he thinks it would be well to give the Confirming Authority, power to 
compel the Local. Mb. Cboss put his foot down for his clauses, and neither Mb. Fawcett, nor Sib Sydney, took anything by their Motions,, 

Tuesday (Lords). — Justices of the Peace qualification will have to go like other qualifications. Lobd Albemarle’s Bill takes the 
first step to its abolition. 

( Commons .) Mb. C. Lewis moved that the Times and Daily News have been guilty of a breach of privilege in reporting a letter 
from Me. Hebban (Honduras Minister at Paris) to the Chairman of the Foreign Loans Committee, read before the Committee, hut 
not reported to the House. Mb. Lewis explained that he took this step, because this letter contained a libel on a Member of Parliament. 
Mb. Herban’s letter was read hy the Clerk. Then followed a curious scene. It seemed, for a while, as if Mb. Lewis could find 
no backer. But a hacker was at last found — Biggab could baldly have been desired. Then Mr. Tobrens tried to draw Mb. 
Lowe, and Me. Lowe would not he drawn. Then there was a fight between Ayes and Hoes, and Hoes all hut had it; hut 
BiGGAB stood in the breach for the Ayes, and ere the hour-glass ran, the Ayes rallied, and “had it ” over the Hoes. 

Then came Mb. C. Lewis’s Eider, “That the printers of the Times and Daily News be brought before the bar of the House.” 

This was more serious. Hobody had the presence of mind to move the previous question. 

.Mb. Disraeli repeated Mb. Tobbens’s attempt to draw Me. Lowe — with the same lack of success. The Marquis of Hartington 
declared Mb. Lowe would not he drawn. 

Why, asked Mr. Wat ein Williams, try to cripple the Foreign Loans Committee from behind the Times and Daily News f 

Then Sib W. Harcotjrt dashed into the melee “ a big rough stone ” — the ugly word “ lobbying.” Thereupon followed confusion 
worse-confounded. In spite of Mb. Bright’s warning of the absurd position the House would put itself in, by callingits own organs of 
publicity to its baron a charge of having used the speaking-trumpets supplied them by the House’s own hand, Mb. Disraeli was ill- 
advised enough to vote with Mb. Lewis, and the citation to the bar of the Times was voted hy 204 to 153, of the Daily News by 199 to 155. 
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TOO CONSERVATIVE COMMONS. 

(A Cabinet Carol.) 

Behold a Conservative House, of a kind 
"Which transcends a Conservative Government’s mind, 
With Conservative views which to objects relate 
Besides “things as they are,” and beyond “Church 
and State.” 

Conservatives see, and Protectionists too, 

In. their own kind of way being Liberals as true, 

To protect Ancient Monuments voting, in spite 
Of the lord of the soil, whose domain is their site. 

What! Infringe “Tested Eights,” whose defence is 
a need 

Above all in the pristine Conservative creed, H I 

And for mere sentimental Conservative ends ? — 

Save the good old Conservative cause from "such 
friends ! 

To a Bailway, indeed, ’tis most fit that his 'field 
Any Landlord should have on compulsion to yield, 

And all schemers be chartered his ground to invade, 

In the paramount interest of Commerce and Trade. 

But what is the use of preserving old bones, 

To moulder beneath cairns and cromlechs and stones, 
Which for injury done to a man will atone 
When by law you’ve compelled him to part with his 
own ? 

Then, Conservatives, never thus Landlords coerce, 
Except with regard to a Corporate Purse ; 

A proprietor’s option of sale ne’er control, 

Save only for Property’s sake on the whole. 

Such injustice to do private parties forbear, 

That the Public may reap any profit whate’er 
Save material wealth, -which makes biggest wrongs 
small, 

So let Great Breeches Pocket reign King over all. 


THE ULSTER. 


me, uuoicrvi ^ Wholesome Reflection —The man who knows 

Schoolboy (to Brown, in his n&w great-coat ). “ Yah ! Come out of it ! D’ you about Drains, and such like sanitary contrivances, 
think I don’t see yer ! ! ” may fairly he ranked as a Connoissewer. 


There must he more in the matter than meets the eye of the out- 
sider— for to that organ it seems as if the House had spent the 
evening in making an ass of itself. There, let' them call Mr. Punch 
to the Bar for that — if they like. “ Me, me adsum qui feci, in me 
convertite ferrum” 

Sir W. Frazer, much scandalised by the Grevitte Memoirs , wants 
protection for the dead from posthumous libel. The Attorney- 
General said the law gave damages for libel to the dead, if the 
living chose to sue for them. Would the Attorney- General 
advise Mr. Punch to take proceedings for scandal touching on his 
deceased grandmother ? Sir W. Frazer took nothing by his Motion, 
but an opportunity of speaking his mind very plainly of Mr. 
Grevtlle and his memoirs . 

Mr. B. Cochrane wants our Government to withdraw from the 
Declaration of Paris, which abolished privateers and paper blockades, 
and gave to goods, except contraband of war, the benefit of the fiag 
they are shipped under. Mr. Bourse, for Government, declined 
the suggestion ; whereupon Sir W. Habcourt applauded the De- 
claration, and Government for sticking to it ; and Mr. Cochrane, 
against his will, had to take a defeat by 261 to 86. 

Wednesday , — Mr. Whatley was forced to put back into his hat 
an illegal petition from Mr. Skip worth, one of '.the four sane 
and educated (?) believers in Orton, praying that his fine of £500 
for contempt of Court, which somebody else had paid, might be 
refunded to such imbecile somebody. Refunded, indeed l— serves 
him quite right. 

On Sir J . Lubbock’s Ancient Monuments Bill, the House held high 
tournament— -Bights of Property v. Relics of the Prehistoric. The 
odds are, we fear, decidedly on Rights against Relics, and this though 
c ^ rri .? n ^ Pdl by 1ST to 165. It is doomed to a Select Com- 
mittee, ana will certainly not come out of that limbo this Session — if 
®ver. The matter and machinery of the Bill both want some looking 
rato, though both its object and many of j its provisions have 
Mr. Punch s hearty support. _ He has a barrow of his own which he 
to oner Sir J . L. the picking of, one of these days. 

Thursday (Lords ). — Such a competition among their Lordships in 
the way of abuse, contempt, and deprecation of the Duke of Rich- 
mond s Agricultural Holdings Bill, that Punch can’t help thinking 


there must be more in the Bill than he had believed, for all its 
seeming lack of back-hone. 

(Commons.) The Budget— but first the briskest Debate of the 
Session on— Heaven save the mark!— the Prittlewell Petition. 

Sl What great events from little causes spring ! 99 

This is a petition of the Kenealy brand, imputing corruption to the 
Judges in the Tichborne Trial, demanding inquiry thereinto, and 
asking, by implication, impeachment of the Speaker, for declaring 
that such petitions are illegal. 

Mr. Disraeli moved that the Petition he not received, not 
because it asked for inquiry into alleged misconduct of Judges, 
but because it suggested impeachment of the Speaker. 

Now, nobody in the House, or out, wants to limit the right of peti- 
tion. But everybody in the House, or out, feels that Petitions of 
this kind, and from this source, are a nuisance, to be, sooner or later, 
got rid of for good and all, but meanwhile not to be trified with, how- 
ever contemptible, or laughed at, however ridiculous. So the House 
would not take Sir Wilfrid’s advice to pooh-pooh the Petition as 
“rubbish,” and pass on to the Budget. Mr. Macdonald hit the 
right nail on the head — said nail being Dr. Kenealy. Me was the 
root of these attacks. He had given notice of his intention to move 
a Resolution on the Tichborne Trial. He was here in the House 
to do it. Let him do it, or for ever hold his peace. 

Dr. Ejenealy, after some big talk, distinctly pledged himself that 
if he had sent to him any such Petition, praying inquiry into the 
conduct of the Judges on the Tichborne Trial, he would urge its 
prayer for inquiry ; but without such Petition, not. Incidentally 
he apologised for addressing Honourable Members as Gentlemen. 

Mr. Bright lectured the Doctor, with all his old force and fire, 
but might have kept his breath to cool his*porridge. The Doctor 
will only move with the support of Petitions. Those who believe in 
him ought to be able to send him plenty. But now he has taken 
his ground, let him, by all means, be kept, to it. Punch doubts if 
humbug be as immortal as Dean Mum an thought, and Sir 
Wilfrid believes. So doubting, he does not despair of the collapse 
of Kenealy. 

Colonel Lloyd - Lindsay exhibited to the House some dew- 
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drops shaken off the Lion’s mane, through the columns of the 
j Englishman, over his Honourable fellow-Members. Here are a 
few of these bright particular stars -.—“Dirty dogs,” “ fitter tenants 
for a pigstye, than the House of Commons.” ‘ ‘ Low mongrels,” ‘ ‘ at 
their drunken dinner-tables, surrounded by persons as drunk, or 
ignorant, or foolish as themselves, or. in their counting-houses, 
where they concoct the frauds by which ships are lost, and sailors are 
drowned, and insurance-offices pillaged, and creditors defrauded.” 
It has been well observed by a contemporary, that when the House 
is calling printers of newspapers to the bar, it should not forget 
that the Editor of the Englishman has a seat on its benches. 

In the end, the House having refused to receive the Petition by 
391 to 11, Sir Stafford Horthcote got the languid attention of the 
thinnest House that ever listened to a Budget Speech to the emptiest 
Budget ever brought forward— whereof the sense and substance la- 
in effect — 

Ho Surplus ; 

Ho Taxes to be taken off ; 

Ho Taxes to be put on. 

Ho Surplus, we say, for what is £600,000 surplus on an income of 
£75,000,000 but only not a deficit? And what is £60,000 Licence- 
duty taken off the little Brewers, hut only not absolute statu quo of 
taxation? 

Having nothing to say about the Budget proper, Sir Stafford 
occupied his two hours and a half by developing a plan for paying 
off the Hational Debt. He proposes that, from two years hence, 
£28,000,000 shall he annually devoted to the Debt. By this means, 
he calculates that, in thirty years, with the little helps of casual 
surpluses and terminable annuities, as at present, we may extin- 
guish £213,000,000 of debt ! Sanguine Sir Stafford ! All Punch 
can say is, May Sir Stafford live to see it, and may Punch be 
there to clap him on the shoulder ! 

Friday . — 


HERO, IF NOT LEANDER. 

oyton the buoyant may not quite have made 
Boulogne from Dover, 

But we own his venture a sober one, now 
we ’ve seen him half-seas over. 

If he can’t exactly buoy a ton, he at least 
has proved he can buoy l 

Three hundred ponnds, for fifteen hours, i 
gay, if not as a sand -, as a man-buoy, j 

The “silver streak” may well feel small, ! 

now it no longer able is p j 

To keep up its reputation as 1 1 aquor dis - ] 
sociabilis ,” 

With Hawnskaw under-tunnelling, and 
Bessemer and Dicey 

Swing - salooning and twin-shipping o’er 
that anything but nice sea. 

But we had thought, spite of tunnel, and 
swing-saloon and twin-ship, 

The Channel would have laughed to scorn a mere india-rubber-skin- 
ship, 

Knocked the wind out of its water-proof, made stop-cocks unavail- 
ing, 4 | 

Hor, the wearer once in, let him out, for any amount of hailing. : 

So no wonder if, like Her Majesty, Punch felt a little nervous. 

When Boyton took his leap in the dark, in the Channel Sea j 
protervous, | 

And at starting, from the paddles of the night- tide Dover packet, • 
Had a narrow escape of having a hole knocked in his air-tight * 
jacket. j 



Alas, when Tom Thumb brought his Giants to Bar, 

The House had resolved Tommy’s triumph to mar, 

So it snubbed the small hero, and cut his cock’s comb, 

And it said to the Giants— “You’d better go home. 

It was all a mistake ; what we wished you to tell, 

We can get at without you, we find, just as well.” 

The Kenealy Slush-pot lias boiled over at last. Forced to the 
wall by Colonel Lloyd-Lindsay, Mr. Cross, Mr. Bright, Mr. 
Macdonald, and Mr. Waddy, the Lion tried to frighten the House 
by an awful bint of what would come, if, after he had made his 
Motion, the House negatived it. But if the House wasn’t frightened, 
he wasn’t— only don’t let the House say he, the Lion, had not 
warned it. Meanwhile the Honse still stands, and so does Colonel 
Lloyd-Lindsay’s Motion to expunge Dr. Ejenealy’s notice from 
the journals on Monday. 





He was warned ’gainst the Warne tide-way by each Pilot that that 
way knows ; 

The French coast was sure, in derision, to stick Scorn’s thumb to 
its Grey-nose ; 

The breakers would smash his air-cells in, the currents old gooseberry 
playing, 

With his sails and paddles, would toss him up, like a drowned rat, 
some distant bay in, 

But he would go in, if not over ; and like Foreign-Loan-Stoek high- 
quoted, 

Was duly inflated, rigged, sent out, and for many hours really 
floated, 

Till when it grew dark, and the'pilot declined the Captain longer 
to lie by, 

He was hauled, willy-nilly, aboard the tug, striped, rubbed down, 
and put to bye-bye. 

Then bravo to Boyton’s fifteen hours float, and the gallantry that 
nerved it! , , ., 

If he hasn’t quite achieved success, he has done more, quite 
deserved it. . , , , ^ , 

And may his next essay — if there s a next— at trails*- Channel 
floatation, 

Find kinder tides, and more qualified guides to pilot the navigation. 

The first day Punch has nothing to do, we will put on the apparatus, 
And though more used to blowing, than being blown, up, will let 
Captain B. inflate us ; 

And if the wind keep the water out, and the rocking out brains 
don’t addle, , 

Hot a la Macgregor our own canoe , but our own fruncay person 
we ’ll paddle, 

And let ourselves be tossed— not in a blanket, but on the billow ; 
With air instead of fur round our coat, air for feathers in our 
pillow ; 

And if we must go to sea, it shall he with aBoYTON dress our trunk 

Though we trust we shall ne’er have to try it on, a shipwreck’s serious 
funk in. 

A Primitive Race. 

It is pleasant to see that the Members of our Learned Societies 
take an interest in the affairs of the humbler ranks of their fellow- 
creatures. Only this last week, at the Anthropological Institute, a 
paper was read “ On the People of the Long Barrow Period. 
Surely there can be no difficulty in identifying these people .with 
the costermongers we see (and hear) to this day in our streets. 

Hindoo Digest. — Curry and Mulligatawny — Institutes of Menu. 



THE CARDINAL’S CANTERBURY PILGRIMS. 

Here ’s a welcome to His Amplitude, and, fair Sirs, rest you merry, 
Hew Pilgrims to St. Thomas’s Church new opened in Canterbury— 
St. Thomas grant you his blessing, but not his fate ; from that 
May His Amplitude’s hat save His Amplitude’s head, and His 
Amplitude’s head his hat. 

See the strange whirligigs of time : beneath the Protestant frown 
Of a Protestant Bean in a Protestant Church made out of St. 
Thomas’s crown, 

Here ’s His Amplitude Cardinal Manning, red-hot from the kiss of 
the Pope, 

A new Romish Church of St. Thomas, in Canterbury, to ope. 

With an Archbishop, and Bishops from far more than the four sees, 
And mitred Abbots and Priors, of divers orders and degrees, 

And Monks of all colours, and Canons of different calibre and bore, 
And Peers by the dozen, and Baronets, and blue-blood Squires by 
the score. 

With what Protestants call their mops and mows and mummeries of 
the Mass, 

’Mid clouds of incense to blind, and gloom and glitter of painted 


All in these days of Bismabck and Falk-Laws, they are met here, 
Catholics in this Protestant land, without let, hindrance, or fear. 

It is not that we love their worship’s ways, or the Shibboleths of 
their creed, 

Or believe their Pope’s infallibility, or their Church’s power to 
lead ; 

But that from English history one lesson we have learned, 

Since Protestants racked Catholics, and Catholics Protestants burned. 

Which is. that Oppression never yet could stamp Opinion out, 
Though Persecution, often, to Faith may have altered Boubt. 


So we leave St. Thomas’s pilgrims free to open their church as they 
choose, 

And to put boiled peas, or unboiled, or none, ad libitum , in their 
shoes. 

The worst thing they ’re like to suffer is a good-natured rat-tat 

From Punch's baton upon the crown of the Cardinal’s new red hat. 

And e’en while Punch raps, the Cardinal ’& free, underneath that 
hat, worthy man, 

Towards forcing belief in the Pope, like peas, to do, may Punch 
say, Vat-he-can ? 


SAX OH CALUMHIES. 

It will not have escaped the notice of a warm-hearted and affec- 
tionate, but sensitive and irascible, People, that, in the Weather 
Chart heading the daily Meteorological Report in the Times , their 
own native Isle of the Ocean appears from day to day marked with 
notes of its condition, which are mostly alternations of “Bull,” 
“ Fog,” aud “ Gloomy.” Is this the way in which the Clerk of the 
Observatory Weather Office dares to stigmatise, and defame, and 
cast his dirty diurnal slurs on “the first flower of the earth and 
first g em of the sea ? ” Is there not, even among the representatives 
of Home Rule themselves, one single Member that will vindicate the 
fair fame and honour of poor Old Ireland, and enliven a dull debate 
some evening by asking this question in the House of Commons ? 


Paying the Piper. 

We learn that Me. Aibebt Gkant has asked the Metropolitan 
Board of Works to allow a Military Band to play in Leicester 
Square every Saturday afternoon, and has offered to defray the cost of 
the band. This request of Mb. Gbant’s might as well he granted, 
as the payment of the hand will necessitate no grant of public 
money— a grant sufficient for that purpose being Grant himself. 
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CAPTAIN BOYTON OUTDONE. 


and in another moment I was paddling away at the rate of sixty 
sailor’s knots an hour (Fahrenheit) towards the coast of France. 


Dated from No. 18s. 6 d., Colney-Hatch Aauariam. ^ 1 was stuck all over with fireworks and sea-kale, and sent up a 

bouquet of night-lights and rockets every other minute, while with 

hat you, our dear Punch, my left hand I turned the handle of the floating barrel-organ, filled 

will not assist in the com- with all the tunes of all the operas. That ’s why they won’t be able 
- -- IIL — ~ binatipn to crush me, I to bring out anything new this season. All my clothes were 

~ feel very sure. My ad- reversible, so as to be ready for returning. I appeared first as 

Yertisements and letters Pickwick, then as Rolla and the Child, then as the Fair Maid of 
to the papers were all Perth, then as Go-diver (an original idea of my own), and finally as 
burked andhare’d, so that a portrait of several gentlemen not mentioned in the Catalogue. 

'■ when the principal re- The youngest son of a Baronet offered to accompany me, but I 

INsTF^SPl Peters .should have been declined, with tears. A choir of swimming boys, as members of the 
W^r—- — r- . — . T „ witnessing my glorious surplice population, accompanied me, dressed as Tritons, in Mac- 

ilrtl-GHTED TQ MKKE YOUR of crossing the Chan- konockie mackintoshes, and blowing conchs and South Sea bubbles. 

nel, they were assisting It was a splendid sight. Rockets in all directions, catherine- 

at the apparent triumph wheels, blue lights, Bengal tigers, banjos, accordions with phos- 
of my rival, who, sooner phorus whirling _ through the air, and myself, in my own patent 
or later, will have to ac- dress, calmly sailing, Eke a nautilus, with one of Christie and 
count to me for his posses- Man son’s largest Sales tied to my larboard foot, while another was 
sion of what was my fixed to the great toe of my port foot, as a first-rate cure for the 
secret. How it got out I gout. Away I 

don’t know. It must I steered by my own compass, which is two notes within the 
have leaked out somehow, octave of St Stephen’s, Westminster, and should have won my 
But, hush ! I am sur- wager in the appointed time hut for the interruption of Villains 
rounded by spies from who seized me at the last moment, and, in spite of my vigorous 
the Aquarium, and my resistance, made with a sharp pew-opener in one hand, and my ex- 
worst enemy is that plosive gazogene life-preserver, charged with Seidlitz powder, in the 
wicked old Slyboots, the other, I was captured and forced to return to the Seeret Aquarium, 
Eight - Footed Sea Cat, where I am now held in durance, and only manage to send this off 
first cousin to the Cat- secretly by the first cousin of the late Talking Fish, who married 
with-Nine - Tails, lately the Whistling Oyster, and who is going up to town for a holiday, 
ind imprisoned— need I say I mean that worst of all Pablish this to the world, but do not tell that you received it from 
ctopuss ? Vengeance I— But to proceed. a victim of persecution, who signs himself 

Norwood. On the Sydenham Hills my father feeds Everest yours 

l8 :al Swain, whose name may be seen on many of yooi To Aim{raZ Pune7l . The Cot ^ Co ™ ^ ^ 

istrations as the Woodcutter of Bradbury Street, and E Q ) 

ivoriAnc I TVOTCt/vna 1 1 rr Hotta honn no nhi*oroH tAr mrr in_ ^ « 


porters should have been 

with-Nine- Tails, lately 
come ashore and imprisoned— need I say I mean that worst of all 
pusses— the Octopuss ? Vengeance I — But to proceed. 

My name is Norwood. On the Sydenham Hills my father feeds 
his fish— a frugal Swain, whose name may be seen on many of your 
admirable illustrations as the Woodcutter of Bradbury Street, and 
for many generations I personally have been celebrated for my in- 
ventions for saving my own life at sea, and for going into the 
water without getting your feet wet. Long ago, I was unanimously 
elected Captain of the Dover Strait- Waistcoats, and Senior Warden 
of the Never-sink ports. That, Sir, is the sort of man I am. I was 
born for the sea! Can ducks swim? I am the Dux of all the 
Backs, the admired of all admirers, and, by a large and distin- 
guished circlej I am known as “ Floating Feanx of Finsbury.” I 
have often climbed the North Pole for a leg of mutton, and 1 wear 
Seals on my watch-chain. Ireland was the land of my birth, and I 
have never changed it. I am buoyant, for in me, Sir, you may 
recognise the Cove of Cork ! 

My mother was in the heyday of youth and beauty, the most per- 
fect Diving Belle ever known ; and my father, peace be to his 
memory (he had lost Mb memory very early, poor thing I) was the 
biggest Buoy in the Harbour. He was the lad for fun ! Buoys and 
girls come out to play ! He was hand and glove with the aristocracy, 
for he knew all the chief piers all over the world, and was an 
honorary member of the House of Guays, 

b What more can be wanted to prove my right and title to invent a 
life-preserver at. sea ? It is a simple contrivance, loaded at both 
ends, so that it will never sink , as long as you hold it above 
water ; and one tap on the head of anyone you may see swimming 
about near you, or who you may think is coming to catch hold of 
you, sends him to the bottom at once. It is magnificent 1 Whack ! 
and down he goes ! Bedad and belay, will you tread on the tail of 
my diving-dress ? 

Well, Sir, thus armed, I defied my pursuers, and plunged into 
the sea at three p.m;. But the point of my departure I must still 
keep secret, as it was so dark, that no one of the many hundreds 
and thousands, ‘which you’ll always see on the top of Twelfth- 
night cakes and sweetmeats, there assembled, could see the point 
at all. 


tions. (The Venetian Blind Asylum wauts to mortgage Venice on 
my account, as being the finest floating capital in Europe ; and I 
have written to the Doge to thank him for Ms offer of his own 
gondola, rowed by his own Chandeliers, to accompany me on my 
voyage.) 

Secondly— A Sinking Fund, in case of accidents, which will 
provide for my little buoys when I am gone. 

Fourthly— A Screw, warranted quiet in harness, for the Captain’s 

Fifthly— Something else, I don’t know exactly what, but with 
power to add to its number. 

At Two a.m. I began bv warming the sea. When it was heated 
np to my temperature, I shook hands with myself and stepped in. 

Brayvo, Captain Life Buoyton, R.N. by N.E.,” they shouted, 


SHOOTING IN ALL SEASONS. 

Wanted a sufficient Essay on shooting of a certain kind ; a satis- 
factory Treatise on Shooting Rubbish. At present Rubbish is shot 
into all manner of places where it should not he, especially into 
streams where it kills the fish, and offends the nose. In the Times 
“ J. L. W.” denounces a “ scheme of a most abominable kind on 
foot to defile and render unlovely for ever ” the Valley of Mickleham, 
which he describes as “tMs most charming of English valleys.” 
He says : — 

“This ill-advised scheme is to convert the valley into an outlet for the 
sewage of the town of Dorking, to spread the odious refuse of that town over 
the fair meadows that now make a delightful field-way to Mickleham, and 
which then could be so no longer.” 

The originator of tMs scheme, Me. Peeegbine Bunce, explains 
that the sewage of Dorking already pollutes “ the scanty waters of 
the Mole,” wMch partly subterranean river runs “beneath the 
4 beautifully wooded hills ’ referred to.” Me. Dunce also pleads 
that— “The ‘Mickleham Valley’ would not be turned ‘into a 
sewage farm,’ but only about twelve acres of it.” Only ! Twelve 
acres of the most charming of English valleys is no small portion of 
a little Paradise to deform by transforming it to a sewage farm. If 
possible, Rubbish ought not to he shot here ; hut then neither ought 
it to he shot into the Mole. At present there is nothing for it but 
to defile the water or manure the land, and the question is how and 
where else than on the one or into the other is the rubbish to be shot ? 

Progressive increase of population implies progressive increase of 
rubbish. On the limited area of a little island such progress must 
necessitate the shooting of rubbish into every open space and fluent 
outlet, and ultimately the conversion of the country into a rubbish- 
heap intersected with drains, unless some clever fellow shall discover 
some method of shooting rubbish by means of chemistry into some- 
thing good or useful— manufactures, or food, or perfumes — or of 
shooting it away. Or else we shall soon be plagued worse than the 
Egyptians were, and loathe to walk on the land as well as to drink 
of the river. 

At present, Cremation is the only way of inoffensively shooting 
rubbish. It certainly shoots rubbish dead. Given all sorts of 
rubbish, the problem is, how to shoot as much of it as we cannot 
utilise inodorously into the air. ’Whoever shall demonstrate this, 

| ought to be handsomely rewarded. 


Paexiamentaey Nuisance.- 
Kenealy’s Notice of Motion. 


-The Disorder of the Day— D b. 
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THE EAMILT BUDGET. 

A Meeting was held in the library of the mansion belonging to 
John Smith, Esq., on Tuesday last, to consider the annual financial 
statement of Mas. Smith. Mb. Smith occupied his usual chair, 
and Mbs. Smith was accommodated with a seat on the sofa. 
Amongst those present were the Misses Smith (4), John Smith, 
Esq., Jun., and Masters Tommy and Harry Smith. Charles 
Dashleigh, Esq. (nephew of Mrs. Smith), was also in attendance. 

Mrs. Smith opened the proceedings by explaining that the 
holding of the Meeting had been strongly opposed by the Chairman 
(Mr. J. Smith)/" She regretted to say that she had been compelled 
to resort to force to gain admittance. (“ Shame ! ”) But skill had 
overcome power. (“ Hear, hear ! ”) The library fire had been pur- 
posely allowed to expire ; and when the Chairman rang for fresh 
fuel, an entrance had been secured under cover of the coal-scuttle. 
( Cheers .) However, there they were; and they were well satis- 
fied to let matters rest. She would explain as briefly as pos- 
sible the position of affairs. This year the grant for Millinery 
| would have to be materially increased, as trains were growing 
longer and longer day by day. Moreover, full evening dress was 


an additional grant had to be made to pay for the brougham ; hut 
this sum would not be saved this year, as it had already been expended 
in purchasing a box at Covent Garden. (“ O ! 0! ” from the 
Chairman.) There was also a great increase in the item, “ &c.” 
Last year “ &c.” amounted to £874 5s. 6 d, ; this year “ &c.” had 
increased to £1,202 4s. 7 id. 

The Chairman said he would like to have a list of the items in- 
cluded in the term “ &c.” 

Mrs. Smith had no doubt hut what he would. ( Laughter .) She 
could only say that “ &c.” meant lots of things. (“ Hear , hear ! ”) 
For instance, the children’s schooling, bouquets, subscriptions to the 
Circulating Library, and, in fact, a lot of other things she could not 
remember at the moment. It saved a great deal of time and trouble 
to put the things down in a round stun. (“ Hear, hear ! ”) To 
meet this expenditure, she looked, as usual, to the cheque-book and 


MUSICAL REVIVALISM. 

Good Me. Punch, 

I hear that one of Mr. San bey’s hymns is now 
being whistled in the streets, which I tie it is the 
height of musical popularity. Perhaps it may be through 
his influence that a street-organ while I write is actually 
performing the “ Hallelujah Chorus!” Fact, Sir, on 
my honour ! Within my hearing at this minute (which 
is, to speak minutely, the twenty- second past the hour 
of four on Friday afternoon), the grandest work of 
Handel is being played, in a small way, by the turning 
of a handle ! Am I to give my thanks to Messrs. 
M. & S. for this amazing treat r As instruments in 
their good cause, are the Revivalists beginning to con- 
vert the barrel-organs? Is Christy Minstrelsy about 
to be abolished from the streets, ana superseded by the 
strains of sacred Christian Minstrelsy ? 

I remain, Sir, Yours, as Mrs. Gamp would say, 

A Fox’s Martyr. 

P. S. {Half -past Tour*) — The barrel-organist has 
finished the “ Hallelujah Chorus” and, by way of a 
neat sequel, has struck up “La Mandolinata” 


Ortonism and Orthography. 

It was announced the other day that Mr. Whalley, 
in the House of Commons, would “ call attention to 
the petition signed by Anthony Biddulph and others, 

f raying for a free pardon to Castro alias Tichborne.” 
s there not one Biddulph whose name Orton alias 
Castro was reported to have written Biddup— thus 
seeming to confound, with a slight mistake in spelling, 
an aristocrat with an auctioneer? Apparently Mr. 
Biddulph is a gentleman of education, and bears no 
malice. 

Inevitable. 

If Forsyth opeB to spinsters 
The House of the Nation, 

What else can we have 
But Mis-representation ? 


hanking account of Mr. Smith— the gentleman now occupying the , 
Chair. {Cheers*) 

Miss Smith complained of the small grant allowed for pin-money. 
False curls had greatly increased in value during the past year, and 
really the sum she received scarcely sufficed to pay the bill of the 
hair-dresser. She must have some more money, to avoid appearing 
in the character of “ a perfect fright.” (“ Hear , hear ! ”) 

The Misses Angelina and Laura Smith corroborated the state- 
ment of their elder sister. 

Mb. Smith Junior said he must have an additional fifty pounds a 
year allowed to him, as flowers in the button-hole were coming into* 
fashion again. 

Mr. Charles Dashleigh said he had looked in on the chance of 
his uncle being able, or, rather willing, to do something for him. 

The Chairman was understood to say that he was neither able nor 
willing to do anything for his nephew— -an announcement that was- 
received with much cheering. 

Mr. Charles Dashleigh observed that, after that statement, he 
need not stay any longer. (“ Hear , hear ! ”) He would merely adds 
that he had always managed to live at the rate of £2000 a year/on 
an income something under £200. How he managed to do this was 
as great a mystery to himself as it was to the rest of the civilised 
world. The speaker then withdrew. 

Mrs. Smith said, that the business of the Meeting being over, she 
merely had to ask the Chairman for a cheque. {Cheers.) 

The Chairman, after observing “What must be must,” (a remark 
which caused some merriment,) retired from the Library, avowedly to 
get his cheque-book, which he said had been left in the Dining-room. 

After waiting patiently for half an hour for the return of the 
Chairman, the Meeting ascertained that that gentleman had 
treacherously left his home for his Club. 

Upon this discovery being made, the Meeting passed a vote of 
want of confidence in the absent Chairman, and separated angrily. 

When our parcel was made up, Mr. John Smith was still dining* 


HORATIAN MOTTO FOR CAPTAIN BOYTON. 

“ Illi rubber et ses triplex 
Circa pectus erat.” 
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PRICE FOR AGE. 


Athletic Sports for ladies. 

Jumping at conclusions. 

"Walking round a subject. 
Running through a novel. 
Skipping dull descriptions. 
Throwing the hatchet: and, during 
the holidays, 

Boxing the ears of troublesome 
v younger brothers. 

SITE AND "WRONG. 

T , T The practices of the Ritualist par- 

l r s i siRTY-r our sons are calculated seriously to mis- 


Mr. Green. “You needn’t be afraid or that Glass of Wine, Uncle. Ir’s Thirty-Pour 
Port, you know. lead and delude the ignorant masses. 

Uncle. “ Thirty-Four Port !— 1 Thirty-Four Fiddlesticks ! It s no more Thirty-Four Port it is probable that there are many 
than you are ! ** uneducated persons who fully believe 

Mr. Green. “It is, I can assure you! Indeed, it's really Thirty-Six ; and Thirty- that Ritualism is another word for 
Four if you Return the Bottles / ” what they often spell riteousness. 


A SALVO TO SALVTNT. 

Punch is rejoiced to see that a representative body of the London 
Actors lately made express application to the great Italian Player, 
now displaying his art for London’s behoof, to give a morning 
performance of Othello , at which they could he present. Salvini 
answered the application with an Italian’s courtesy, and an artist’s 
feeling with his fellows. Remembering how, when Punch was 
young, an illiterate English mob once howled and hooted a French 
company from the stage of Drury Lane ; and how, when the noblest 
Actor of his generation, William Macreadt, published a protest 
against the cowardly outrage, in which he associated his brother 
Actors with himself, a large body of those Actors disclaimed such 
association, and denied William Macready’s right to speak for more 
than William: Macready — Punch cannot but rejoice in the present 
indication of a larger and less 44 porochial ” spirit of appreciation. 

The actors who had the good fortune to see Salvini on Monday, 
have seen a great artist, in the ideal sense of the word— one 
whose art “in the very storm and whirlwind of his passion, can 
beget a temperance that gives it smoothness ; ” whose voice keep3 
its music even in rage or agony, and whose action can he gracelui, 
even in its moments of utmost vehemence ; and this without for- 
feiture of force, or sacrifice of truth. It is of secondary im- 
portance whether or not those who hear Salvini understand Italian. 
They are sure to know the text of Othello ; and Salvini’ s look, 
tone, and gesture speak the universal language. 

They must have .marked the breadth and calmness of his style, 
the self-restraint that never betrays effort, and the grandeur result- 
ing from this element of large effect. They will have seen how 
superior to points and petty tricks and clap-traps he is from first 
to last : how completely ’the Moor, steeped at first in the stately 
Oriental calm that almost looks like languor, till love lights in his 
eye and mantles in his face, or doubt begins to torture, and sense 
of wrong {gathers and glows to fury, and a rage, far more terrible 


and unsparing than a wild beast’s, works to madness in his brain. 
They cannot have failed to note how terrible Othello is always, 
when roused to self-assertion even by short and sudden passion ; 
and how the possibility of the last scene is already shadowed^ forth, 
when he breaks upon the wassail brawl at Cyprus ; how his love 
differs from the love of a Western lover, at once fiercer and less 
deferential, yet how inexpressibly full of protection in the earlier 
scenes, and how hopelessly ruthless in the last. 

Only one defect they must have felt as a set-off to all this ex- 
cellence— the over- vehemence of Othello's final agony, where Shak- 
speare has indicated a heart-broken calm ; and, above all, they 
must have longed to turn away from the death- seene^ as at once 
false to the text, and beyond the limits of art in its realistic horror. 
But some points of this we hear that this great Actor — who in 
Shaespeare’s own country and on Shakspe abe’s own stage should 
not be above taking a hint on the acting of S h a ks peare — has 
already corrected. It is to be hoped that these are such points of 
offence as the hac kin g and hewing at the throat, instead of the 
sudden single stab ; and the substitution of^ the hideous strident 
noises and quivering limbs of death, resulting^ from division of 
the great vessels, for the swift, and untroubled sinking that follows 
on a stab home to the heart. 

These last passages of SalVINi’s performance excepted, it may 
he said, with the profoundest respect for the great Actor who 
last passed away from among us — leaving a title to respect 
strengthened by every word of Ms that has seen the light since his 
death— that London has seen no such Othello as Salvini in this 
generation. And none who wishes to know the highest expression 
of ideal tragic acting should fail to see this famous Italian Actor, 
only now revealed to London. 

With such an Aotress as Ristori among the women of the Italian 
Stage, and such Actors as Salvini, and before him Modena, among 
its men, who shall say that the glory of Italian Art, in this field at 
least, has departed, or will depart while they are spared to it ? 
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ROOKS, PIGEONS, AND HAWKS. 


Whose hardest-working swarm ’s the one to stock its 
Combs from the nectaries of noodles’ pockets. 


(On the summons to the Bar of the House , for Breach of Privilege , 
of the Times and Daily Hews, on Friday , April 16.) 


“In spite of the lobbying which is going on outside to prevent inquiry 
into frauds which are a disgrace to any commercial community * * * the 
object of this Committee is to do away with .the Rookeries of the commercial 
classes.” — Sib. 'William Barcourt, April 13. 


With yon, Sib William, Mr. Punch agrees, 

But rather hopes than sees 
A chance from Roguery’s fonl breath to clear 
The Civic atmosphere. 

Prom gambling sprung, why should the Stock Exchange 
Its easy-going ways wish to derange. 

And lend its hand to probe of stern inquiry, 

. With James and Lowe to thrust it, keen and wiry P 
When, but for such too pertinacious prying. 

The game ’s so gainful, u easy,” too, as lying.” 

When, given the cheek, and the Exchange manipulator— 
For his own lion’s share, of course, a stipulator — 

A- bankrupt state needs but'the pluck to borrow 
Millions, and sack the swag, ana know no sorrow ; 

, Issue, its loans at any price thought proper, 

Nor pay, with all its brass, a single copper. 


The House of Commons must its rules defeud, 

Though handles now and then to fools they lend. 

But this a breach of privilege ! Whigs and Tories ! 

0 tempora ! O mores J 

Praise Times and Daily Hews for their protervauce — 
More honoured in such breach than nice observance— 
And bid them, not as penitents, to your bar, 

In white broad-sheets to stand, 

But as recipients of more thanks, by far, 

Than Dizzy’s arts command. 


True : Money ’s money : wide as Members range, 
They shrink before the bubble-growths of Change, 
And treat with awe (poor Pigeons though they pity) 
Rooks better known than trusted in the City. . 

But in the Lobby when those Rooks come cawing, 
Weaker M.P.’s in hopes of overawing, 


“ TJp, Hawks, and at them ! ” and no mercy show, — 
Fly high, my James, and you, my Bob, fly low ! 


The Rook is high-priest of Hold’s great religion, 
Butlet us shield the Pigeon : 


But let us shield the Pigeon ; 

Do our poor best to save accounts from cookery. 
And flutter each Rogue-Rookery ! 
That is the thing to do, and we must do it, 


A Synonym. 

(Dedicated to the Rev. H. P. Wright, Settlor Army Chaplain .) 
Bishop Piebs Clatjghton, the new Chaplain-General— The wrong 
man in the (W)right place. 


Or England, that has rued, yet more will rue it. 
Gold breeds no healthy life-blood in the nation, 
That trusts less to hard work than speculation. 


THE WAY THE WIND BLOWS. 

It might be supposed that even Nature had become a confirmed 
Ritualist, judging from the persistency with which the wind main- 
tains the Eastward position. 


Printed by Joseph. Smith.* of No. 30,lioraine Road, Hollo’way, in. the Parish of Rt, Mary, Islington, in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Apie^T, A Co., Lombard 
Street, in the Preempt of Whiteftiars, in the Oily of London, and Published by hnu >’o. 85, Fleet Street m the Parish of St. Bride , City of London.— S ai cnoar , April 2*. 1875 
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MASON P” 

ANY persons may 
r >- r V N / attempt to imagine, 

L/ ^y but lew, we believe, 

are correctly in- 

p 7 ^_ o formed, of the extra- 

Uwg^ s> V ordinary precautions 

\L J* ^ ^ that will be taken to 

prevent the intrusion 
of any unauthorised 
S person into the Albert 

-Sail on the day of 
%ef ijfp? ^ the Installation of 

" " ' His Royal Highness 

/A j A' j the Grand Master. 

Each Mason, as he 
'fT' ;■ arrives, after being 

\ /'r" * *] blindfolded and shod 

. n ^Ii ~ ‘ \ / y > with carpet slippers, 

will be required to 
' >. N^frp. * y\\ \ P ’ produce his certifi- 

.(■ s avUTi 

rJ iJSpS \j graph, and handker- 

m m chief marked with 

his name in full, 

x r\ ill A^r^T'oJ together with a 

^ \ fflll / / specimen of his ordi- 

r\l j A-' nary handwriting 

\ \ tU ' 1 Bf \\\ and signature, — all 

L J N countersigned by his 

a ", -tJw’VA V'Ol l Vi Lodge, and duly attested by 

A>HT/ fit r ^Mlrf A two Justices of the Peace for 

' the town or county in which 
itfUWf p fy Y* habitually resides. He will 

then be adjured to bare his 
B S H ffir M right arm, to prove that it is 

%Ky branded with the letters which 

Mlir-r denote his rank in the Craft; 

fjl' flhl |l ^ , and having passed this ordeal, 

JglkwY and shown that his name is 

|||| \ f|f/ k\ written inside his hat, his 

SIAW "pT claim to be present at the 

ceremony will he put to no 

Any attempt at imposture 
I will be instantly punished by 

the removal of the offender 
from the inside of the Hall to 

r the outside of the roof, where 

he will he left with a bottle of 
N\ Apollinaris Water and all the best works on Masonry, hut 
^ without food, firing, or the means of smoking, until the 
conclusion of the ceremony. Should he prove refractory, 
Cardinal Manning will be sent for. When the Installa- 
tion is over, the erring man will be tried and sentenced by a 
N- tribunal composed exclusively of G.A.’s (Gxand Aprons) and 
P. G.A.’s (Past Grand Aprons), but their finding will not be 
made known until the National Gallery has been rebuilt. 

When all the brethren are assembled, the doors will be 
locked, barred, bolted, and hermetically sealed, the keyholes 
carefully plugged, and two Master Masons posted as waxders 
at each entrance, armed with drawn swprds and loaded 
j revolvers, and carrying fog-signals in their pockets, to be 
exploded in the event of any attempt being made to inter- 
rupt the proceedings in the arena. 

Previous to the Installation, a party of the brethren, 
carrying safety lanterns and alarums, will thoroughly search 
every nook ana comer of the Hall, including the cellars, the 
velarium, the ventilators, the roof, and the pipes and 
bellows of the great organ ; and will look under the seat of 
each chair and behind the curtains of all the private boxes, 
to satisfy themselves that no person is in the building 
except those who have a right to be present. 

Strange rumours are current as to the enormous sums which 
Ladies have expressed their willingness to bestow on Masonic 
charities, if they might only be permitted to view the pro- 


ceedings from an aperture in the roof of the Hall. For further information respecting Freemasonry, its signs and secrets, its insignia 
and rites, and its excellent dinners, consult the works of San chon iathon (the cheap edition), Tbishegistus Thaumaturgus (the reprint 
in a popular form), Rhad amianthus, Herme s ianax , or Pythagoras, andrgo early to the British Museum, as these authors axe, at this 
momentous crisis in the history of the Craft, in great request. 


TJn Stjcces de Steam- [JEngine) . — S ir Roger de Coverlet/, 


Keneaxy’s “ Dtjedrop.”— Below notice. 


▼ol. ixvm. 
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{ ALOE- | 
V Wanted by 
Y^FFokd ho* t I 


PUNCH'S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

/~n o reign affairs occupied tlie Lords 

^ ) ( Monday , April 19£/i). Lord 

1 dW ' Stratheden wauted to teach 

* V s Austria how to make her com- 

+£ \ ~'Jf r , \ mercial treaties, and was politely 

\ ^ \ ~f j snubbed, from both sides the Souse, 

\ f j/j J u J m/\ ' 'V' ’ r - r by Lord Derby and Lord Gban- 

V. v , / j $S l ' " . ’ \ ville. Lord Russell called 

S “1 J ' jLrfit* rimP wPr ” - J attention to the late passage of 

A\. )'li 7\ x letters between Bismarck and 

*, : W ^ Belgium. Laudari a laudato is an 

l-=f a )=?)* " | y i _ » ancient felicity. To be lectured on 

\mSrv\ ?/ letter- writing by a letter- writer is an honour hardly so 

. . i V / > W \\ \ \A ' likely to be prized, at least by Prince Bismarck. 

ojsrv ^ | M Wf The Complete Letter- Writer of a past generation 

\ / ?! l AoLX AS} hoped Germany had not been asking Belgium to 

\Ovw^sT *1'^' ^ ($y/ curtail the liberty of the Press. Lord Derby hoped 

/< , CJkV /(J A ,|li ^ v not. (Prince Bismarck’s first note had been happily 

/ . \ r described by Mr. Disraeli as “ friendly.” So, he had 

^ JSS ( r— / y V/ been assured by the German Ambassador, was the 

?fw^ ^ Kp ) j (H x second.) Two negatives may be equivalent to an affir- 

v / gV «P / u ^ jr^uU ./ ' mative, but can two kisses make a kick ? Lord Derby 

/TjD *L‘ WWMj'liil nM lTOfT/ ^ J thinks not. Bo PwncA would like to think. But some 

L^W y /' kisses are so like kicks. 

f ' - jlr^S jPi* K Lord Lauderdale wants playing at soldiers at 

iuimm/I v public and national schools to be turned into soldier- 

» - ^ ! I mg in earnest, in hopes the boy’s drill may be father 

A| C 1I///-4 A/ AXf \I of the man’s. Darwin says the progress of the race is 

t \ Iyma CSw ^rV V 1 in the other direction — from, man-drill (anthropoid)— 

a ’ 3 cv\ to man— not from boy-drill to man-drill. 

nyO JUWV^$Syv7/ll The Commons took a series of what Mr. Cook calls “ personally 

,c~\ jjgAy / / S ^N conducted” excursions into regions the House has lately been 

\ travelling too much into under the experienced conduct of Mr. 

e ^ R- Kenealt. 

< C. f xmx iPNTSSWWn A First, Mr. Monk wanted to know when Captain Bedford Pim 

I was going to have it out with Mr. Reed. Captain P. said he 

y*""Yrrg s ^ 'll would fix the fight for Tuesday, the 11th of May. Mr. Reed said 

cf' C*~z '^\t* N Teo bym ^1 JnJ J he didn’t mind how soon. It amused Captain Pim, and wouldu’t 

J* / W-w» » WT | \ [ hurt him. As to delay, Captain Pim had been studying the noble 

/ ! Y-T'izrJI-^ ft \ / art of self-defence lately— not a bad preparation for a “mill,” but 

fy3 / (If \ ' £, 0 #^ ' 1 which quite explained his delay in fixing the fight to which the 

' / gallant Captain had challenged him. 

£ / / Dr. Kenealy asked for a Government night for his “postponed” 

^ / 1 L. S 4 . motion on the Tichborne Trial. Mr. Disraeli said it hadn’t been 

J 1 ] '\ “postponed,” for it had never been brought on. (Mr. Punch begs Mr. Dis- 

raeli’s pardon. What is “ postponed” hut put off; and what has the Doctor 
' been doing but “putting on ” his Motion ever since he put on theM.P.?) 

Besides, how could he offer facilities for a Motion that was still a mystery. 
Dr. Kenealy said it was no mystery ; and after being pulled up incidentally by the Speaker — whom the Member for Stoke showed 
himself quite disposed to argue with — explained that he intended to make certain complaints about the conduct of the trial — that was 
parliamentary English— and in reference to certain incidents of the trial which have occurred subsequent .thereto— wasn’t that Parlia- 
mentary English (Englishman's English, at least) ?— and then to conclude with a Resolution for a Select Committee or Royal Com- 
mission, whichever the House would give him. 

“ Then I’ll try to get Lord Elcho to give yon to-morrow — Bis dat qui cito dat ,” said Mr. Disraeli. 

“ Really, that’s too short notice— even for Dr. Kenealy,” remonstrated Mr. Bright. 

Mr. Russell Gurney suggested Friday — better day, better deed. 

Dr. Kenealy said he was suffering from bronchitis. He would prefer that day week. _ 

Mr. Disraeli said he had led the House under bronchitis all last Session, and knew what it was. However, he would,give the 
Doctor Friday. And so it was settled. . , 

j Then Mr. Wh alley had a round with Mr. Baillte Cochrane. “ Had he not declined to present a Tichborne petition ? ” Yes,” 
Mr. Baillle Cochrane admitted he had, by advice of the Speaker. 

Mr, Bulwer read an allegation ascribed to the Lord Chief Justice by Mr. Whalley, and the Lord Chief Justice’s contra- 
diction thereof as “destitute of the slightest shadow of foundation.” Mr. Whalley didn’t feel clear that that was a reason for with- 
drawing his statement. 

What are “shadows of foundations” to Mr. W halley ? There may be less’things than ‘ c shadows,” yet quite enough for Mr. W halley 
to base a statement upon. He had made his statement on what he had seen in the papers— corroborated by the Honourable Member 
fox Stoke: assurance doubly sure. Bat he would see what he coidd do iu the way of retractation. , 

Mr. Lowe explained how the ridiculus mus of Senor Herran’s letter had crept out of the mountain of the Foreign Loans Committee 
into the columns of the Times and Daily News. m 

Then, returning at last, from its “personally conducted” evening’s excursions, the House got the Artisans’ Dwellings Bill through 
Committee, and Dr, Playfair dissected the Public Health Bill, which might be a consolidation of imperfect laws, but> not — pace 
Mr. Sclater Booth — a final measure. But on the general approval of Messrs. Batkbone, Stansfeld, S. Stanhope, Dr. Lush, and 
Colonel Bartelott, (“ ’Tis not as deep as a well, or as wide as a Church-door, but ’twill serve ”) the Bill was read a Second Time. 

In Committee on the Adulteration Bill, Dr. Cameron did a good stroke of business by striking out the “knowingly,” which made 
conations for adulteration practically impossible. . 

Thanks to the Doctor, a seller of adulterated articles is not to go scot-free till you can prove he knew there was sand in the sugar, 
water in the milk, and lima — ox worse — in the sack. 

Tuesday (Lords).— -Lord Malmesbury explained that, by eliminating two stout Assistant-Paymasters, they had found room for two 
thin Chaplains, in the Arctic ships. . , 

(Commons.) — Mr. C. Lewis wanted to know — (what a hoy that is for curiosity !) — what Mr. Disraeli was going to do, now he had 
got out all about the Foreign Loans Committee’s “ Bidiculus mus ” ? 

Mr. Disraeli said he wasn’t going to do anything. Isn’t that the rule of the Session ? 

Dr. Kenealy, in answer to Simon Catechistes, said he had a list of naughty Members who declined to present Tichborne 
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Finally, after Colonel Mure’s Jeremiad, Mr. Hardy 
replied frankly and sensibly, showing up the doctors’ 
differences, ana professing his determination to give the 
fairest trial to Lord Cardwell’s plans. 

Lord Hartington thanked him, and as in Leader’s 
duty bound, said there couldn’t he much wrong: in Lord 
Cardwell’s reforms, if the holes hadn’t been found out 
before this. The truth was, the weakness was not in the 
new patches, but the old garment. He thought, on the 
whole, recruiting was getting rather better, (Let us hope 
it has reached the point of “ worstness ” at which mend- 
ing proverbially begins.) 

Wednesday.— A triumph of Common Sense and Chris- 
tian Charity over Intolerance and Bigotry. Mr. 
Osborne Morgan’s Bill for allowing Dissenters to hold 
their own services over their dead, in parish church- 
yards, was only defeated by 14 in a full House — 248 to 
234, after an excellent debate, of which the honours 
were worthily borne away by Mr. Gladstone and Mr. 
Bright— par nob He fratrum — in such a cause. Mr. 
Bright, especially, spoke with more than a Bash —with 
a sustained glow— of the old brightness. It seemed as 
if a good and great cause — the cause of Christian charity 
against Christian intolerance— had given him back the 
old life and the old fire. 

Thursday {Lords). — Their Lordships quite in earnest 
on the Agricultural Holdings Bill, and really debating 
it, clause by clause, with thorough knowledge and keen 
interest, till half-past eleven ! The Bill does not seem 
to have been damaged, we are happy to say, in the 
course of this extraordinary discussion. 

{Commons), Tichbome petitions from Messrs. Whal- 
ley, Forsyth, MacArthur, and Sir Drummond Wo ufe, 
some which could —some which could not— he presented. 

In the course of Friday’s catechism, Mr. Sullivan 
being told by Mr. Disraeli that he didn’t mean to touch 
the relations of Parliament and the Press, announced his 
intention of “ seeing strangers ” every night till further 
notice. Of course, Mr. Sullivan’s first object is to make 
himself disagreeable, hut a quelque chose malheur est 
bon— some good may come out of it. On going into Com- 
mittee on the Irish Peace Preservation Bill, Mr. Biggar 
made himself a bigger nuisance than he has been yet— 
and that is saying no little— by a perfectly inaudible 
( speech, with readings, from different points of the 


Husband {after the Adagio , to Musical Wife). “ My dear, are we going to SP eecll » , rea( r^£ Sl if om , , , P om ts of the 
stay to the * Bitter End ’ ?” House, which lasted from five o’clock till nine, surviving 

1 - an^ attempt at a Count, and an unexplained attempt at 

petitions, but he thought it would be repugnant to gentlemanly feeling to read a After ffirSmTOnaebSibieq^S^of Biggar boredom 
it. He is so full of gentlemanly feeling— the Doctor! But being pressed by a than has often been infli cted on the House, those un- 
House— whom he had committed the mistake of calling “Gentlemen” the conscionable Home-Rulers insisted on adjourning the 
other night— it is only m the House he commits that mistake,— he read out the Debate for another night of it T 

list of sinners, Forster, Lord John Manners, Baillie Cochrane, Birley, Home-Rule will become inevitable, if this sort of 
ana Callender. thing goes on. The Home-Rule Members had better 

Mr. Forster said he had professed his readiness to present a petition, if it mind, what they are about, or they will he “boring ” 
was within the rules of the House. And the ungentlemanly House actually themselves out of the pleasantest Club in London. 
chfiftTfid 1 ^ 

Then LordElcho showed up that woful and apparently hopeless institution, Friday. Mr. Sullivan did not see strangers, Lord 
the British Ar my — and didn’t he show it up ! Poor Army, it hasn’t a leg to stand Hartin gton having undertaken to raise the question 
i upon— one way, by the bye, of ensuring its having no legs to run away with. as _^ the relations of the House and the Reporters. 

Considering the physique of our Recruits — or their want of physic rather — the I hen, before’ the fullest House of the Session, crept 

1 ’ ’ ** .... » forth from Monnt Kenealy another ridiculus mus, 


snort supply ot men tor regiments, ot Horses tor guns, and. ot drivers tor Horses, e-. ^ ^ \ to, 

“ to send an army to the Continent would he murder of the men, and treason of bigger than the Herran letter— indeed, t the biggest of 
the Minister.” What we want is compulsion for the Militia and draughting which House of Commons J ouraals contain record. Dr. 
them to the Line, and, after a few years there, back to the Militia. Kenealy talked three hours, was most patiently listened 

Colonel Mure’s picture was even more deplorable than Lord Elcho’s : through a dull aud rambling recapitulation of stale 

“ The fact was, the officers were growing older and older, the men younger and younger, s 1 /I* 1 Vi-no* 

and the result wo’uld be that while the officers would go on creeping &to their graves 

the men would be crawling into their cradles. (A laugh. ) [Wretches, they’d laSgh at S £ n the r odd f s ^ d : Xf*™**’ 

anything ! ] In short, if things went on as they were now going cm, we should soon have ^ HALLEY, am a Major 0 GORMAN, to all the rest of the 

an Army ot men in their nonage co mman ded by officers in their dotage.” Collective W lsdom or England, Surely that should be 

mi -n . j-rs j , enough to settle even the most monstrous delusion of 

The Doctors differed, of course. modern tim« 

Sir. C. Russell was for long service with pensions.. * — .■ =:■_.=.=■ ■ ^ . ■ . . . ■ 

Major Beaumont was all for D£p6t Centres, larger pay, and stopping 
recruiting for the Militia. # To an Early Violet. 

Sra G. Balfour didn’t believe in D§pot Centres. His plan was short service, $ f/ a jg rao tieal Poet 

and civil employment after it. 

Mr. Bulleb Johnstone was for universal service in a permanently em- False herald of the ever treacherous Spring, 
bodied Militia. How eam’sfc thou here, thou wretched little cheat ? 

Mr. Torrens was for a fair day’s pay for a fair day’s work. Where wert thou raised, thou rath, precocious thing ? 

Mr. Campbell Bannebman as an ex-Under-Secretary, stood up for Lord No mossy bank e’er grew a flower so neat. 

Cardwell’s plans— short sen ice and localisation— which only want time to Glass and good gardening alone could bring 

work well. Thee here so early. Still, thy scent is sweet ; 

Colonel Bartelott was entirely opposed to both plans, but agreed it And for thy fragrance I must he contented, 
would be madness to reverse them now. You floral humbug ! Why, you ’re only scented ! 


Collective Wisdom of England. Surely that should be 
enough to settle even the most monstrous delusion of 
modern times. 

To an Early Violet. 

By a Practical Poet, 

False herald of the ever treacherous Spring, 

How eam’st thou here, thou wretched little cheat ? 
Where wert thou raised, thou rath, precocious thing ? 
Ko mossy bank e’er grew a flower so neat. 

Glass and good gardening alone could bring 
Thee here so early. Still, thy scent is sweet ; 

And for thy fragrance I must he contented. 

| You floral humbug ! Why, you ’re only scented ! 




^yo-.-L 

MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Hoplcins (on saltatory thoughts intent). “Pray, Miss Julia, are you Engaged?” 

Miss Julia. “ « Engaged / ’ Mr. Hopkins? 0, drab, no ! I am going back to School next 'Week !” 


f 
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AT THE PEINCE OE WALES'S. 

“ Since Kean, in 1858, converted the play into a pageant and a 
spectacle, the Merchant of Venice has not been so handsomely cared 
for by upholsterers, dressmakers, scene-painters, and property- 
manufacturers.” 

So the dramatic critic of a contemporary concludes his notice of 
the Merchant of Venice at the Prince of Wales’s. This is an un- 
pleasant way of saying that all that belongs to the externals of the 
play is better done than it has ever been before. When one con- 
siders how much taste, research, invention, and adaptation of means 
to ends goes to this result, the admission is no small praise. 

To make such a series of pictures as the Prince of Wales’s Man- 
agement have given*' the public in this their first production of a 
Shakspearian play, entitles them at least to the credit of rare pic- 
torial contrivance. It implies, besides, that the devisers of these 
pictures have appreciated the material beauty of their subject; 
and this can hardly be shown by a Management, or seen by an 
audience, without implying, aud impressing, a considerable feeling 
for its poetry. Labour ana liberality, guided by consummate taste 
and judgment, are shown in the selection of scenery and dresses, 
and in the stage arrangements generally. In that bandbox of a 
theatre you never once feel the stage . too small for the business 
passing upon it. The characteristic beanty and picturesqueness of 
Venice, the splendour and spaciousness of Belmont, are both pre- 
sented in a few yards square ; and street, cortile, aud hall of justice 
seem, by some strange felicity of arrangement, of dimensions pro- 
portioned to the crowds who ml them. All honour to Mr. Gordon, 
Mr. Godwin, and Mr. Bancroft for their respective shares in this 
excellent result. Punch remembers no more striking example of 
all that is excellent in scenic arrangement. 

But for the cast. Mr. Coghlan’s Shylock may be summed up 
briefly but emphatically in a distich the reverse of that once applied 
to Mackun— 

“ This isn't the Jew, 

Whom Shakstearb drew.” 

His performance is the most perfect example we have ever witnessed 


of “how not to do it.” If you want to see Shylock with his fire out, 
his fangs drawn, his poetry strained off to the last dregs, you may 
see him in Mr. Coghlan. The impersonation is even worth seeing 
for its curious infelicity, its ingenious and elaborate sacrifice of 
all effect. 

But go and see the Merchant of Venice at the Prince of Wales’s, 
the Hebrew to the contrary notwithstanding. Shut your eyes and 
ears, and all your critical faculties, against the Jew, but keep their 
full force aud freshness for the enjoyment of such a Portia , in Miss 
Ellen Terry, as this generation, at least, has not witnessed — the 
most joyous and radiant, the most winning and womanly, the most 
gracet ul and genial, presentment of the lovely lady of Belmont 
Punch has ever had the delight of applauding— -as intense in the 
tenderness and self-devotion of the part as she is arch and exquisite 
in its playfulness— as natural and unforced in her bye-play as she is 
true in the feeling, and subtle in the emphasis, with which she 
delivers its exquisite poetry— in look, movement, and utterance, a 
Portia worthy of Shakspjbare. 

To see one such impersonation in a cast ought to be enough. 
Associated with such consummate mounting of the play (a few 
servants’ liveries, more correct than graceful, excepted), ana such 
well-considered arrangement of the action (except the exaggerated 
senility of the Duke, and the error of having Bellario’s letter 
chanted in the manner of a town-crier instead of naturally read), 
and with the advantage of so pretty and arch a Nerissa as Miss 
Carlotta Addison, so dignified an Antonio as Mr. Archer, so 
gentle and gallant a Bassanio as Mr. Brooks promises to be, when 
he has conquered the nervousness begotten of first liights and a 
new public, there should he enough in the Prince of Wales’s 
Merchant of Venice to overcome even the repellent power of 
Mr. Coghlan’s Shylock . We cannot put it more strongly. 


WANTED TO KNOW. 

The Winner of the Derby of 1875. (Anyone giving correct infor- 
mation shall receive a handsome reward.) A perfectly safe inrest- 
ment at fifty per cent. 
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SPORT IN 1875! 

age from a Foreigner'* s 
Note-Book . 

A few' dozen acres 
of mud. A heavy, 
cloudy sky. A bleak, 
biting wind. Leaf- 
less trees and stunted 
hedges. A course 
staked out with a cord 
and fences. Here 
and there a few 
hurdles, and at one 
end of the slushy, 
sodden road, abroad, 
break -neck ditch, 
half full of dirty 
water. So much for 
the scene; now for 
the actors. 

Bipeds and quad- 
rupeds. Bipeds — 
Slouching, pale- 
faced, red-nosed, and 
shivering. Men with 
wild, fierce eyes, eyes 
lighted up with the 
brilliancy born ’of a 
thirst for gain. Men 
clothed in rags, 
covered with mud, 
degraded. Some of 
them sullen, some of 
them brutally merry ; 
all of them full of coarse oath3, suggestive of the low tavern and the thief- 
haunted public-house. Hear them speak, and you will have to listen to the 
jests of the gutter and the blasphemy of the slums. Watch them as the 
“favourite ” nears the winning-post, and you will see features distorted with 
passions unworthy of wild beasts. Look at them when a race is lost and won, 



and learn that England, civilised England, is not free 
from savages. Here and there a creature that once 
was a woman, shouts, fights— all but murder. So much 
for the bipeds. 

A few miserable horses that would not be out of place 
between the shafts of a bathing-machine or a country 
railway-omnibus. Poor animals that seem to he waiting 
0 ! so anxiously for their last race in the knacker’s 
yard. So much for the quadrupeds. 

Aud the sport ! The broken-down horses (valued by 
their owners at a price that would not purchase an 
animal for a Hansom cab) are spurred and beaten until 
they break into a fright-inspired gallop. They rush 
along, followed by the shouts of the crowd, until one of 
them falls on the spikes of a hurdle, or until another 
severs a hack at “ the great water-jump.” Glorious 
sport indeed ! Full of incidents worthy of engravings 
in cheap illustrated papers ; full of “ moments ” capable 
of the most “ sensational” handling in the columns of 
the “emotional” London Press. Sport worthy of the 
speculators who pouch the “ gate-money” of the vaga- 
bonds who scream and shout as they sink in the mud 
surrounding the Judge’s chair. Sport worthy to rank 
with hear and bull-baiting, witn cock-fighting, dog- 
fighting, with that thoroughly English recreation, prize- 
fighting. Sport better than the rest, for it is legal. A 
prize-fight and a bull-baiting entails risk, but sport 
such as this is patronised by “ society ” (read the list of 
the Stewards), is recognised by the law! 

And what is this sport ? An annual carnival perhaps. 
Hot at all— it occurs every week in some part or other 
of the country; every week; almost every day. “Ah, 
yes,” you say, “ there are dark spots in every country, 
and England is no exception to the rule. This “ sport ” 
is the specialite of the Black Country, — it is enjoyed 
where wife-heating is the fashion, and education is only 
to be forced at the point of the School Board ? Hot at 
all, the above picture is merely a rough sketch of a 
“ Grand Suburban Steeple chase,” or a “Race Meeting ” 
near London ! 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

The clever Cob in Harness — A Fair Trial— Its result. 

Fntry in Diary. — “ Cold gone. Winter nearly over, hut not quite 
made up its mind. Horrid weather lately.” 

Happy Thought.— Hope Spring will turn over a new leaf. 

Further Fntry . — “ Shall try clever horse in trap to-day. He ’s 
not been out for some time.” 

Happy Thought . — Make Muegle exercise him for two hours 
before I drive him. 

Muegle takes the order, and pretends to like the idea. They go 
out together; Muegle on his back, saying, “ Woa, then I” and 
patting Mm. Boy stops in Ms work to look after Mm going down 
the lane. Muegle is three parts Gardener, and the remainder Groom, 
I hope the remainder will stick on tight. If it doesn’t, Muegle 
will be brought back all Gardener . 

Cazell here. TMnks I ’m quite right to risk Muegle to com- 
mence with. “ When he comes back,” 1 say, “ we ’ll try the horse 
in the trap.” 

I say “we,” meaning Cazell and myself. I do not intend to go 
alone. I do not know why I should feel safer with Cazell than 
without, but somehow it seems to divide the danger. I keep the 
word “ danger” to myself. 

Cazell observes, dubiously, “ The horse has been in harness, eh?” 

I reply, “0, yes. There’s the mark of the collar, that hasn’t 
worn off yet.” 

I own this is not perfectly satisfactory to me, and it wasn’t when 
I bought Mm. Still, I hadn’t, the opportunity of trying him then, 
as the gipsy would have sold Mm to some one else, the trap was being 
repaired, and the horse was, I must admit that, a real bargain. 
Before, or since, I have not met Ms equal for jumping over umbrellas 
and garden-seats on a lawn, and for a spanking trot with Ms neck 
arched, and Ms nose touching his knees. I should say for riding he 
is safety itself, except when he gives a kind of hitch up behind— a 
sort of flank movement — as though he had got on sailor’s trousers 
that didn’t exactly fit Mm. 

Mtjbgle returns safe and sound. He has been out exactly two 
hours. . He is $o 'punctual in Ms return, and appears so uncommonly 
fresh Mmself, looking quite the Jolly Gardener on horseback (a good 
name for an inn, by the way), that I fancy a happy thought must 
have occurred to Muegle, when he had once turned the corner and 
got out of sight, to this effect 


Muegle (to himself).— Master wants me to he out for two hours 
with the hoss. 

His Happy Thought . — Go to the “Blue Man,” ’ave a pint myself, 
give ’arf a pint to Jim the ’ostler, and let Hrn go out a hexercising. 

Mubgle’s Second Happy Thought (on returning ). — Done it. 

We are ready. So is tne trap. The clever cob is in it — I mean 
in Ms right place, of course. Cazell will be in it soon, and I fancy, 
from Ms manner, wishes Mmself well out of it. If I don’t fancy it 
from Ms manner, I judge from my own feelings on the subject. 
Still, with a reputation to keep up before my man, Muegle, my 
Aunt, and a friend who has heard me talk a good deal on the sub- 
ject, I am bouud to try tMs horse in this trap— or some trap. 

It is a light waggonette : seats for two in front, and a well behind, 
which you can get into, or out of (a great point tMs latter), while 
the vehicle is in motion. My Aunt wants to join our party. I 
refuse her. I feel that this is noble, manly, and self-sacrificing. 
In short, 1 have a presentiment that something is going to happen. 
Cazell mounts to his seat, I to mine. With one nervous hand I 
take the reins ; in my other the whip. I keep my eye on the cob, 
as if I were fishing, and the whip were my fly-rod. 

(Happy Thought , for Note at another time , not now . — Spare the 
rod and spoil the stream. Think it out, and put it epigrammatically.) 

“You ’a better,” I say to Muegle, with the air ol an old horse- 
breaking hand starting in a break from some swell London Livery 
Stables, “you ’d better run at his head for awhile — at first.” 

Cazell holds on by the rail at Ms side. I see him. I also notice 
that he draws Ms knees in, as if for a spring out on the first oppor- 
tunity. Odd, I feel far less nervous when driving, myself, than 
when sitting by a driver. I appreciate Cazell’s situation. 
There ’s some excitement for the driver ; there ’s only anxiety for 
the passenger. Cazell is silent ; it evidently occurs to him that he 
had better not distract my attention by telling me (as he otherwise 
would inevitably have done some time ago) “ what I ought to do.” 
He clearly considers it better not to speak to the man at the wheel. 

Anything but a Happy Thought . — I may be the man under the 
wheel, before we ’ve done. 

The horse goes capitally. Ho objection to harness; no objection 
to the sound of the wheels behind him: no objection to Muegle at 
his head, hut can do perfectly without Mm ; his nose is well down 
towards Ms knees, Ms neck arched, he is warming to his work, and 
stepping along to a sort of steady common time, only slightly in- 
creasing in pace, wMch would take us along anything like a level 
road at the rate of twelve miles an hour. So far— that is after half 




a mile of this, and safely round a corner — [Happy Thought— No 
objection to corners)— I sayto Moegle, “Yon can jump in behind.” 
He does so without our relaxing, speed. I like this, because I have 
a notion, that, if once checked in his career, he might decline to 
start again on the same pleasant footing we are on at present. We 
breathe again. Cazell’s legs come out, and stretch themselves 
freely ; Cazeix’s hand gives up its hold of the iron railing ; and 
Cazell’s eyes begin to enjoy the country. Cazell will soon be so 
much at home, that he will be giving me advice as to “ what I 
ought to do.” 

Happy Thought . — He can’t, after this exhibition of superiority 
and skill, give me advice as to driving. Mttbg-le will fill the sur- 
rounding villages with tales of his master’s pluck. I shall have 
established a horsey reputation. But it is gratif ying to know that 
I have got here a real right-down bargain both for riding and driving. 

C A zell pulls out a cigar-case, 

“ I was a little nervous at first,” he says, pleasantly. 

“Well,” I admit, “ I wasn't quite certain about him. That’s 
why I wouldn’t let my Aunt come. Women fidget, and make one 
so nervous.” 

“ 0 yes they do,” Cazell replies, pulling out a Yesuvian. 

I stop him. I think he ’d better not strike it yet ; it migh t stable 
the horse, who ’s going ou uncommonly well just now. Cazell. 
defers smoking, under protest. 

“Why,” says he, “you might let off cannons in his ears, he 
wouldn’t mind.” 

“ WeHj MuEGLE,” I say to him in the well behind, “ if he always 
goes up-hill like this, and can come down-hill safe at the same pace, 
we shan’t be an hour getting up to Town from my house. 

“ No, Sir, that we shan’t,” answers Mljrgle, wagging his head, 
and appearing solemnly surprised at finding himself still in his place 
uninjured . 

We are going up a hill beautifully ! ! ! It is quite a pleasure to 
sit behind him ! ! And, as he is the surest-footed beast possible, 
coming down the hill on the other side will be simply perfect! ! 
Bravo! I am in luck ! ! I wouldn’t part with this horse not for a 
hundred pounds ! ! This is a bargain ! ! 

We are ou the summit. 

Isay to Cazell, cheerfully, “There’s rather a sharpish pitch 


here”— meaning that the decline is very sudden, and that he 
mustn’t be astonished if, with such a magnificent stepper, I take 
this opportunity of showing him how “ he ought to go down- hill.” 

Down the “ sharpish pitch.” 

A rumbling of wheels— the trap slipping forward onto the horse’s 
back — a tremendous whack on the dash-board in front, as if it had 
been attacked with a' sledge-hammer— sudden Hash of supposition 
that this blow must have come from the horse — supposition becomes 
conviction on the unexpected and awful appearance of the hind- 
quarters of the animal high up in the air, then of two apparently 
gigantic hoofs, whose size seems to have been exaggerated by a 
hundred magnifying-glass power ! ! Bang ! bang !— dash-board 
gone — heels higher up* than ever — reins anywhere — whip nowhere. 
I hear my own voice, as if it were somebody else’s, shouting wildly, 
“ Mtjegle ! ! get out behind ! ! ” Bang ! bang ! My knee somehow 
or other just escapes the enormous hoofs, which are now being 
flourished furiously over my head— we are swaying to the right— 
to the left— up like a swing. Bang ! bang ! Gigantic hoofs again ! 
— rolling like a ship! I atn conscious of still holding the reins, 
firmlv, and pulling him towards a ditch on the left. Bang ! crash ! 
—and, in another half -millionth quarter of a second, there comes a 
tremendous rattling hang — we have arrived at, so to speak, our last 
kick — everything gives way in every direction, and in a sort of 
grand final display of crackling fireworks, we are, in one sudden 
explosion, sent flying up, all compact at first, like a sky-Tocket, 
then dividing, ana dropped out here and there, and being conscious, 
the whole time of gigantic horses’ legs waving about, coruscating 
horses’ hoofs, wheels whizzing, wood snapping, and glass breaking, 
until to all this there suddenly succeeds a moment of the deepest 
tranquillity, broken only by the convulsive snorting of the clever 
cob, who is lying on his side in a ditch, with Mttbgle in a pious, 
attitude kneeling on his head, while all that is visible of the trap- 
are four wheels in the air.— and I take this all in at a glance as I 
lie on my back in the road, with a tom coat, a smashed hat, and the 
broken reins still in my hand ; while Cazell, also hatless, is seated 
on a bank, with his knees drawn up as though meditating bathing, 
and wondering whether the water were warm enough or not ; his 
scared look conveying the notion of a gentleman who had been 
called too early for the train and wanted to go to sleep again. 
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THE WAY TO WOO. 

Wealthy Widow ( in answer to warm Vows of undying Love and Admiration). lt Then, do you 
re ally think me Beautiful, Mr. O’Dowd ? — Candidly, now ? ” 

Mr. 0 Dowd. “ Beautiful? Indeed you are. Not, perhaps, in that cut and dried, 
REGULAR, AND INSIPID FASHION THAT PASSES FOR BEAUTY WITH THE VULGAR HERD ; BUT, 

^ • your Face has a subtle Charm — a — a — an ineffable something — a — a — a certain 

Je NE SAY KWAWf YOU KNOW, WHICH IS FAR MORE It ARE AND MORE PRECIOUS THAN WHAT 

the Ignorant World calls * Beauty ' ! ” 


HOW TO IMPORT CATTLE. 

Take two hundred cattle, say at Antwerp, 
and stow them on hoard a packet-boat, on 
deck and in the hold, as closely as possible, 
like herrings in a cask. Tie their heads so 
tightly to the ship’s side that they shah be 
unable to move. Let them remain in this 
position during the twenty-four hours 
occupied by the passage between Antwerp 
and London. Keep them all this time with- 
out either water or food— at any rate with- 
out water. Even in calm, weather these 
arrangements will answer very well, hut 
the sea being rough will render them 
thoroughly effectual. 

When the beasts arrive at the Foreign 
Cattle Market, Deptford, lose no time in 
getting them out of the ship, without re- 
gard to anything whatever but enabling 
her to reach her destination in the shortest 
time. Haul them up and drop them down 
anyhow, to fall on their legs or sides, all of 
a heap, as though they were logs of timber 
or bales of merchandise, which can feel 
nothing and take no harm. 

As soon as they are released from the 
slings, let the Drovers in attendance set 
upon the poor brutes and prod them with 
sharp-pointed goads, and whack them over 
the most tender and sensitive parts of their 
bodies, the nose and legs for choice, 
especially the former. Pricking and heat- 
ing them in this manner will make them 
accelerate their movements, if they are not 
pushing forward of their own accord as fast 
as ever they can. In the meanwhile, how- 
ever, kee]D a good look-out against an officer 
of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals, who may chance to be stationed 
at a point for the disembarkation of cattle, 
now that Captain Sloane Stanley, in a 
letter to the Times , has called attention to 
the manner of conducting it and of stowing 
them, as above recommended, on board 
ship. The acupuncturation of living 
animals, except as a process of veterinary 
surgery, is likely to shock the feelings of 
people who deprecate even scientific vivi- 
section. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

“Teddy the Tiler” writes to know 
what rank the Marble Arch holds in Free- 
masonry ? 


Sappy Thought ( for ourselves).— Alim. [Same for the Horse)— 

■ Alive and still (slightly) kicking. 

****** 

Shaken and shaking. 

Cazell, at my request, takes Murgle’s place— sits on the horse’s 
head, while Murgle, also at my request, begins to undo the harness 
in the vicinity of those hind legs. 

Happy Thought— Murgle had better do this : not myself. Horse 
allows Murgle, and will let him touch him without kicking him, 

spasmodic^ 31 1 apply t0 me ’ Besides > Mlld legs still appear to be 

I superintend operations. Horse not hurt. Shafts broken. One 
side ot trap stove in. Lamps smashed. What ’s to be done ? 

. Happy Thought ( suggested by Cazell).— Sit down and smoke a 
pipe. We do so, and send Murgle home with the horse, while we 
sit and keep guard by the debris. 

Happy Thought. — Lucky my Aunt wasn’t with us, 

« A nru L i.o a Jr ? Y ou wliat Y° u ought to have done.” 
t{ What t I ask, patiently. _ 

* ought to have tried him in a gig with high wheels, so that 

he could have kicked as much as he liked. You oughtn’t to have 
' kun in that little light trap of yours,” 

JNo. I feel that, now . 

rntw certain, viz., This horse does not go in harness; or 
K .a V £° m harness. II I were selling him, I think I 

■ S 111111 , *¥ r l e > for harness on the level, 

hoi to get dolS'Sn ^ kaVe piMllaser t0 ftnd out 


Entry in Diary.— Clever cob sold to a farmer. He only wanted 
hiin for riding, and perhaps sometimes to put him in a heavy cart. 
I said, “He’s never been in a cart, but I dare say he’d do that 
work well enough. He ’d been in harness,” I added, in an offhand 
manner, “ before he came to me.” From which I left the farmer to 
infer that if he ’d been in harness before he came to me, so he had 
been in harness while he was with me ; and, if so, that he ’d go in 
harness for ever afterwards. 

Happy Thought (. Hamlet on horse-dealing) . — “ That one can smile 
and smile, and be a villain.” 


To Langalibalele . 

Some men may praise and some denounce you, 
But tell me, how shall I pronounce you ? 

There ’s something of a Southern sea 
In soft Lan-gali-bale-le ! 

Thus spoken, * 4 Langa-lIb a-lele,” 

You ’d rhyme — not reason— with Kenealy ; 
But if in dactyls, “ Langali-balele,” 

0 ! what a wonderful rhyme to Galilee. 


Liverpool’s Distinguished Yisitor. 
d' Industrie. 


- Le preuz Chevalier 
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THE OLDEST SWORD. 

“Another Antique which attracted considerable attention was an Assyrian 
Sciraetar in bronze. * * The inscription assigns this tine weapon to the reign 
of VuL-NinATti [? Vulnerare] I., thus giving it the incredible age of thirty - 
three centuries. It is probably the oldest dated sword in the world .” — Tunes 
Report o/11r. George South’s Lecture at the Royal Institution. 

Another relic from the great Bronze Age ! 

Lethal this time in lieu of culinary ; 

Fierce warfare doubtless did its wielder wage 
’Neath Yul-nirari. 

If Man’s first worldly lesson was to feed, 

To fight must certainly have been his second. 

Some rude device to make a brother bleed 
Is rightly reckoned 

Among his first inventions. Every land 
Hives in its dust-heaps proof more plain than print 
How soon man armed his homicidal hand 
With shard or flint, 

But here ’s a choice antique which clearly shows 
That when this dainty death-dealer was dated, 

The art of neatly slaughtering one’s foes 
Was cultivated. 

Since this most ancient bit of bronze was new 

Three thousand years have passed — so Smith explaineth — 

The men it served are dead as those it slew, 

; 4 Tb*» sword remaineth. 

: Still Cain and Tu dal Cain — Arcades arnbo / — 

i Stir up and arm foi strife man’s murderous passion, 

As they did ere the mighty Queen Salambo 
Led Carthaginian fashion. 

While hards will sing of war and war- drum’s rattle, 
Tyrtjeus, Tennyson, old Homer, Byron, 

“ Sweetness and light ” make but a sorry battle 
With “ Blood and Iron.” 

Great Yul-nirari and his Yulcan clever 
Each on Time’s tablet hath engraven Ms mark ; 


Say will such posthumous glory wait for ever 
On Krupp and Bismarck ? * 

When thrice ten centuries again have flown 
(If Clifford's climax spare the world so long), 

Will War and “ Woolwich Infants” then be known 
. As themes for song ? 

Or if some'ninetieth century Smith should light on 
A buried blade, of British make and metal, 

Amidst the dust of,-7*Dorking, say, or Brighton, — 
And strive to settle 

Its date and purpose, will the world around 
Be then Arcadian, or still a garrison ? 

And will contemporary blades abound 
To court comparison ? 

Alas ! this sword that has survived so much 
Has not outlived its function; much sad history 
May yet be written ere another such 
Shall seem a mystery 

To man unmilitant. The sword-smith’s trade 
Still lives, nay, gathers ghastlier glories round it. 
Though ages part the smith, who forged this blade, 
From Smith, who found it. 


SS. Patrick and George. 

Besides, the other Channel Islands there is a St. George’s Channel 
Island possessing a domestic Legislature— the Isle of Man, which 
has a Representative Assembly of its own in the House of Keys, 
The Home- Rulers demand also a distinct Parliament. Thus, in 
fact, they want to reduce Ireland to another Channel Island, though 
they may boast of claiming for Ireland the Rights of Man. 


A CONUNDRUM OF THE DAY. 

When is an Englishman not an Englishman ? 
When he buys an Englishman — or sells one. 


Printed by Holloway, in the Parish of St Mary. Islington, in the Connty of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Aenew, ft Co., Lombard 

Street, in the Precinct of Whjtefrurs,m the City of London, and published by him at No. 85, Fleet Street, in the Parish of St. Bride, City of London.— S aturday , May \ t 1875. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF 


n a n i lAurkcr Horses won’t draw a House to 

P ARL1 AM ENT • the small hours, what will F To 

i yen a Parliament out of (good) work, horses are not “ per- 

and we need not wonder that the noble SO r?r « 

art of tongue fence— or, we should +P UI f 1YA2T 

rather say, tongue off- and de- fence 

— receives substantial development. Lobd Nosthbhook for 

Prominent among the various forms of bungle of the Baxoda busi- 
mischief which Satan has found for ness » a™ “• MrLLS meails to 
idle Members’ hands to do this Session, °PP° se him. 
has been the pic kin g to pieces each Wednesday* — Scotch and all 
^ 5 , other’s reputations ; andf personal on- Scotch. Since the Scotch _ Mem- 
si aught has borne its natural fruit iu bers, as a rule, know their own 
J recrimination and explanation, usque minds, and settle their own busi- 
ad nauseam . Punch may say of him- ness, and so enjoy real Home- 
self, like Wordsworth, — Buie without talking about it, 

“I am not one who much, or oft, delight to *** °f 

In personal talk ” this sitting, but that several 

. , - Scotch crotchets— Sawney knows 

He has, m consequence, been much an- 0 f suc h things as well as John 
noyed by the unconscionable quantity Bull— were quickly cold-shoul- 
of personal at- dered, and some hobbies hobbled 
v ^ok a , perso- f or the rest of the Session in ex- 

nal explanation. celleilt style . 

K , pennyworth of . (Lords).— k . lnmi- 

id/** sniia ipp-ialation n0Tls an< * voluminous review of 
suppliel by the the Judicature BiH, and history 
f# Session thnsfar. of tie , 1 uestion by Lobd Six- 

The nronortion B0BNE > hardly interesting or m- 
4 is quite^ mon- telligible except for the lawyers, 
strous as that chents should be mate- 

VY// nf FaUfti-ffU nally interested in all that con- 
sack to ils cems improvement of Judicatnre. 
* Bread - we are all interested in the 

4i!Ov To-nieht Parity of our physic, but we don’t 
care to intrude on the mysteries 
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of FalstafPs ria Uy interested in all that con- 
sack to his ceras improvement of Judicature, 
bread we are all interested in the 

To* night Parity of our physic, hut we don’t 
{Monday, April care to intrade on the mysteries 
27) Loed Cole- ?l elth ® r Apothecaries’ Hall or 

' , +V 10 minni* miTofanaa of +V» 


I the Lords’ sit- Jf“® SJ* oloois. arangnt in taim 

\ yks ting in the teat the Pharmaeopoeia is aU it 

\({k\ / K\\ _ r superfluous task ^ ^ °i 

CL, > f* defending lait y 9X0 bkely to take our Judi- 

his character ca ture. 

against Dr. Ke- (Commons.) After a perilous 
nealy’s imputations. Let the lion shake the dewdrops off his own mane as much as he pleases ; but passage to the table of Mb. New- 
please, my Lords and Gentlemen, do not you take the trouble of shaking the Doctor’s dewdrops off degate with _ a Monster Boll, 
your own too sensitive skins. They don’t stick, and they don’t dirty anything hut the maue they axe said to be signed by 117,663 
ffung from. This is for Seel Eobebt Peel in the Commons, as well as Baron Coleridge in the Lords. Women of the United Kingdom, 


“crackers,” on such lively subjects as coffins and threatening letters, in his very best style. The up the Ladies’ .Petition, which 
division on the Second Beading, taken cleverly enough in the middle of dinner-time, was 153 to 69, actually hurst its bonds, and like 
for some English and Scotch “ Intransigentes ” joined the Home-Eulers. Iu Committee Big gab made a certain famous monkey who 
himself a general nuisance as usual iu motions to report progress, till the Bill was stopped at Clause came over in two ships, required 
3, and the rest of the Orders were rattled through by a quarter to one. two Members to carry it to the 

Tuesday.— Those Gods of Epicurus, the Lords, vouchsafed a few languid minutes to Justices’ table— Lobd Hartington gave 

qualifications, and then, headed by the Pbxnce oe Wales, adjourned en masse— a. Lords’ “mass ” is a notice of a Motion* for allowing 
mild form of the thing, low mass, in fact, rather than high— to hear Chaplin on Horses, in the Reporters to report freely, except 
Commons. Such a crowd of swells— home-bred and foreign ! where the House forbids them by 

Bace-horses, you know, — and Chaplin np ! resolution without debate, or the 

But there ’s many a slip between the speech and— the ear. Biggab “saw strangers” on his own Speaker, on occasion arising, 
account, to the intense disgust of everybody— Home-Eulers, Intransigentes and all, and actually had directs their exclusion, 
the galleries cleared for eighteen minutes, and might, if he had known more about the forms of [the Mb. Sullivan, asking a ques- 
House, have had them cleared for the night, for Mb. Disraeli, who promptly moved and carried the tion about a cock-and-bull Irish 
suspension of .the standing order, had no right to do so without notice, except up onjmanimous vote of story, in ridicule of the restric- 

the House, whi ch BiGGAR’S “ NT* ” wnnlrl Lotto /la-Faaforl Hnns on tli ft oarpvincr of arms in 


’ would have defeated. 


tions on the carrying of arms in 


This is a reductio ad absurdum (see Mr. Punch? s Cartoon) which must bring to an end the old- Ireland, was duly certified of 
standing absurdity of allowing even a Biggab to put out the light of publicity that shines from the its cock-and-hnllism by Sir M. 
Reporters’ Gallery, and will, no doubt, substitute reasonable rule for an unreasonable. Who but H. Beach. Finally, the Peace 
dear stupid old Conservative John Bull would have left such an order “ standing ” so long? Preservation Bill was fought 

Biggab— ^ would-be snuffer — snuffed out, Chaplin went into the woes of horse-breeders, and the through Committeejby the Home- 
alarming look- out for bine-blood on four legs, now being drained from England’s equine veins by the Rulers, clause by clause, and 
foreigner. He suggested a penal tax on stallions, to be returned on sires proved sans reproche , almost line by line, and word by 
Government stud-farms, andCoBDEN’s ghost only knows what alarming de dances of Free-trade and word, particularly after they 
Laissez faire 9 for the improvement of our breeds, and the comforting, aiding and abetting of our found a section of the Opposition 
breeders. to support them on some points, 

But Gerard Sturt arose, and with a light hand made “ pie ” of Chaplin’s facts, and “ hash” of as on the continuance of the Bill 
his figures, proving that we have more horses and better horses than ever, that the breeders’ best for five years or two. On Sra 
friend is the foreign customer, and that the worst thing that could befall the horse and his rider M. H. Beach conceding amend- 
would be Government “touching a single hair, in a single tail, of a single stallion.” Nothing like ments, 'moved by Mb. Butt, 
climax, as Mb. Sturt well knows, for oratorical effect, that searches for arms should 

So Mb. Disraeli aiding Sturt, even the doughty Turf Champion, Chaplin, collapsed, and the not take place between set and 
House was Counted Out before nine. Such is the languor of this dead-alive Session I If even rise of sun, [and then . only in 
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CREMATION. 

Nephew. “I hope you haven’t been waiting long, Uncle ?” 

Uncle. “All eight, my Boy. Been heading the Papek, and had a 

Pinch By the bye, it ’s queer flavoured Snuff in this jar of yours, 

Fred / 5 

Nephew {aghast). “Snuff, Uncle I— Jar ! Good gracious !— that ’s not 
Snuff ! Those are the Ashes of my Landlord’s First Wife ! ” 


BEHIND THE GRILLE. 

{Lines on the Ladies' Gallery?) 

Bescind, no longer worth, a straw, 

That Standing Order — idle rule — 

Which, at the word of every fool, 

Compels Reporters to withdraw. 

What, in the Gallery dost thou see 
Strangers, thou House of Commons Ass ? 

Ah, strangers of another class 
Are present, though unseen by thee ! 

But thou mayst hear them well enow 
Between the pauses of debate. 

Less than gallant it were to state 
That now ana. then they make a row. 

And some, perhaps, of stronger mind, 

Among the cultivated Fair, 

With Pressmen shorthand work might share, 
And equal or excel mankind. 

No Order Strangers to exclude 
There stands which can relate to those. 

And who such Order would propose ? 
Breathes there a wretch so base and rude ? 

Kude order, destined to repeal, 

That one fool may the Gallery clear, 

We fall hack on those “ Strangers ” dear, 
Behind the Grille, behind the Grille ! 


The Enemy at Caesar’s Camp. 

Honour to the Conservators of Wimbledon and Putney 
Commons. In protection of Wimbledon Common they 
have filed a hill in Chancery to restrain a Mr. Dixon, 
the lessee of a Mr. J. S. W. S. Erle Drax, the claimant 
of the ground, from commencing buildings on the site of 
Caesar’s Camp. Excavations for the projected edifices 
were already begun, and bricks had been carted into 
the enclosure upon ground fenced ofi some time ago, 
several fine trees which stood on it having previously 
been felled. Those gentlemen, .therefore, have set to 
work in defence of Caesar’s Camp not a day too soon. 
Happily they have obtained an injunction to stay the 
invaders’ operations, pending a full examination of their 
right. May the champions of Wimbledon Common 
succeed in getting that injunction made final, and in 
rescuing the Camp of Caesar from the hands of the 
Philistines. 


presence of a responsible "and duly authorised agent of the Execu- 
tive, Mr. Butt was wonderfully mollified, and for the brief re- 
mainder of the evening ran with oil instead of best Irish malt vinegar. 

Biggar was with difficulty kept down during the debate. 

N.B . — No more jokes on .this Gentleman’s name can be admitted. 
Mr, Punch feels some shame at their reiteration in this Number. 
HA will never do it again. 

Friday {Lords) .—Breech v. Muzzle-loader— the Duke of Somerset 
backing one, officialism, actual and ex-, the other. Adhuc sub 
judice Us est whether our bull-dogs’ hark and bite be deadliest, via 
head or tail. Government promises to keep its ordnance-eye open. 
Whitworth is said to have invented an improved breech-piece, 
which won’t blow out. 

{Commons.) Morning and evening. Peace Preservation. .Left 
fighting. 

' Mr. MjtchelIi Henry gave notice of an Amendment on Lord 
Habtington’s Motion, to postpone the subject till the House has 
considered the whole system of reporting. The Home-Bulers may 
want “ taking down,” but can hardly, one would think, claim to be 
taken down verbatim. Suppose we had such a thing as reporting 
tl d discretion ,” — say Punch's discretion ? 


Ben Trovato. 

“I really cannot understand,” observed the Dean of W-st- 
m-st-r to Monsignor C-p-l, in the course of a friendly discussion 
011 y^wship in the Church of England, lately written by the 
aesthetic M.P. for Cambridge University, “ why very High Church- 
men do not leave us and adopt your faith.” 
w They can do without our Faith,” replied Monsignor C-p-l, 
as long as they are satisfied with their Hope.” 


LOSS AND GAIN. 

{To be Sung to a Mason's Melody.) 

What of losing our grip on the Marquis of Bipon ? 

That has turned out a happy disaster. 

Now the Heir to the Throne in his stead that we own ; 

Of all Past Grands, Grandest Grand Master. 

He who fails to evince all respect to our Prince, 

Is a wretch that his Craft throws disgrace on. 

From Ms Lodge kick him out, or conduct by the snout 
That impostor in mask of a Mason. 

Let the Chief of a Sect to onr Secret object ; 

We ’ve no mysteries hostile to reason. 

With onr Prince at onr head, we can never he said 
To foment insurrection and treason. 

Let priests ban, if they choose, and denounce, and abuse, 
And with heathen and heretics lump us, 

Whilst the law we maintain is to live still by plane, 

As by rule, and by square, and by compass. 

Wbat they like let them say— we can show them the way 
That is fitting for true men to walk in ; 

Let them know we ’re the Guild that a Temple can build 
On the pillars of Boaz and Jaehin. 

Here ’s a sign to the Pope, he will know it, we hope ; 

Tip of thumb end of nose thus we place on — 

The Pontifical curse has made Masons no worse, 

When it brings us a Royal Head Mason. 


A Dejected Picture.— The Portrait of a Gentleman (painted for 
the Stoke Electors), by the Editor of the Englishman . 
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THE BATTLE OF THE STEEDS. 



Now glory to Cmr.DE Gsatiw, a gallant knight is he ; 

He couched his lance in tonrney— the Prince was there to see. 

His was no tilt for temperance, or such grandmother’s whim ; 

He came to fight for horses, who well have fought for him. 

He talked in sober sadness of the mania that inspires 
The foreigner to purchase our famous stallion- sires. 

He told a melancholy tale of horseflesh going down, 

Of Guardsmen without chargers when called to serve the Crown, 

Of numerous Irish “ roarers ’’—let ’s hope it isn’t true, — 

Although ’mong Irish Members there are many “ roarers ” too. 

And when he ended, all men thought, if foes should come in force, 
Heb Majesty would have to cry, “ My kingdom for a horse I ” 
Chu.de Chaplin of Mid Lincoln has had his heart’s desire : 

When strikes his shield gay Geeaed Sturt, stout knight of Dorset- 
shire. 

Eight seldom arms Le Sturt to break a lance in any fray, 

But when he presses to the front it is a merry day. 

Ready to horse the Army was gay Geeaed in his pride ; 

“ He built bis faith on English pluck ; the stranger he defied. 

The breed is of a higher type, more numerous than of old, 

For rich folk will have horses, and English folk grow gold. 

Our horses grow even like our men : the famous stallion-sire 
In about three half-centuries stands a good three hands higher. 
Absurd to raise a panic ; for if a foe should dare 
To trouble Merry England, the horses will be there.” 

The Marshal of the Tournament has thrown his warder down : 

“ Both champions have tilted well ; let them divide the crown. 
About the British Army Childe Chaplin need not chafe ; 

"Without the aid of stout Le Stubt’out cavalry are safe. 

With such affairs the Government decline to be perplexed ; 

Bring, stallions down to Westminster, and bulls will follow next.” 
Decision wise, says Mr . Punch ; he’s one of the deplorers, 

That Irishmen to Westminster bring bulls as well as “ roarers ; ” 
He holds that England ne’er will lack good man or gallant steed, 
Rifle for foe, or ship to brave all fags or seas at need : 

He thinks the House had wisdom to be counted out at nine, 

When the fogies went to supper, and the fast men went to dine. 


Equestrian Members. 

Some surprise has been expressed that iu the Debate in the House 
of Commons, on Me. Chaplin’s Resolution on the supply of Horses, 
neither Me. Hqrsman, Me. Rydee, Me. Hunt, or Me. Scqurf iel d 
appear to have taken the slightest part. Me. Childers also might 
have been expected to say something about the racer. The Members 
for Hackney, too, were most unaccquntably silent. 


THE MERRY MONTH OF MAY. 

Me. Punch, remembering the many changes in the weather that 
marked the course of last week, begs to offer the following sugges- 
tions as likely to be useful during the present month 

Fashions foe May. 

In the Morning.— The lightest gauze dresses for Ladies, and the 
thinnest tweed suits for Men. Thermometer 85° in the shade. 

In the Afternoon . — Furs and the thickest cloaks for Ladies, 
Ulsters worn over great-coats for the Men, Thermometer 5° in the 
sun. 

In the Evening.— Waterproof wraps and umbrellas for both 
sexes. Rain, hail, thunder, lightning, and snow. Thermometer 
uncertain. 

Amusements foe May. 

Mondays and Fridays . — Garden Parties, Games, of Croquet, 
Flower-Shows, and Lawn Tennis. 

Tuesdays.— Skating on the Serpentine. 

Wednesdays, Thursdays , and Floating down Regent 

Street, Piccadilly, and Pall Mall in Gondolas. 

Refreshments foe May. 

Curried Meats, Poultry, and Game. Ices, Strawberries, 
Artichokes, and Apricots. 

Prinks. — Mulled Claret, Iced Sherbet, Spiced Ale, Cider and 
Brandy, and (boiling) Water. 

The Theatres fob May. 

Covent Garden. — Opera three nights a-week. Grand Christmas 
Pantomime on the off-nights. 

Drury Lane.— Opera, Signob Salvxni, Skating on Wheels, and 
Promenade Concerts. 

Lyceum. — A Midsummer Night's Dream on Mondays, Wednes- 
days, and Fridays ; and, during the rest of the week, A Winter* s 
Tale . 

Fuetheb Bints foe May. 

Taking a Walk . — People leaving their houses during this trying 
season of the year should be careful to avoid sunstroke or freezing. 
To cure the first apply ice, to prevent the last cover over the part 
attacked with the frost by snow. On hot days wear felt helmets, as 
in India ; on cold, fur caps, as in Siberia. 

The Garden.— On cold days it will be as well to cover over even 
the hardiest plants with straw, cocoanut-matting, &c. When the 
glass begins to rise, orchids and other exotics may be safely exposed 
to the sultry breezes of the summer’s night. 

Yachting. —Persons disliking a sudden change of temperature can 
scarcely do better than by taking a cruise, the course of which 
should be bounded on the north by Greenland and the Arctic Zone, 
and on the south by the West Coast of Africa. 

Motto for the Month of May. — “ 0, what a time we are having!” 


Advice to those About to Hear Salvini. 

Be prepared with six eyes — two for the Stage," two for the 
Italian, and two for the English of the book. 

Or, if you have only one pair, and prefer to keep them for the 
Stage, dispensing with a book yourself, take your seat imme- 
diately intfront of a party, ranging from four to six individuals, 
with one book between them, the owner acting as interpreter. 
By this means you are likely to hear the text and translation of 
Othello extensively discussed, and, if at all of an irritable nature, 
may carry away enough of it to last you for some time. 


Clothing the Naked. 

Of much interest both to Bishops and Incumbents has been a recent 
long- contested action on Quare impedit touching the Bishop of 
Lincoln’s right to refuse to institute the Rev. Mb. Walsh to Great 
Coates, which he claimed as his own, and which Great Coates the 
Bishop set up a right to. Loed Colebldge has at last delivered 
judgment against the Bishop’s right to the Great Coates in question; 
and has ordered him to hand them over to Mb. Walsh, and besides, 
to pay the costs of the “ whole suit to which said Great Coates 
j belonged. 


SOMETHING LINE LOGIC. (SEQUEL TO et NOTHING LIKE LOGIC.”) 

“ Ay, we’ re a down-trodden set, we working men and poor folks. 
There ’s the Claimant He would have got ms rights long ago, if 
he had not been a Butcher's son.” 


A Suggestion to the German Government.— Would it not he 
a graceful compliment to the Imperial Chancellor to call tlie two- 
mark piece in the new currency a Bismarck ? 
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A TRAGEDY IN PRIVATE LIFE. 

Miss Lily. “A Box for Salvini for to-night? 0 how kind of you, Mr. Lovell! Unfortunately, Maud and X are 

ENGAGED, AND MAMMA IS AWAY ; SO WJS SHALL NOT BE ABLE TO GO WITH YOU— BUT GRANDMAMMA AND AUNT TABITHA WILL BE 
DELIGHTED TO TAKE OUR PLACE ! *' 

[Grandmamma and Aunt Tabitha express their delight . The room turns round — Mr. Lovell's head swims — all his presence of mind 
forsakes him — he leans on a chair for support. 


IN THE PRESS. 

To avoid any further collisions between the Representatives of 
the Press and the Members of the House of Commons, the following 
suggestions will probably be adopted in future at Westminster. 

Suggested by Mr. Disraeli. — That Reporters shall shbm.it 
Speeches delivered hjr the present First Lord of the Treasury to 
the Government Whip before publication, so that henceforth the 
“ laughter” may he inserted in the reports at the proper places. 

Suggested by the Marquis of Hartengton. —That reports of 
Speeches delivered by Liberal Members be submitted, before publi- 
cation, to “the Natural Leader of Her Majesty’s Opposition” for 
revision and curtailment. 

Suggested by the Whole Mouse.— That Reporters be rigidly ex- 
cluded when Mr. Biggar commences a speech. 

Suggested, by the Home-Rule Party . — That Ladies (as was the 
case on April 27} be exempted from any resolution causing the House 
to sit in camera , as the Darlings (Heaven bless them !) know so well 
how to keep a secret. 

Suggested by Major O’Gobman. — That Speeches of Irish Members 
of a tragical character shall not be reported, in future, in a spirit 
of Saxon levity. 

Suggested by 433 Members of the House.— That, in future, the 
Junior Member for Stoke be utterly ignored by the Press. 

Suggested by Sir Wilfrid Lawson. — That no “After Dinner 
Speeches ” he reported, unless they are delivered in support of the 
Permissive Bill. 


Suggested by Lord Blcho.— That Reporters he admitted on all 
occasions, except when their patriotism takes them away to compul- 
sory service in the Militia. 


Suggested by Captain Bedford Pim, R.N.—That reports of all 
Speeches dealing with financial matters he submitted, before publi- 
cation, to some simple-minded old sailor (being a Member of the 
House) for business-like condensation. i 

Suggested by the Right Honourable the Speaker.— That, in 
order that the dignity of the House may he properly maintained, 
explanations of a personal character be never reported in the 
columns of the Public Press. 

Suggested , nay, insisted upon , by the Gentlemen of the House of 
Commons. — That the Right Honourable Very Gallant and Truly 
Learned Mr. Punch he admitted on all occasions, as the Direct 
Representative of John Bull, the British Lion, Fair Play, Justice, 
Mercy, Wisdom, Patriotism, and the Fourth Estate of the Realm. 


IN STRICT CONFIDENCE. 

{Private.) 

My dear Mr Punch, 

0 ! how I hope and pray that yon are not a Freemason, 
and that yon can sympathise with me in my miserable state of mind. 
It was only last month that I accepted Charles Frederick, after 
much pressing, and it was only last week I discovered he is a Free- 
mason, and it was only yesterday — 0, 1 shall die, I know I shall — 
that I read that a Freemason considers himself Tree and Accepted 
at the same time. Isn’t it perfectly awful ? I have not seen the 
monster since I made the discovery, ana I have not the heart to 
write to him. Can you advise me what I ought to do ? Shall I 
consider myself Free as well ? 0! do help me. 

Yours ever, 

The Dovecote, Geraldine Smith. 

Billing-cum- Cooington , April 29. 

P.S.— We were to have been married in May. 
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PRAY, PITY THE HORSES! 

eetengs of t Horses have 
been held in various parts 
of London, a few evenings 
since, to consider the 
Motion recently proposed 
by Mb. Chaplin-, in the 
House of t Commons. We 
report one of them. Tho- 
bobbed Raceb, Esq. oc- 
cupied the Stall. 

The Stallholder said that 
he was very pleased to see 
so [many representative 
horses around him. Al- 
though Mb. Chaplin’s 
Motion had [very little 
personal interest for him- 
self, still he was always 
ready to offer a helping 
hoof Jto the very poorest 
of his fellow - creatures. 

(Cheers,) He considered 
the motion a mistake. If the Government would busy themselves 
with horsekeepers, and not with horse-breeders, they wouldjdo a very 
great deal of good. (“ Sear, hear ! ”) For instance, he would take 
his own case. Before a great race he would assure the Meeting he 
was never safe. It was true that his lad was always with him, and 
moreover that a detective was ever on duty at the stable-door. And 
yet, in spite of these precautions, he was never safe from “ hocuss- 
ing in plain English, he was always in danger of cool, cruel, and 
dastardly assassination. ( Cries of “ Shame /”) He scarcely dared 
to munch a mouthful of hay for fear of foul play. Horse-hocussing 
should be put down at once. After this had been accomplished, 
there would be ample time to consider horse-breeding. (Cheers,) 
Mb. Steeple Chaseb said he would not detain the Meeting a 
minute. His friend the Stallholder had alluded to “ hocussing,” 
but he (the speaker) had a far more serious grievance to complain 
of. In pursuit of his professional duties he had to attend a large 
number of country meetings, and he could earnestly declare that 
the jumps of some courses were simply disgraceful. It appeared to 
him that the Proprietors of the Courses to which he had made allu- j 
sion had but one object in view— -to kill the horses and to disable 
the riders. (Cries of “ Shame ! ”) How he loved sport and enjoyed 
hopping over a brook as much as anyone ; hut sport was one thing, 
ana a ‘‘sensation ditch” was another. (Cheers,) The Government j 
conld scarcely do better than turn their attention before next season j 
to some of the country race meetings, if they wanted to secure an 
unanimons vote of thanks from the class to which he (the Speaker) 
had the honour to belong. ( Cheers ,) 

A very miserable looking animal, who said that he was a London 
Cabhorse, now addressed the meeting. He said that he belonged to 
a race that were worked off their legs. The assembly before him 
would doubtless refuse to believe him, and yet he could assure 
them that once he was as fine a spirited hunter as ever was seen. 
(Ironical laughter ,) They might indulge in hoarse laughter ( a 
laugh) , but for all that what he hgd said was true. If they had all 
been trotted about the streets like he had for sixteen hours a day, 
year after year, in all sorts of weather, they would look every hit as 
pad as he did. (“Hear ! ”) What he wanted to know was this. They 
had given “shelters” to the drivers, why did they not pnt up 
shelters ” for the horses ? (“ Sear , hear ! ”) The horses had a far 
worse time of it than their drivers ; and taken all round, were they ! 
an inferior race to those who drove them? (Loud cries oj “ So /”) 
Of course they were not. How that the drivers had their “ shelters ” 
the poor horses were left unprotected and alone in the wind, rain, 
sun, or snow. He (the speaker) felt so lonely sometimes, that he 
really wonld be pleased to see anybody— yes, even Mbs. Giacometti 
Pbodgebs. (Loud Groans,) The Government really ought to do 
something for the poor London Cabhorses. (Cheers,) 

A Donkey here addressed the Meeting at great length, contending 
that it was the duty of the Ministry to constitute themselves a 
Paternal Government. The speaker sneered at the grievances of 
those who had already addressed the Meeting. He drew a picture 
(to the great impatience of all present) of the peaceful life of a Cah- 
horse, declaring that nothing could he more charming than to end 
one’s days hv the sad sea waves between the shafts of a bathing 
machine. He refused to allow any resolution to be put to the 
Meeting, and asserted that he had the right to speak as long as he 
pleaded. He quoted the case of a gentleman (whom he described as a 
relative of Jus own) who had pursued similar tactics in the House of 
Commons. 

Thronghout the speaker was listened to with great impatience, 
and when our Reporter withdrew he left the Donkey still braying. 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

From Sorse Dealing to Souse Furnishing — Advice gratis — Keeping 
your Eye open— A visit to Chbistie and M anson’s. 

! “ And there was an end of one, two, and three, the rat, the cat and 

the little fiogpee as runs the finish of the old song of “ A Froggee 
would a Wooing Go,” This refrain will keep on recurring to me 
after our awful smash. Yes ! There is an end of one, two, and three, 
i,e,, “ of the trap, of the chap and the clever Cob bee,” The trap I 
will not have mended— it is past hope. Mtjbgle (the chap) will 
henceforth be all gardener ; and the clever Cobbee will be a thing of 
the past. 

Selling the Trap, — I call on the Active Manager of an eminent 
Carriage D&pot. The Active Manager is brisk as a bee. The trap — 
just patched up so as to allow of Mtjbgle sitting in it safely without 
coming through anywhere, and the shafts being so temporarily 
secured as to admit of its being dragged at a slow pace to London by 
a quiet auimal, lent for the purpose— is placed in the yard. 

“ I suppose you can sell it for me ?'” I say to the Brisk Manager, 
despondently. I own I regard it as hopeless. Were he to reply 
something about breaking it up for firewood, I should receive the 
suggestion with perfect equanimity. 

Hothing of the sort. He looks at it with a critical air, takes in, 
so to speak, all its points at a glance, and says, off-handedly, — 

“ It only wants to he done up a bit— just a little paint and 
varnish, and the lamp put straight, and it ’ll look as good as new.” 

Sappy Thought,— -To agree at . once to the paint and varnish, and 
not ask any unnecessary questions. If he can make a thoroughly 
smashed-to-bitB affair 11 look as good as new,” and so obtain something 
like a decent price for it, that is evidently his business, not mine. 
Only, knowing this, should I ever require another trap, I ratheT 
question whether I should come to this depot to make the purchase. 

Subsequent Entry in Diary, — Trap sold for very nearly as much 
as I gave for it. It must have looked almost as good as new. Clever 
Cob also sold well. I should now think, from increasing experi- 
ence, that horse and carriage dealing, if you are not too liberal in 
buying and not unnecessarily candid in selling , must be a most j 
profitable business. j 

My Aunt’s nerves have been upset by this catastrophe. She is J 
dreadfully determined to give up our Cottage in the Country, and 
go down to the sea-side. There is only one sea-side place that 
ever really agreed with her, and that is Ramsgate. She points out j 
how advantageous to me it will be to give up horse, trap, groom, and 
gardener, ana take henceforth to walking as a safe exercise, and 
occasionally a sailing-boat. I object. My present work (I am now 
engaged on Yol. YI. of Typical Developments— the previous Yolumes 
not being yet completed) requires constant attendance at the British 
Museum. 

Sappy Thought — My Aunt shall live at Ramsgate. I ’H live 
in Town, and come down to see her— occasionally. 

She agrees— on condition that we send all our things from the 
country to Ramsgate, and that we furnish a suite of rooms in Town. 
Carried ne?n. con,, subject to a further condition, which is the result 
; of a sudden 

Sappy Thought,— My Aunt to see to all the “moving ’’—while I 
carry out certain plans of my own for furnishing. Aunt yields. 

To whom shall she go to move the furniture ? She remembers 
having seen a picture all over Town of an engine-driver and a 
stoker dressed like French Cooks (Cook’s Excursionists), or like the 
carvers at the Holbom Restaurant, standing on an engine which is 
dragging, on a single line of, rails, an enormous van, which being 
labelled “ Families Removing,” suggests the idea of its being filled 
up inside with several large families stowed away comfortably, and 
going to the sea- side for a change. She is much taken with, the 
picture. I leave it to her, and become absorbed in furnishing. 

Sappy Thought,— "W hy buy new furniture, when you can get 
what you want second-hand for half the money ? This notion is 
suggested to me hy my friend Twinton Yick. 

Twinton Yick is an elderly man, who (I now discover) is always 
going to sales, and buys everything, from a watch-chain to a pair 
of carpet slippers, always second-hand, and invariably “a bargain.” 
He says, “Don’t be in a hurry. Keep your eyes open. You’ll see 
all the sales advertised. Just drop in on the show-days, select 
what you require, settle how much you ’re going to give, and get 
hold of a decent broker to bid.” 

Twinton has wonderful stories of how he has seen beautiful 
Brussels carpets, that couldn’t have cost less than fifty pounds 
apiece, going for a mere trifle, “ absolutely,” as he expresses it, 
‘"given away.” 

Happy Thought,— This is the sort of thing I should like. # To 
furnish my house from top to bottom with most valuable things 
which are actually “ given away,” Fancy what might be done, on 
these terms, for twenty pounds ! Imagine the surprise and envy 
of one’s friends 1 

“ My dear fellow, what magnificent tapestry hangings yon have 
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BIGGAB, M.P. 

{Once for all.) 

Ah ! surely you’re the finest boy 
That ever drew a trigger, 

O’ Gorman fills my heart with joy, 

But you, my lad, are— Biggar. 

Kenealy— he ’s a splendid man, 

And cuts a mighty figure, 

But let him swagger as he can. 

He ’ll make himself no— B iggar. 

Disraeli may weak hearts appal, 

And curb the House with rigour, 

But you he ’ll never make feel small, 
As long as you are— B iggar. 

The Prince op Wales may rule the 
State, 

But, if you keep your vigour, 

Tho’ he be greatest of the great, 

There yet will he one Biggar. 

[ Punch cau admit no more “puns ” on 
this painful subject.] 


A TASTE FOR CHINA. 

As touching diagnosis between genuine 
Wedgwood ware and sham, the Stafford- 
shire Advertiser mentions that the former 
acquires “with age a peculiar smoothness of 
surface,” which Mr. Gladstone, ‘ 4 with the 
affectionate enthusiasm of an amateur,” has 
described as being “like that of an infant’s 
fiesh.” A nice comparison, bnt, as made 
by the late Premier, less suggestive than 
it would have seemed had it proceeded 
from old Saturn, or Polyphemus, or Cor- 
moran, or Blunderbore, or a friend of the 
late Dr. Livingstone’s in the interior of 
Africa with a taste for China as well as for 
children. 


FROM A CHRONOLOGICAL POINT OF VIEW. 

Mamma ( after a Lesson in English History). “ In what Reign should you like to hate 
lived, Ethel ?” 

Ethel. “In William Burns’s, Mamma!” 

Mamma . 1 ‘Why, Darling?” 

Ethel. “Because I should only have had one Date to xevrn” 


An Earthly Paradise. 

Of all places in the world, the capital 
of France must be tbe most delightful to 
live in, not on account of its gaiety, its 
shops, its boulevards, its cafes , its re- 
staurants, its theatres, its galleries, or its 
grand hotels, hut because m Paris “street 
organs are forbidden.” 


am rather inclined to lay the responsibility on my legs, as much 
as to say, 4 ‘You two brought me here, and you must see me 
through it.” 

Not exactly a Nappy Thought , hut not inappropriate . — 44 And fools 
rush m where Angels fear to tread.” 

I go on. 


SABBATARIAN SCREWDRIVERS. 

..The friends of tolerance, liberty, and temperance, cannot be too 
highly congratulated on the report of the “ Working Men’s Lord’s 
Day Best Association,” read at their eighteenth annual meeting held 
the other evening at Exeter Hall. It contained the gratifying 
statement that— 

, Taylor’ s motion for opening Museums on Sunday had been opposed 

by 22 public meetings, by petitions with 130,000 signatures, by deputations, 
and by direct influence on Members of Parliament. The division on the 
subject showed that the country had remained sound on the Sunday question , 
there having been 69 votes for, and 271 against tbe Sunday opening/' 

These figures afford the Association, for whose pleasure they were 
compiled, abundant reason to hope that a long time has yet to elapse 
before the working classes of theJMetropolis and other large towns 
will he indulged with access, during their leisure hours on Sunday, 
to any other entertainment than such as they can find in the Sabbath 
rest and reppse of the publichouse. 

The Association for the Sunday closing of everyplace of recreation 
except the gmshop, have not confined their beneficent exertions to 


1 ‘ The Sunday opening for money of the Aquarium at Brighton had also 
received the attention of the Association, and a special case having been 
argued in the Court of Queen's Bench, the Judges of that Court had decided 
that the Sunday opening was illegal.” 

Though a provincial town has thus 44 received” their kind “ at- 
tention” to its enjoyment of Sunday, yet of all places regarded as 
a sphere of useful, agreeable, salubrious, and sanitary action, their 
chief humour is for London : — 

“ Pressure had been put ou Railway Directors to prevent as far as possible 
the excursion traffic on Sundays.” 

So these pious philanthropists have not only done their best to 
shut Londoners out of the Brighton Aquarium on Sundays, hut also 
to prevent them from going to Brighton at all, and shut them up in 
London. “And therefore,” Mr. R. M. Morrell, the Hon. Sec. of 
the wicked National Sunday League, writes, in an appeal to the 
Times , “ and therefore it is we ask your aid in preserving to the 
people the means of egress from the streets of the Metropolis to the 
glorious contemplation of Nature on Sunday.” Shall the sinners 
preserve any such unsanctimonious licence r Not if the saints of 
the Sunday Rest Association can help it. To stop Sunday excursion 
trains “as far as possible” they are putting all the “pressure” 
they can on Railway Directors. Doubtless they will continue to 
work the screw, so as to exercise the greatest possible amount of 
pressure on everybody. Don’t they wish they had power to exert 
their pressure by a screw of the nature of a thumbscrew ? 


The Beal “Stranger” in the House.— The Junior Member 
for Stoke. 




THE LAND OE LIBEETY! 


THE DONKEY SHOW. 


“ Here ’s the Land that we live in ! ” cried hearty John Bull, 
As he lifted his tankard and took a long pull. 

“ Speech apd tongue who can boast as unbridled as we ? 

Here ’s the Land that we live in, the Land of the Free ! ” 


“ We ’ve no Censors, no Governors, Prefects, and such, 
Informing the Press what it may and mayn’t touch ; 
Pine, warning, suspension, no newspaper strike ; 

And Britons can speak honest truth if they like.” 


“ 0 can they ?” a Member of Parliament said, 

“ They had better take care on my corns how they tread, 

Or they ’ll get themselves — I ’ll let them know— in the shape 
Of a high Breach of Privilege into a scrape.” 


Said a 'Judge, “ And for my part I ’ll heavily fine 
For Contempt of Court any one writing a line 
Good or bad, ’bout a cause on whose trial I sit ; 
And to gaol the offender I ’ll also commit ? ” 


In order to enhance the attractions of the Donkey Show, Mr. 
Whalley has consented p to officiate as judge, a post for which he 33 
acknowledged to be eminently qualified. A brass band will attend 
and perform appropriate music. Among the pieces in the pro- 
gramme we may mention “ Gee TFo, Neddy” “ Bottom? s Dream ” 
“Ye Banks and Brays” and other pleasing morcedux. Besides the 
animals exhibited, many donkeys are expected to attend the show, 
and we believe that extra prizes will be offered to the following - 

1. The ass who spends a crown a day in baying bouquets for his 

button-hole. ' * 

2. The ass who wags his head, and heats time with his toes, to 
show that he is musical. 

3. The ass who will give fees to boxkeepers,' although* requested 
by the management expressly not to do so. 

4. The ass who, having: found a pleasant quiet little place, as yet 
unknown to Cockneydom, thinks it is his mission to puff it in the 


newspapers, 

I 5. The ass who buys “old beeswing crusted port at thirty-six,” 
and is credulous enough to think that it is drinkable. 

6. The ass who pops the, question before he has made certain that 
the answer will he favourable. 

7. The ass who puts Ms trust in tips and advertising Derby 
prophets. 

8. The ass who wears an eye-glass, not to benefit Ms eyesight, but. i 
as he fancies, to improve Ms personal appearance. 

9. The ass who gives to a street-beggar, and is under the. delusion 
that he thereby does a, charity. 

10. And, greatest of them all, the ass who lends Ms hew* umbrella, 
and expects to see it hack again. 


“ And just won’t I,” a Juror (small tradesman) exclaimed, 
“ Heavy damages give to my fellow defamed, 

Whatever the truth of the libel may be ! 

Call that man rogue and cheat, why not also call me ? ” 


“I’m afraid,” thought John Bull, “ I ’ve been talking great fudge, 
Between Members of Parliament, Juror, and Judge, 


The Press Laws, wMch abroad so oppressive appear, 
In practice at home are made quite as severe.” 


A. KNIGHT OP THE T ARIEL 1 . 


. Chivalry is not usually associated with Commerce, yet the cham- question kor debate, 

pions of Free Trade include a Chevalier who has fought gallantly Imagine, if you can, Prince Bismarck attacked weekly by a 
j for the catise. Honour to M. Chevalier as a Chevalier sans peur Prussian “ Englishman ” What would be the doom of the Teutonic 
et sans reproche ! Eenealy ! 
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PUNCH'S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ube as “listeners seldom hear good of themselves,” “meddlers 
rarely mend matters.” Lord Russell ( Lords , Monday, May 3) 
ought to have had that truth well drummed into him by his old 
^ ? experience of muddles due to meddling. His Lordship, however, 

u itjj A not satisfied with his share of meddles and muddles, like Oliver 

«J jl fi Ji Twist is asking for more, in the shape of “papers calculated to 

xSjn— - throw light on the recent relations of the German and Belgian 

Governments,” Lord Derby thinks such publication would he 
5jg : JL more conducive to heat than light, and prefers to wait till the 

I f Tjjfrf W7 Belgian Chambers have discussed the papers in question. Bus- 

| nlffij sells will rush, where Derbys fear to tread. Between Bismarck 

A zwr'dmm « •{ and Belgium it is a very pretty quarrel as it stands, and the inter- 
im *** \ l \ M ^ J } 7T \ f firence of England might, in Lord Derby’s opinion, make it an 

Ljjj. Wj| mm y // uglyone. While man and wife are fighting-, or — the diplomatic 

Inin hv SvSsJi n equivalent for that domestic situation— while Foreign Ministers 

i«£S/j§L_ aT8 exchanging “friendly” notes, it is time enough to intervene 
Oil mM when you can’t help it. 

} ?! I '.; , / 1 ; > * ! Jk \ /\ ( Co 7 nmo ? is .)- J The Chancellor of the Ex- 

i j: , f.Tf Hvf ^ ^ V <! ^W ^A chequer, in answer to Sib Charles Bussell, 

1 1 ■ i-flhnfri HriW V \ MHp£v n| said, he bad heard ‘ ‘ it was easier to get florins 

- V ■ jjfHfr r * rfay , l than shillings.” Will Sib Stafford he good 

1,1 ' ^ V"’ P, \ enough to tell Mr. Punch (in strict confl- 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer de- 

c , mm : | dares that £42,000 worth of shillings is lying 

r ^ ^ ‘ a t ® an ^> an d as much more at the Mint, 

S/Tk ^ W/ f* 77 ? : ' ; ' f ready to be squeezed into circulation by 

“proper pressure.” Unfortunately, in Mr . 
P*mcA’a experience, shillings want a very 

g Mr. W. Hunt informed Sir G. Jenkinson 
— that examinations for Haval Cadetships were 
U v no longer competitive. That is, at least, one 

L *\ sivu. * department rescued from the Heathen Chinee. 

. , J/>. Punch is glad to hear from Lord H. 

Lennox— that active and intelligent sedile — 
whose “ answering” in the House Mr. Punch 
is bound to report as “most creditable” — that Queen Anne’s statue in Her Majesty’s Square (behind the Westminster hack- 
slums), is as well as can he expected under the “ cook- shying ” circumstances of the neighbourhood. The Westminster roughlings 
have only knocked off two of Her Majesty’s Angers, and a bit of her sceptre. What Queen in that region could expect to fare better ? 
Lord Henry has assigned a policeman for the special protection of Her Majesty during the hours the young Westminster ideas are 
learning to shoot, out of school. That Policeman will, at least, have the proud privilege of feeling himself more useful than the sentries 
at Buckingham Palace. 

Peace Preservation again. The usual talk, tall and small ; the usual dividing, and the usual little or no progress to report. Once, 
thanks to a “ happy thought” and snap divisionof Captain Nolan’s (on Amendment to insert 1ST7, as the limit of the Act’s continuance), 
the Government only escaped defeat by two ! 

The debate included a long incidental chat about Freemasonry, in compliment, we presume, to the Prince of Wales. 

The Irish Members kept the House at it till one, when it broke up with the pleasant prospect of meeting again for Peace Preserva- 
tion at two to-morrow. Preserving your peade is one thing ; holding it is another. 


fas 


EEL. 
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Tuesday {Lords). — Lord Selborne brought in two Bills, one for better Regulating the Inns of Court, the other for establishing a 
School of Law, “ where all might receive instruction.” While Benchers and Barristers are satisfied with the existing government 
of the Inns of Court, those Inns are not very likely to see a change of hosts or bills, rooms or perquisites, larders or cellars. As for a 
“Law School for all,” Punch hardly knows whether to shake in his shoes or to sing for joy at the prospect of such a happy familv of 
kites, crows, and pigeons. .Think of Solicitors, Barristers, and Clients in the bud ail sucking-m that perfection of reason called 
Law, on the same benches and from the same fountain-heads I Who can say what developments might follow ? Perhaps kites, pigeon- 
livered and lacking gall— like Hamlet— or pigeons with kites’ claws and beaks ! But this is likely to remain matter of speculation, for 
all the prospect Lord Selborne’s Bill has of becoming law. 

{Commons.) — At two, Peace-Preservation again. The last Clause left was fought over tooth and nail, and the Committee was 
adjourned, clausu infecto . 

At the evening sitting, after Me. Bou rs e had dealt with Mr. O’Cleby— who so cleared the House as jut.t to escape a count 
on his Motion to recognise the belligerent rights of 'the Carlists— Lord Habtengton brought on his plan for exempting reports from 
liability at Law, and giving a majority, instead of a Member, of the House power to put out the light of the Press in Parliament. 

Mr. MiTGBffiLL-HENBY objected, complaining of abbreviated reports, and proposing a Select Committee to consider of a scheme of 
official reporting, to which he thought some of the papers would subscribe. Mr. Punch , for one paper, declines to subscribe to any 
plan that will make reports longer than they are. To adopt Mr. Disraeli’s “happy thought,” he objects to the gallery being 
turned into a “Speech Preservation Society.” ’ He prays, rather, for some more of what Sydney Smith called “hrilhant flashes of 
silence,” in the interests of outsiders, no less than of those in the gallery and under it. And as for finding fault with “ summaries,” 
why, Mb. Henry’s objections would apply even to Mr. Punch's Essence — that Llebig-’s Extract of Collective Wisdom. Ho ; if we 
must have a Select Co mmi ttee on the matter, let it he to consider how reporting may be made shorter instead of longer — intre 
quintessential instead of more in extenso — more literatim , in the literary, not literal, sense, than verbatim, in the wordy or Irish 

AIr. Hewdegate ag-reed, for once, with Mr. Henry. He speaks slow enough to be reported verbatim et literatim . Perhaps, if he 
saw a report of one of his own speeches on this gigantic plan, he might change his mind. . 

Mr, Disraeli couldn’t see nis way to support Lord Harting-ton, — couldn’t see his way to anything, in fact. In snort, he agreed, 
with the Laureate’s Lotos-Paters 

“ Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast, 

And in a little while our lips are dumb. 

Let us alone. What is it that will last ? ” 

Why all this bother and fuss about Reporting and Reporters, and so old a Standing Order ? The wisdom of our ancestors had agreed 
that on one man’s Motion strangers must withdraw. To substitute the House’s Motion for one man’s is not standing on old ways. 


VOL. LXVIU, 







li Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil ? Is there any peace 
In ever climbing up the climbing wave ? 

All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave 
In silence ; ripen, fall, and cease ; 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease ! * 


Besides, where was the practical inconvenience ? 

This Ms. Sullivan showed, when, after Me. Lowe had spoken 
well and with effect in favour of substituting a reasonable rule for 
an unreasonable, on Me. Harey rising to follow him, the Member 
for Louth saw “strangers,” and the gallery light was put out for 
the jest of the evening. So much for a House in fog, and a 
“missing link” for leader. As Livy says, Nox certamen diremit. 
When the light was turned on again, the House was seen consider- 
ably ashamed of itself, rubbing the fog out of its eyes. Debate 
adjourned till May 25 (day of St. Dumhade, alias Dummheit). 


the Conservative box, more than a quarter of a century ago. Lobe 
Lyndhuest’s advice has not improved by keeping. Then, defend- 
ing himself against the imputation of having from Dizzy grown 
drowsy (see our Cartoon), he declared his intention of keeping the 
House sitting till it had passed all the Government Bills — and — 
“ being on his legs,” dropped out his intention of taking the Budget 
at Friday’s morning sitting. 

Then Lobe Hartington arose, very fairly gave the appropriate 
crow, and delivered the obvious counter-hits. 


Wednesday.— Punch is no friend to grandmotherly legislation, 
hut it really seems as if for once leading opinion in all sects ana 
classes of Ireland were agreed in asking for a Forbes-Mackenzie 
Act of Erin’s own to shut up the shebeens on Sundays. 

Majob O’ Gorman was great against the Bill, but with this large 
exception, most Home-Rulers and Conservatives were quite of one 
mind in supporting it. But Sie M. H. Beach, in a speech very 
unlike him for 'want of common sense and conciliatory spirit, 
opposed the Bill for the Government, and in spite of the strong 
support of Mb. Glaestone (who was cheered as a welcome appari- 
tion of strength breaking in upon the weakness of the Session), 
the Bill was talked out— ignominious fate— by Mb. Wheelhouse. 

Thursday. — Ascension Day in the Lords {dies non). 

Dissension day in the Commons— Me. Diseaeli knocked under to 
Mb. Sullivan. The Member for Louth had shown him, by 
dealing the Gallery on Tuesday, that there is some practical incon- 
venience in the Standing Order. Mb. Disbaeli means himself to 
move (in effect) the second of the Resolutions which he declined ac- 
cepting from Lobe Habtington. He had declined (he explained) in 
deference to advice of Lobe Lynehuesi’s, given when he first mounted 


“ When, sudden, sound as of a clarion blown, 

Gleam as of arms for Yulcan’s forging known, 

And there, in battle’s front, while loud and clear 
Rang upon Hector’s shield that mighty spear, 

All knew Achilles keen for fight again, 

And who had dreamed of other Leader then ? 

But Hector, safe behind his brazen shield, 

Declined the fray, nor dared contest the field.” 

After the clash of Achilles and Hector, what wonder if the House 
had no ear for the “personal explanation ” of Thersites ? 

Peace Preservation Bill passed (at last 1) amid a shower of mutual 
congratulations between Me. Diseaeli and the Home-Rulers, and 
indignant protests of Ronayne and Biggae — ipsis Hibernis Hiber- 
niores . A good riddance of a bad business. 


Friday (Lords). — Army Exchanges Bill. JResumS of the whole 
case— Purse v . Preux-Chevalier. The Army, as a rule, support the 
Bill: the Dube oe Cambbxdge says it is necessary: a Royal pom- 
mission has recommended it : the Government means to carry it. 

Per contra . Loed Cabewell says the Bill is bringing in by the 
back door the Purchase System, which we have just paid eight 
millions to turn out by the front. 

Lobe Sandhurst declares the measure is fraught with the 
greatest danger. 

The Duke oe Argyll fears the Bill will lead to evil results, and 
onpractical proof thereof will have ultimately to be abandoned. 

| Lobe Granville oonsiders the Bill most pernicious in its possible, 
| and probable, consequences. 
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A CLINCHER. 


YICTORIA. 

(See Speech o/Sir G. Bowen, Governor of Victoria , , at the 
Dinner given to him on Thursday, April 29.) 

Hail, far colonial Commonwealth., 

Where a young giant, full of health, 

Sprung from the loins of England, grows 
To greatness in a calm repose ; 

Where wealth that 'comes from crowded mart 
Is spent on Letters and on Art ; 

Where Englishmen work well together 
Under divine Italian weather ; 

Worthy you are to hear the name 
Of the great Queen whose dearest aim 
Is peace to all beneath her sway — 

Victoria ! 

Australian waters shall not feel 
The cleavage of a hostile keel, 

Nor foeman’s flag from Europe toss 
Beneath the silver Southern Cross : 

There terrors of invasion cease, 

And all men learn the Arts of Peace ; 

There poets of a newer type 
Shall greet us, when the Age is ripe, 

And Melbourne, strong ana youthful town, 

Shall share Athense’s Violet Crown, 

Ere many decades pass away — 

Victoria ! 

Shame to the dullards who desire 
To quench our colonising Are, 

To keep the imperial instinct down. 

And make a fool’s cap of the Crown. 

It shall not be : while ocean rolls, 

And Englishmen have gallant souls, 

And court the strong heroic hour, 

While Freedom is a word of power. 

While great colonial nations rise 
In alien seas, ’neath. nnseen skies, 

We do not dread that servile day — 

Victoria ! 


Subject of Discussion — 11 Women's Rights 

Youthful Enthusiast (who has had all the talk to himself). “And now 
THAT I HAVE ESTABLISHED MY POSITION ON AN UNASSAILABLE BASIS, AND 
THOROUGHLY REFUTED BY ANTICIPATION ANY POSSIBLE ARGUMENT YOU MIGHT 
HAVE BROUGHT TO BEAR ON FOUR SIDE OF THE QUESTION, I WILL SAY GOOD- 
BYE — FOR I HAVE TO CATCH A TRAIN !” 


A Victim for the General Good. 

(Comfort for Mrs. Marks.) 

The School Board wants everybody taught to write, 
Marks ought to be done away with among the lower 
classes. 


Lord Salisbury doesn’t believe anything of the kind, and the 
Second Reading was carried by 137 to CO. 

Where such doctors differ so diametrically, Punch would rather 
note the pros and cons than decide between them. 

(Commons.) Financial criticism. Gladstone on Northcote. 
The proverb about two of a trade clearly holds of Budget-makers. 
Mr. Gladstone set himself to prove (first) that Sir Stafford’s 
poor little surplus was a delusion, indeed a deficit, and (second) 
his scheme for diminishing the National Debt, by an annual 
appropriation of £28,000,000, a mockery, a delusion, and a snare. 

Sir Stafford answered Mr. Gladstone’s secondly on the “ you’re 
another ” principle, by proving that his scheme of annual appro- 
priations was likely to make a bigger hole in the Debt, and at a 
more rapid rate, than Mr. Gladstone’s pet plan of terminable 
annuities. As to the surplus, he maintained that if it wasn’t 
quite as great as he could have wished, it was not the nullity — nay, 
worse than nullity, the deficit — that Mr. Gladstone had contended. 
Result of the night’s play, Northcote wins, honours divided. 


A SUGGESTION EOK THE SCHOOL-BOARD. 

The School-Boards are doubtless fulfilling a sublime duty in com- 
pelling the children of paupers to go to school, whether or not 
starvation is the consequence. Those who survive the process will, 
no doubt, be uncommonly clever, though, unluckily, the stoutest 
boys and girls are not those who learn best. 

But is there not a chance that the “Residuum” may come to 
know more than their superiors— the proletarians than the patri- 
cians? Are there not Biggars, and Kenealys, and Whalleys 
growing up to dignify the House in the next generation ? 

The School-Boards are too lenient and too partial. There should 


be pressure from above as well as below. The house should be set 
on tire at both ends. Begin with the families of Peers and M.P.’s, 
and work downwards as well as upwards. Then the two lines of 
compulsion will meet somewhere in the core o i that great Middle 
Class, which, we are assured, by journals claiming an immense cir- 
culation, contains all the virtue and wisdom and energy of England 
—and which, therefore, will doubtless be found to have an ideal 
education already, and to he steeped in Mr. Arnold’s patent Anti- 
Philistine Solution, of which the materials are “Sweetness and 
Light.” Only the inventor knows the precise quantity of each 
ingredient. 

When a House controlled, no— the word is too strong, advised by an 
accomplished debater and tactician, who has taken high honours in 
literature, is thwarted and insulted by men without education or 
courtesy, is it not time to act ? The gentleman who addressed the 
Irish Secretary with “ When the Right Honourable Bar’net has 
answered them questions,” would clearly be all the better for a 
little education. As he is past the age to learn grammar, might not 
the School-Boards do something for the children of this charming 
class now coining to the front and hindering the work of ability and 
culture by perversity and stupidity ? 

Now here is a practical idea. Let a well-qualifled School-Board 
Visitor be appointed to watch the debates — or, better still, one for 
each House, who should attend the sittings, and remain to the last— 

When the morning is near, and reporters have fled, 

And all but the spirit of dulness is dead, 

and if any legislator, hereditary or otherwise, make a fool of him- 
self, let that Visitor go straight to his house, and insist on his 
children being sent to a Board School. Then, perchance, in another 
generation, the floor of the house would not be littered with dropt 
h ’s, and tnere would be fewer Members who, longing to break their 
opponents’ heads, break poor old Priacian’s instead. 
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A LIFT FOR EVERYBODY. 

— may be a thing 
of the past — 

like Judy's grandfather. Here is my tabulation : — 

Field Marshal Commanding-in-Chief . Sub-Secretary for War. 
General Sub-Field Marshal. 


Lieutenant-General 
Major-General . 
Colonel 
Major . 

Captain 
Lieutenant . 
Sergeant 
Corporal 
Private 


Sub- General. 
Sub-Lieutenant- General. 
Sub-Maj or-General. 
Sub-Colonel. 

Sub-Major. 

Sub-Captain. 

Sub - Sub-Lieutenant . 

Sub-Sergeant. 

Sub-Corporal, 


So that, you -will see. Recruiting Officers might induce lots of well 
made men to flock to the colours, with the enticing promise of their 
becoming at once Sub- Corporals, and this, mirdbile dictu , without 
cost to the country. 

Ever yours, Toddy. 

OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

A Sale of China at Christie and Man son’s. 

Suddenly, I notice, the people are, so to speak, turned ofE at the 
main, and 1 am absolutely alone on the staircase. I do not see any 
show, or any signs of i one. Perhaps, not being an habitue , I do 
not recognise them, I begin to fancy I must have mistaken the 
°-®- ces the side, closed, as though the Clerks had 
sold all their tickets, and had shut up for the day. I am the only 
person on the staircase, and, after mounting the steps, I find myself 
the sditary individual^ the landing. Yet I have heard that the 
Auction-rooms belonging to Messrs. Christie and Manson are 
always crowded. Where ’s the crowd ? 

Happy Thought. —The “ Auction-rooms” are crowded: not the 
staircase.^ This is the stairoase. What a thing it is to have a 
logical mind ! and to he able to appreciate one’s own logic I 

There is a room straight before me, there is a passage, I fancy, on 
my right, and there is another room on my left. An instinct (what 

Swltwn a Pocket-book, and go into the subject 

afterwards) tells me that the Auction-room is on my left. 1 he 
mstmct is Qorrect. 

*^ umhe k 0ne r^ °% e0DL *ay right, with an open window, 
resembling, on the whole, a refreshment place on the platform of an 
^ axl way ^station, only that there ’s nothing to eat on 
ft® 4 ^ ter ’ au £w? two ® llar P Poking Clerks behind it, instead of 
looks aE(i brilliant complexions (but 
the ^ird-class housemaid about the hands just as 
t the 1 ?^ er m <*> the * tails), who J called 

These two cLvf Sii L W **? the emient refreshers. 

i i j nEt bear inspection,— I mean, -they won’t 
w at ’ as tbf7 ar 0 already assuming a defiant aspect 

1+ZZl T’ a / 1 "TP* ‘ Now then! move on! What are you 
f at P ^r ? This isn’t Madame Tussaud’s.” True, you are 
not the curiosities I came to see, so I will pass oh. There is nothing 


to stop at your bar for : it is as dry as an extinct volcano. . In fact, 
this .simile suggests the idea of its having been once a bar in action, 
hut now an extinct refreshment bar. 

Hoorn Number One {continued) .—Samples of porcelain are ar- 
ranged on green baize sideboards against the walls. A few persons 
are bending over them. These are the articles for to-morrow’s sale. 

The atmosphere, so to speak, is heavy with the importance of the 
occasion. People who venture upon speaking, do so in a whisper, 
and are answered with a nod, or a gesture. There’s a “Hush! 
don’t-say-you-saw-me-here,-it ’s-a-secret ” sprt of an air about 
everyone. We glide about noiselessly, like timid ghosts, and only 
the occasional creaking of a glass door, leading into another exhibi- 
tion room, disturbs the stillness. It seems as though these mys- 
terious people in the outer chambers were engaged in some pre- 
liminary rites, into which I have intruded myself, without having 
previously learnt the ritual, or the catechism. 

I am impressed by being a stranger and a pilgrim in the land. 
People go up and speak in a subdued manner to the Clerks at the 
extinct refreshment- bar. They are answered by them with a shake 
of the head ; after which, being of an irrepressibly gay turn, I sup- 
pose, and accustomed to these serious surroundings, they wink and 
laugh at each other, and enjoy some joke, which strikes me as 
necessarily having something profane in it, as I feel that their con- 
duct, like the levity of professional singers in an organ-loft, is quite 
out of keeping with the character of the scene before them. 

j Happy Thought . — Wbfit is the scene before themP Why, the 
Worship of China, and here, about the room, are the silent devotees. 

But Clerks will be Clerks be they never so clerkly. 

a y Thought . — Ask them for a Catalogue. 

eing inclined to waste words on so trite a subject, they shake 
their heads. This not being a sufficient answer for me, I insist 
upon a verbal reply, and am carelessly informed that “ There aren’t 
any more Catalogues, and there won’t he for a couple of hours 
or so.” 

0, indeed ! And yet this doesn’t appear to be a crowded sale. 
Before me is the Auction-room. The doors are open. I have 
never been into an Auction-room. I have never seen an Auction. 
Hitherto I have always been afraid of going into one, lest I should 
be swallowed up in the whirlpool of bidding. If I see a thing 
marked up “Cheap— a bargain,” in a shop, I can hardly restrain 
myself from going in and buying. But the spirit of competition, 
nay, almost the spirit of gambling, or at least of speculation, is pre- 
sent where everybody’s bid is against his neighbour, where the game 
is to bid my neighbour out of doors, where the excitement runs from 
five shillings up to thousands of pounds, and how can an excitable and 
impulsive person, who has once put his foot into it, hope to escape ? 
Ho, I have always felt that I should make a fool of myself at an 
Auction,— that, the day after it, I should he the happy possessor of a 
small pale pink shepherd, six inches high, in a black three-cornered 
hat, playing to a foolish-looking lamb with a bine riband round its 
neck ; and my bankers would, at the same time, write to inform me 
I had overdrawn my account by just three hundred and twenty-five 
pounds, six shillings and sixpence halfpenny. 

& y Thought — “ That is the sort of man I am ’’—that is what 
should be at an auction, and so I ’ve hitherto always kept 
out of it. How I am going into it. 

The Ideal . — My notion of an Auction-room was, that I should see 
an excited auctioneer in a wig (why in a wig I can’t for the life of 
me make out — but this was my notion), leaning over a pulpit, with 
his right arm raised in the air holding the hammer (not unlike what 
one occasionally sees now-a-days as a relic of bygone times, the mus- 
cular golden arm and mallet over a goldbeater’s shop), and ready to 
come down at the highest price ; that the room would be filled with 
men and women, far more excited than the auctioneer, elbowing, 
shoving, yelling, screaming, while in corners would he the quiet, 
but determined, bidders, nodding their heads ofi against one 
another, like the old tombola figures pf Chinese Mandarins in the 
grocers’ windows. 

The Heal. — Not a bit of it. Hot the least like it. Through the 
open doors I see that the room is fqjl, not inconveniently crowded, 
and again I am surprised ; my first surprise having been on the 
staircase. 

I enter, diffidently. I do not feel sure of my ground. I am not 
altogether certain but that some inadvertent action on my part, such 
as scratching my nose, or raising my hat, or putting up my eye- 
glasses, will be mistaken by; the Auctioneer for the sign of an addi- 
tional hid, and that so I might find myself the purchaser of a cup, 
or a vase, or a dish, or perhaps a whole set of most valuable porce- 
lain curiosities, before I know where I am. 

Happy Thought— Keep quiet. Don’t catch the Speaker’s eye. 
Above all, don't nod . 

. Perfect decorum, and indeed an air of repose about the room quite 
inconsistent with my preconceived notion of an Asylum of China- 
maniacs, struggling, waving their hands, and almost upsetting the 
Auctioneer in their frenzy. I think I must have confused bidders 
with bookmakers, and ring-men, at a race meeting. 
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Everybody here is more or less interested in the proceedings, 
which are, just this moment, apparently at a standstill, arising, it 
might well be, to judge from the tranquillity about me, from the 
Auctioneer's having dropped off to sleep. I have time to look round. 
I should say I am the only accidental visitor present. I wonder if 
there are many who know less about china than I do. Perhaps. 
If so, those are the real Chinamaniacs. 

The attitude of most here, and the impossibility at first of ascer- 
taining exactly what is going on, suggests the notion of. a mixed 
crowd listening to an interesting case in a respectable police-court. 
I have, as it were, evidently entered during the anxious pause 
which intervenes between a crucial question put by the defendant’s 
counsel, and the reply of the adverse witness. Everybody is hold- 
ing in, and we are all going to breathe again presently. The state 
of the case is, that, there has been a bid, and there is now a pause. 
A plate, or a bowl, is under examination. 

The Auctioneer, in a witness-box, at one end of the room, keeps 
up the notion of a trial. He seems to be an unwilling witness 
giving his evidence with an air of melancholy regret, which is 
simply touching. He is, so it appears to me, looking round the 
room with a despairing glance, as though trying to discover in the 
crowd some friendly spirit who will understand his sad position, 
and to whom he can say (with those pitiful eyes, and not aloud, of 
course), “Look here! here I am! they’ve stuck me up here! I 
can’t help it ! I can’t get out ! I must speak ! it ’s a painful, most 
painful position ! ” 

Then he seems to address the public in general, in a reproachful 
way (but always with his eyes, of course, and never aloud), “I say, 
you come here, and take up my time. You don’t help me in the 
least. It ’s no use talking to you. Do get on ! Now, please, for 
my sake, do get on ! ” 

I have not the slightest doubt that many a sympathetic soul is 
led into bidding by the plaintive but silent appeals of that apparent 
victim in the Auctioneer’s witness-box. I am very nearly crying 
out, half sobbing too, I am so aifeeted, “ Here ! What do you want ? 
I'll hid. How much ? Anything to help you and the little ones 
at home, only don't, please, look like that ! How much ? 0, how 
much?” 

• But I restrain myself with the consciousness of having in my 
pocket only a doubtful cab-fare to the place where I am going to 
dine. 

{To be continued.) 


A BOOR AT BURLINGTON HOUSE. 

Last wake up on bisnus in Town, 

As I ’d got a good aaternoon free, 

I gooze there, afoor I come down, 

The ’Caddummy Picturs to see. 

Them paaintuns quite kiver’d the walls ; 

Twelve hunderd and moor on ’um, fillnn 
As many as ten gurt big halls. 

Massy ho, what a sight for a shillun ! 

Which among all them there works of Art 
Most to prize, if I knows I he blest. 

Sitch a lot there wuz fair of ache sart — 

’Twas a hard job to pick out the best. 

There wuz moorland, and woodland, and copse, 
Not from Natur’ eyes couldn’t scarce know ’um, 
And a medder, and carn-field, wi’ crops 
I could fancy afoor me at whoam. 

And I notus’d an old haythen Greek 
Sart o’ stonemason’s workshop, for one, 

Wi’ sitch statchies and figgers anteek ! 

And, my eye, how the marble wuz done ! 

And a grand Sale by Auction o’ Wives 
In Babylon City of old ; 

No sitch bargains our gentlefolks drives ; 

Though their daughters be some on ’um sold. 

The young lady’s renowned “ Waterloo .” 

And another as drew crowds to stare, 

Out and out beat the very best view. 

Ever took droo a peep-show at Pair. 

To be sure there wuz many a score 
0’ picture, though nateral and true, 

As we sims to ha sin all afore, 

None o’ which represents nothun new. 

There wuz potruts o’ coorse you ’d expect, 

Some for Aldermen meant, fat and big ; 

But there wam’t—or I doan’t recollect 
Nare a likeness I zee of a Pig. 


Ladies, Huntsmen, and Hosses, and Hounds 
Made one canvas to line a wide space. 

Works of Art that spreads out of ail bounds, 

I be told, works of merit displace. 

Them huge picturs to hang here ’s a plan 
Our new Inns they he all got too grand 
For to spoort the “White Hart” or “ Green Man,” 
Draad and daabed by an unbeknown hand. 

But 1 thinks that the Monster design 
Of a gurt Rile Acaddummy Swell 
’Ood jest do to hang out for a sign 
Up in front of a Monster Hotel. 


MAY MEETINGS. 

( From the Private Diary of a May-Meete>\) 

^ fcr my tailor, whom I haven’t 

* jllL X S seei1 * or Y ears » during 

\ I which time I’ve heard 
' ^ |\ A from him often. His last 

, j ift n/S letter, a week since, was 

ni 1 S?fj / K I returned to the Post Of- 
ii Mfj frw* \ ; 1 U ^ fice unopened with “ Try 

arty* H wwM&L p ) South Uoast of Africa” 

£,\ v j f written outside. Met his 

J, j dPE& bk. 1 / demand half way. 

‘n’ \ J / with great polite- 

r^yh\\\ jJHhlFjjrm /U ness from a Cabman. 

c li§? wlHflif $4/ Found, subsequently, I ’d 

nsr* / '{) Ml Lr k. * given him hall a sovereign 

V hf/f) Imll \v\ for sixpence. 

“ tim M \Av Met, in the Park, 

~Z2) /ISf ™tuSlr \Va Mrs. ;Spanexe Flipper- 

/ 1 it 1 ilMn Wffl \ v T0X driving her showy 
/ I \ ' pair. Offered me a seat 

/ / \ in her trap. Couldn’t 

/ / \ refuse. Accepted. Charm- 

/ / jS ffn r i lV "n mm \ iag. Envy of everybody. 
/ / mm\l \ Met my Mother-in-law 

mmm \ and wife driving home 

\ from an Exeter Hall 

* \ meeting, [Personal ex- 
planation in the house 
afterwards.] 

Met Miss Brillianteste at a “ small a nd early.” Wife said she 
didn’t think her pretty, but too pose and loud. Agreed with my 
wife on the subject, and so signed the Peace Preservation Act. 

Met, in Kensington Gardens, quite accidentally, MissBrilliantine, 
with her friends with whom she is staying. Friends disappeared. 
Miss Brilliantine’s name is Ethel. Pretty. She is not a hit 
pose or loud. Never thought she was. She is clever, very. Inte- 

i.: Trrollr an fl-'P’PnnP. TTlPTYlfi. 


resting conversation. Side walk, under an avenue. Theme, “ Love 
at first sight.” She is a sceptic. I am convincing her. Met suddenly 
our nurse with all my children. They call out, “Papa! Papa! 
.... While walking home alone think how to meet the difficulty. 
Children safe to talk. . 

Met with a scowl from my Mother-in-law m consequence oi the 
children having arrived before me with the information. 

Went into the City. Met a bill at my banker’s. Satisfactory. 


Commemoration Week. 

T O BE LET.— The largest House in Oxford, tho present Inha- 
bitants having received notice to quit for the occasion. Excellent 
dining-room approached by a noble staircase. Several breakfast-rooms and 
one lar°-e Tea-chest. Poetic grounds planted with academic Laurels. Oma- 
mentaf fountain, &c. Dogs, Dancing, and Grind - organs objected to. No 
balls except indiarubber ones allowed on the premises. Rent (with the use of 
several Coaches) very moderate, N.JB. A few Grates are wanting, and most 
of the rooms are given to smoke, otherwise the House is in first-rate order. — , 
Apply to the “ Porter,” Cardinal House, Oxford. 

Grand Finale. 

The Morning Post of Monday, at the close of its descrip- 
tion of the Royal Academy dinner, contains the startling zntorma- 
tion that “the company left the banquetmg-hall, and partook of a 
service of tea and coffee Probably the President, under the 
influence of the occasion, swallowed a butter-dish ; and, it his ixoyai 
Highness the Prince of Waxes bolted a sugar-basm, he may have 
felt the want of the utensil to accommodate the saccharine matter 
with which he has been surfeited at this and other public dinners. 
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“CHACUN POUR SOI.” 

Mamma (sternly). “ Now, Miriam, say Grace.” 

Miriam (who, for ‘previous Misconduct, has been deprived of Pudding ), “ For all they have Received, let TBEit be Trdly 
TaAMKEDI.” 


THE PROGRESS OP PUBLIC BUSINESS. 

The following will be the order of business in the House of Com- 
mons to-morrow night. The names of the Honourable Members 
who wiH bring forward the various subjects not having yet been 
ascertained, they are, for obvious reasons, suppressed. 

An Honourable Member will rise to make a personal explanation. 
An Honourable Member will present petitions from Hanwell, 
Colney Hatch, and Earlswood, praying that the Claimant may be 
tried again by the same tribunal that acquitted the Guicowar or 
Baroda. 

An Honourable Member will espy strangers in the gallery. 

An Honourable Member will endeavour to Count Out the House. 
An Honourable Member will ask the First Lord or the Trea- 
sury whether it is his intention to move the adjournment of the 
House over the Derby Day, and if so, in view of the possible admis- 
sion of ladies as representatives in Parliament, whether it would not 
be expedient to create the precedent of adjourning over the Oaks 
Day as well. 

An Honourable Member will draw the attention of the First 
Commissioner to the defective ventilation of the House, 
i ,, ^Honourable Member will move that the Standing Orders of 
| the House Bhall be suspended. 

— Honourable Member will ask the Prime Minister when the 
W mtsuntide Recess will commence and terminate. 

,, •“■5 r Honourable Member will, when there are fifty Members in 
the House, call the attention of the Speaker to the fact that there 
are not forty Members present. 

An Honourable Member will make a personal explanation. 

Honourable ] Member will move the recognition of the Carlists, 

the E^UsTirmn ^ ecxi ^ ar People, the Shakers, and 

^An honourable Member will ask the First Lord or the Trea- 
story when the Session is likely to terminate. 

An Honourable Member will move for leave to bring in a Bill for 
the increase of the number of Bank Holidays to one a week. 


An Honourable Member will move for a return of the Umbrella he 
lent to another Honourable Member on leaving the House the other 
night. 

An Honourable Member will ask the First Lord of the Trea- 
sury whether the usual Whitebait Dinner at Greenwich will take, 
place this year, and will move a resolution. 

An Honourable Member will call the attention of the First Com- 
missioner of Works to the defective stuffing of the Seats in the 
House. 

An Honourable Member will call the attention of the House to 
the defective Stuffing of the Boast Ducks in the Dining-room. 

An Honourable Member will rise to make a personal explanation, 
but, 

An Honourable Member will Count Out tbe House. 


(P)IO TRIUMPHE! 

In spite of friend Whaxley, 
Who growls “ It’s all no go,” 

Things still seem quite jolly 
With Pope Pio Nono. 

He sends his Ablegate 
And Count Marefoschi 

The Cardinal’s Red Hat 
To clap on McCloskey I 

Hail with loud ** jubilate ” 

The first Hat in Yankeedom ; 

JEt “retro” clamate , 

To Moody and SANXEY-dom ! 


Vol au Vent a la Financiers, — The robberies ventilated before 
the Foreign Loans Commission. 




DIZZY DROWSY ! ! ! 

Right Hono u sab le P. “WAKE' UP! WAKE UP, SIR! THOSE IRISHMEN ARE AT IT AGAIN SEEING 
STRANGERS!’” 

Right Honourable D. “ 0, BOTHER !-WHAT DOES IT MATTER ! WE ’RE ALL RIGHT ! ” 
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A PARLIAMENTARY REPORT AS IT SHOULD BE. 

Respectfully dedicated to Me. Mitchell-Heney. 

—-is the first time. In 
point of fact, I have never 
addressed an audience before. I printed my speeches at my elec- 
tion, you know. To tell the truth, this is what I may call, you 
know,— in point of fact— this is my maiden speech. ( Cheers.) As I 
said before, my maiden speech (“ hear ! ”)— my maiden speech. Of 
course, when a man is addressing 1 any body for the first time, you 
know— unaccustomed as I am to public speaking {“hear ! ”), I am 
sure it is very kind of the House to afford me this— in point of fact 
—this indulgence. I have much pleasure, in obedience to the 
feelings of my constituents, in supporting the Motion that— I mean, 

? ou know, the Annexation of Central Africa. (“ Hear , hear!” ) 

have put together some valuable statistics, and I beg the 
indulgence of the House. {Cheers.) The fact is, Gentlemen,— I 
mean Sir {laughter)— l repeat I mean Sir, the notes I hold in my 
hand have, I am afraid, got rather mixed up. ( A laugh.) I repeat 
mixed up ; and, to tell the truth, I ’m afraid really, I can’t exactly 
make head or tail of them. {Laughter.) I repeat, head or tail of them 
{a laugh) — head or tail of them. As far as I can make out, I wanted 
to say that Great Britain was a great nation (“ hear, hear ! ”), and 
I find that I had some poetry. {Laughter.) I repeat, poetry {a 
laugh)— poetry. But the fact is, you know, my Secretary, who 
looks after these things for me, writes an awfully bad hand, and I 
am hanged— {loud cries of “Order!”) I apologise. {“Hear, 
hear!”) I am sure I "can’t make out what he has written, you 
know, Sir,— I mean, that is, Me. Speakee, I do not wish to detain 
the House longer than is necessary, as I am sure you know more 
about Central Africa than I do. (“Ho, no!” and a laugh.) It 
seems to me we should annex it. ( Opposition cheers.) At least, so 
I ’m told. Central Africa is a very large place. ( u Hear , hear !”) 
The British fiag has braved the battle and the breeze for several 
thousand years ; at least, so far as I can make out, that seems to 
be the thing I have got in the notes that I now hold in my hand. 
I am sure that the people living in Central Africa would be pleased 
if we annexed Central Africa. At least, some of my constituents, 
you know, who are very deeply interested in Central Africa— I don’t 
know why— {laughter)— 1 repeat, I don’t know why {a laugh)— I don’t 
know why— seeurto think so. (A laugh.) I repeat, seem to think so. 
In point of fact, when I consider — I mean, when I think — as a 
matter of historical accuracy, I crave the indulgence of the House 
(cheers), but the fact is, I promised them— I mean, you know, the 
Central African Association — they have a branch down at my place, 
you know— to speak upon this subject, and, as a matter of fact, I 
have spoken upon this subject. {Cheers.) I can’t help feeling that 
I have wasted the time of the House, as I am sure nobody cares 
two pins about Central Africa. I am sure I don’t. (Laughter.) I 
say I am sure I don’t. In fact, why should we annex Central 
Africa ? (Ministerial Cheers.) And, therefore, in point of fact, I 
have much pleasure in supporting the Motion— I mean, Gentlemen, 
—I beg pardon, I should say Me. Speakee— the Motion “that Her 
Majesty’s Government do immediately take steps to annex Central 
Africa.” (“Hear!”) 

. Me. Pbosy said : It is with feelings of no small interest that I 
rise to support the view that has been so powerfully advocated by the 
Honourable Gentleman who has just resumed his seat 


At this point an Honourable Member called attention to the fact 
that there were not forty Members present. The House having 
been counted, it was found that forty-one Members wore in their : 
places. 

Me. Peost resumed : It is with feelings of no small interest that 
I raise my feeble voice — (“ hear, hear ! ”)— in favour of the Motion 
that has just been supported in such felicitous terms. With your 
permission, Sir, and with the permission of this Honourable House, 

I will give you a short history of that Nation of which we are all 
so proud, of which Nation we have such good reason for boasting, in 
short a history of England. Now, Sir, I find that, B.C. 55, this 
island was invaded by Julius CiESAB. (“Hear!”) The Roman 
Emperor was lured (so says the legend) not by the greed of gain, 
not by the dream of victory, but rather by the desire to taste, in 
their native home, those succulent objects of the sea-shore, which 
we are accustomed in this nineteenth century— this century of 
luxury, progress, and refinement— to associate with codfish. I 
allude, Sir, to the Oyster. (“ Hear! hear ! ”) Yes, Sir, in B.C. 55, 
Juxrus Cjesab, of whom I may he permitted to say, “ J Kara avis in 
terris, nigroque simillima cycno ” (cheers), invaded these shores. I 
will now trace the history of England from that date up to the 
present time, and I think, Sir, when I have finished my retrospec- 
tive view of the past, that you will agree with me that the annexa- 
tion of Central Africa should be one of the dearest desires of the 
future 

At this point it was found that the Official Yerbatim Reporter 
was fast asleep. As no further proceedings could be reported, and 
as all efforts to awaken the Official Reporter were fonnd ineffectual, 
the adjournment of the Debate was formally agreed to. 

The House adjourned at five o’clock. 


SCHOOL REPORTS OF THE FUTURE. 

Deae Me. Punch, 

Mr experience of to-day justifies me, I think, in antici- 
pating for my Son’s son, when he goes to a Public School, some such 
School Report as the enclosed. 

Your obedient Servant, 

Petes Paterfamilias. 

ST. PAUL’S COLLEGE, EASTMINSTER. 

Report for First Term of 1S95. 

Name— “ Paterfamilias Secundus.” Set II. 


Subject . , 

Flare in Set. 

Remarks . 

1. POOTBALL. 

Back. 

Is not wanting in pluck — should allow 
more for the wind in his drop-kicks. 

2. Boating. 

No. 7. 

Has overcome his ** screwing '* pro- 
pensity — hangs a little on the 
feather. 

3. Racquets. 


Is getting to place his balls lower, hut 
has not yet broken himself of shut- 
ting his eyes on the stroke. 

4. Boxing. 

! 

1 

1 

Striking out better from the shoulder, 
hut still will anticipate his parry. 

5. Cricket. 

Point. 

A sure catch. Pair change bowler, 
and is improving. Might bat 

squarer, and wants confidence. 

6. Gymnasium. 


Parallel bars, good. Will -do the 
“ back circle ” next Term. Vault- 
ing moderate. 

7. Athletic 
Sports. 

Pirst in Mile 
under 16. 

Time in long races good, but trusts too 
much to his spurt. Docs better at 
long jumping than high. Putting 
the weight, weak. 

_ f Coach 1 s Report 

Conduct j E ouse- Master 1 s Report . 

Painstaking — seems to have ambition. 
Obedient, except that he will prac- 
tise fives in his bed-room. 

Head-Master’s Remarks on 
Porm-Work. 

No observations ; the weather having 
been so fine this Term that every 
day has been devoted to games. 


ARNOLD BUSBY BROWN, 

(Formerly Stroke of the Lady Margaret Fight, and 
Captain of the Cambridge Eleven,) 

Head Hastes. 

New Indian Condiment. — Lobd Noethbeook’s Baroda Pickle. 




FANATICS v. FISHES. 


Redjjctio ad absztrdum is the Order of the Day. This not only in 
the House of Commons.. The Working Men’s Lord’s Day Rest — 
alias Observance —Association boasted of having got the Brighton 
Aquarium decided to be, 'within the purview of George the 
Thied’s Sunday Act,. “ a disorderly house.” Let them see what is 
likely to come of their triumph. Here is a little paragraph of news 
which may. foreshow them how much they will have taken in the 
end by their, motion— -for the time successful— to close an instructive 
and entertaining place of resort, and interfere with the Sunday 
recreations of the Public 


from a confederation of zealots who discredit religion, impede pro- 
gress, and promote the consumption of intoxicating liquors. The 
next time they ask the noble Lord to take the chair at one of their 
meetings, perhaps he will send them to officiate in his stead the 
donkey with which he was presented the other day by the coster- 
mongers. The fittest of creatures to preside over people who do not 
see that Sunday should be a day of recreation as well as rest is an 
Ass. 


“HE TOO WAS BORN 3 N ARCADIA.” 
(Matthew Arnold on Disraeli at the R,A. Dinner.) 


“Sunday Closing and the Brighton Aquarium .— 1 The decision, of 
the Court of Queen's Bench against the Brighton Aquarium Company, in the 
late action brought against it for opening on Sunday, was fully considered at 
the board meeting on Saturday, and communications were read from various 
institutions, similarly affected. It was determined to make every effort to 
obtain the immediate repeal or modification of the Act under which this and 
other institutions are liable to such heavy penalties.” 


To get any ridiculously unbearable law or usage abrogated, 
enforce it.. 

In pressing a Sabbatarian statute against an admirable Institu- 
tion, the Sunday Observance Associates did the same kind of good 
tiaat certain Honourable Gentlemen — exceptions to Collective 
Wisdom — have done by abusing the privilege of excluding 
strangers. Moreover, the Sabbatarians have succeeded in obtaining 
not only a judicial declaration of their precious law, but also a 
judicial disapproval of it. The necessary decision of the Judges in 
favour of a vexatious prosecution was given “ with every expression 
0 o * ^■^ us re gret will be an argument for the repeal of 
a Sabbatarian statute which would never have existed if the Sabba- 
tarians had not evoked it. The speedy consequence of the judgment 
they have got to shut up the Brighton Aquarium, we may hope, 
Wm be that both it and the museums, picture galleries, and all 
other exhibitions tending to improve the popular mind, will be 
legally thrown open on the weekly holiday. 

Sorely the Earl oe Shaftesbury will withdraw his countenance 


Bohn in Arcadia ! Ay, he knew 
Pan’s cloven foot-print on the dew, 
And heard, the mystic woods across, 

A igipodts, Dhilokrotos , 

“ The bright-haired god of pastoral,”* 
With pipings to Ms wood-nymphs call. 
Yes, but a nobler sound there came— 
The clarion of imperial Fame, 

By which onr greatest are withdrawn 
From the serene Arcadian lawn. 


Derby and Gladstone felt the breeze 
That urged their sails to Homer’s seas ; 
Yet in the Senate found their fate, 

And drank the hot wine of debate. 
Perish the thought that England’s realm 
Should e’er have dullards at the helm ! 
Far from us he the stolid serf 
Who ne’er has trod Arcadian turf, 

Nor heard, amid the glimmering trees, 
Pan’s happy Orestiades. 


* Chapman: Homeric Hymns* 


Troublesome Foreign Relations (just now).— C ousins German. 
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PUNCH IN THE PARK. 





Punch is perennial — ilfaut — 

I like my French to air— 

Ilfaut souffrir pour etre beau, 

And suffering ’tis, I swear. 

I scarce know in which work I ’ve gone 
More awful tortures through, 

To induce trousers legs upon, 

Or feet in boots to screw. 


bound me, in Spring’s green arrayed, 
Horse-Chestnuts present arms — 
With planes whose leafy tribute ’s paid 
The last to Spring’s coy charms. 

Of all the crowds that throng the Row, 
To be seen or to see, 

With one fair face, of all I know, 

May my May Meeting be. 


What though young puppies dare to link 
“ Old fogy ” with my name ! 

My moustache cuts out theirs, I think ; 

In my boots they ’d go lame. 

While irom my hack I greet my fair 
In her chair near the rail, 

Thank Poole’s cut and my raven hair, 
None can say I look stale. 

But on both boots and trousers are, 

And waxed moustache as well — 

And smartest of the Ride, by far, 

See Punch bears off the belle. 

So well he reins his glossy hack, 

So swell he looks and sly— 

With taille so trim, moustache so black, 
And no green in his eye ! 


"WIT AND WATER. 

At a Meeting for the formation of a Branch of the Church of 
England Temperance Society at Newport in the Isle of Wight- 
according to a Report of it— a resolution having been proposed 

“The Rev. W. Barker, in seconding the resolution, said he felt consider- 
able diffidence in following a speaker in whose very name was music.” 

[Namely the Rev. Ernest Wilbereoece. Is tbe Reverend 
Gentleman a Precentor? Is he an instrumentalist or a vocalist? 
Or has he any namesake who is or was a composer ?] 

“The mover of the resolution had completely taken the wind out of his 
sails, but he hoped to be able to make headway, and get at length to port. 
[Mr. “Wilberforce : Don’t say ‘ port.’ Say ‘ water.’ J (Laughter.)" 

Thus we find a preacher of Temperance taking, as it were, a leaf 
out of the book— the better book— of Sir Wilfred Lawson. Let 
not that volume be called Joe Miller— but the Honourable Member 
for Carlisle has lately adopted the policy of pleading for liquor laws 
in a facetious vein. The Rev. Mr. Wilberforce, though the 
Church of England Temperance Society professes the Voluntary, 
not the Prohibitive Principle, is a Total Abstainer, as Sir Wilfred 
may or may not he ; but anyhow the Reverend Gentleman can, like 
the Honourable Baronet, crack a joke. The former, at any rate, 
cracks jokes against port upon water. That is harder than to be 
iocose against intoxicating liquors on champagne. But mere jokes 
creak no bones, and infringe no liberty. The more witticisms on 
behalf of voluntary teetotalism, the merrier. 

It is remarkable that one of the speakers at this Church of Eng- 
land Temperance Meeting was a Wesleyan Minister, the Rev. W. 
Moister. We have heard of Wet Quakers, bnt here is a Moister 


Methodist— say not the difference is one of degree. The humour of 
Moister, as compared with that of Wilberforce, may be thought 
drier. He stated that— 

“After thirty-three years trial of total abstinence, during which time he 
had been in some of the most unhealthy climates in the world, he found it 
good for the body, and good for the soul, and good for the pocket, and good 
for this world, and good for the world to come.” 

That last goodness may he an article of belief ; but have you 
found it a matter of experience already, good Mr. Moister ? Then 
are you a Spiritual Medium as well as a Minister ? Do you converse 
with ghosts ? Excuse the question ; doubtless your meaning was 
quite right, most excellent Moister. 

Stall, though a joke ’s a joke, perhaps it is too much of a joke to 
joke people into taking the pledge. The Total Abstinence pledge is 
no joke 

“ Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine. 

This sort of pledge in regard to drinking, if duly observed, will 
keep anyone sober enough. Sufficient for its purpose is the wit 
which inspires a firm resolution to use “ a good familiar creature,” 
and not abuse it. However, practise Teetotalism if you please, so 
long as you regularly take your Punch . 


Whist (and its Lights). 

Some take a bvrdseye view of Whist, 
Some seek returns from play, 
Others on Cavendish insist— 

Punch smokes them all— in Clay / 
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DUFFER, DICTATOR. 

Another Republic from Plato’s 
Is that where such Orators rule : 

He comes from the Isle of Potatoes ; 

On the Saxon looks down as a fool. 

For hours he can talk without stammer ; 

Great in brag: as in blarney is he : 

And 0 the remarkable grammar 

Of Dtjeter, M.P. ! 

Once the Premier’s keen sword-thrust decided 
The fate of such blockheads at once ; 

But the Duffer, rhinoceros-hided, 

Has nine lives of an average dunce. 

For the man we once looked to to squench him, 
While drowsy as Dizzy is he, 

How long shall his own brass entrench him, 
This Dubeer, M.P. P 

Are we doomed to a circus eternal, 

With Purcell O’Gorman as Clown ? 

Ah me, for one hour of our Bernal, 

Once Member for Waterford town ! 

He brooked alike fustian and fudge ill, 

And his mind he spoke fearless and free : 

And he kept*an appropriate cudgel 

For Dobber, M,P. 

Sleeps the Chief of the House, in oblivion 
Deserting on Lethe’s dull shore, 

His earliest hero, the Vivian , 

Who knew how to shut up a bore ? 

A House with no Leader within it, 

Worse led, methinks, scarcely could be, 

Than the one that wastes many a minute 
On Dubber, M.P. I 
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ORTHOGRAPHY L\ T THE NURSERY. 

The School-Boards have decided to carry their operations into 
the Nursery, being well aware that “ as the twig is bent the bough’s 
inclined.” 

Nursemaids and nursery-governesses will henceforth be required 
to inculcate nursery rhymes scientifically devised to teach ortho- 
graphy, We have been favoured with some early specimens. They 
are arranged with extreme ingenuity to suit the names of the young 
folk, which of course it is advisable they should learn early to spell, 
Exempli gratia : — 

i. 

My pretty baby, 

My sweet M-a-b, 

With dimpled knuckles and eyes so blue, 

I’ve an idea 
Your P-a-p-a 
Is bringing a toy for y-o-u. 

II. 

Ah, Johnnie my boy, to the City you ’ll go, 

And you ’ll soon spell C-6-n-t-a-n-g-o, 

And your joy, my dear Johnnie, it ever will be 
To lay up a store of nice g-o-l-d ; 

Then the prettiest of hoys will be wisest of men, 

My dear little City hoy, J-o-h-n, 

in. 

L-u-c-y 

Is not at all shy. 

A pert little flirt is she, she, she, 

And I guess, by-and-by, 

She wifi t-r-y 
To marry a 1-o-r-d, d, d. 

The admixture of practical philosophy with these elementary 
spelling lessons cannot he too much admired. 


CONVERSION AND CANT. 

The walls of Her Majesty’s Opera House— walls have ears— heard 
a statement the other morning which, within the hearing of such 
walls, appears to have been uncommonly out of place. At “a 
meeting for a conference on religious subjects,” present “ a number 
of clergymen and other persons of various denominations from all 
parts of the United Kingdom, and many from America and the 
Continent,” they heard, according to the Pall Mall Gazette , the 
Rev. W. Eelman, of Edinburgh, eulogising the effects of 
Revivalism in that City, say, amongst other things, that:— 

“ The number of drunkards and theatre-goers who had been reclaimed had 
been very remarkable.” 

Drunkards and theatre-goers ! What a very remarkable employ- 
ment, in an Opera-house, above all houses, of the word “ and.” 
Intervening between “theatre-goers” and “drunkards,” it places 
them in an apposition the same as that of publicans and sinners, 
thieves and robbers, rogues and vagabonds. We'are accustomed to 
have drunkards and gluttons, or drunkards and other slaves to vice, 
named together, but which of the moral or spiritual laws is broken 
by theatre-goers ? Is such nonsense as that above-quoted really a 
characteristic ingredient of “ Revivalism ” ? If so, then the revival 
of Revivalists is in part the revival of the most illiberal and 
illiterate phase of snuffling Puritanism. That is saying little, for 
the modern Barebones have not the excuse of a licentious drama for 
abusing tbe stage. Let them reform their abusive language, give 
over talking of “ drunkards and theatre-goers,” and learn to use 
the copulative conjunction in the right place; as, for instance, in 
such connection as to imply similarity between persons so really 
like one another as hypocrites and humbugs. 


APPROPRIATE MUSIC. 

Glee for the Passengers on> the Great Western Railway, as, 
the train approaches W ednesbury (honeycombed with, coal-workings) 
— “ Softly tread , Hie hollotved ground .” 
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PUNCH’S ESSENGEHOF PARLIAMENT. 
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v// ^ age<j i]^ this way 

I ■^HA ~~ ^ / piers of railway- 

7> E KIgj|§La j^ggglr ft bridges. Agricultural Holdings Amend- 

MBm ^ Vs pBpTf l|3S|§i|/J merits considered, and Bill reported 
kjr lir^ii /C WUnSBS? therewith. Dtjke op Argyll solemnly 

rWiilil "HI '/£. < \ JUv * adjured Lord Chancellor. Would he 

C y*5? 7 It answer for the Bill as it stood amended — 

/#/ p that freedom of contract was maintained 

jf/ )> | by it? The Lord Chancellor would 

i \\ * \ answer for it, in so far as any statute 

| (C -- — ^ could be answered. for. In their Lord- 

L ships’ Monday business Punch notes the 

1 c*\ 'vraou-l I ~ passing of a “Piers and Harbours Con- 

: C Jj- = LUJ) firmation Bill.” That Peers should be 

M a s i confirmed (at a proper age) is only right 

and proper, but the confirmation of Har- 

C / hours is a new ceremony. Probably it 

f has been thought becoming, since we have employed The Aech- 

r S ^ > f *£ bishop op Canterbury in christening ships of war. 

Lw' r — * ( Commons.) - Questions, answers, announcements of good in- 

% tentions, and promises of consideration, with due allowance of 

* laughter, by way of lever de rideau . 

Among the questions, one from Mr. Stacpoole, when the 
Whitsuntide holidays would be fixed, on which the Head 
Master startled the school by the solemn announcement that he did not at that moment feel sure that 
it would be his pleasing duty to fix any Whitsuntide holidays at all. But if they were good boys, 
and got on with their tasks, he would see. Peace Preservation Bill, as amended, brought up for 
consideration. Most of the Amendments, already rejected, brought up again, in new forms, by the 
Home-Rulers, and rejected again. So the night was consumed, till — 

Thrice they routed Home-Rule foes, 

And thrice they slew their slain. 

There was one passage of arms and fun between our own Major and Mr. Macarthy Downing. 
The Major had written to ask Mr. M. D. by what authority he had thanked the Government, the 
other night, for their courtesy in the Peace Preservation discussions. Mr. M. D. wanted to read his 
reply to the Major. The Major insisted on his letter being read first. The House, mindful of the 
fun of the Major’s speeches, was delighted to hear one of his letters. So it was read; and then came 
Mr. Downing’s answer, and then the Major asked for a reading of his answer to Mr. D.’s answer. 
Then up jumped the irrepressible Biggar, and, jealous of the success of the Major as a complete 
letter-writer, asked that Ms letter to Mr. Downing might be read— for so he pronounced the word— 
verbattim. This was too much ; and Biggar was at once sat upon. By midnight the Bill as amended 
was disposed of amid cheers. 

Tuesday (Lords), — The Earl op Shaftesbury moved the Second Heading of his Bill to Prevent the 
Cruelties of Chimney-sweeping by Climbing-boys, which, though illegal, is still largely practised. 
The Bill would compel all master chimney-sweeps to take out licences, revocable on breach of the law. 
Punch has no heart to joke on this sad and sickening subject of the cruelties still perpetrated, 
in defiance of the law, on wretched little Climbing-boys and winked at, he blushes to say, by local 
authorities. Farit indignatio versum . He has spokeu his heart out on the matter in. metre in the 
present number. The Bill was read a Second Time, and Punch heartily prays may become law this 
year. The Session. will, in that case, have done something to lessen the sum-total of human suffering. 

Artisans’ Dwellings Bill read a Second Time. Punch is sorry to see Lord Shaftesbury hopes for 
little good from it. He ought to know. "What we want is more Shaftesbury towns, like that near 
Clapham Junction, where working men may enjoy the luxuries of light, cleanliness, space, fresh air, 
ana comfortable dwellings, at; rents not exorbitant, and within a distance not incompatible with the 
conditions of their labour. If we could only decant the London slums into the London suburbs ! 

After a sharp spar between Lord Sandhurst and the Duke op Richmond, the Regimental 
Exchanges Bill passed through Committee. 

(Commons— Morning Sitting,) Mr. Bourse, in answer to Sir C. Dilke, said that the Government 
bad that morning received from Berlin assurances of a thoroughly satisfactory character, and that 
the Government was of opinion that there was no further cause for apprehension as to the maintenance 
of peace in Europe. 

The ugly fact remains that there has been such cause . All the more thanks to our Bear, who 
has danced “ to the genteelest of tunes ” this time. Perhaps,— indeed Punch thinks very probably— 
Bismarck played to Mm, and he has recorded Ms belief accordingly. But wMchever made the music, 
Czar or Chancellor, the right tune seems to have been Mt upon. (See Cartoon.) 


Mr. Whalley made |an af- 
[ feeting appeal on behalf 6 of the 
Claimant and referred to his 
complaints in the 5 Tizer of short 
allowance of food and physic at 
Dartmoor. 

Mr. Cross, admitting that the 
prisoner has fallen. off consider- 
ably in weight, thinks this was 
only to be expected, and rather 
for Ms good than otherwise. 

So does Punch , and the rational 
Public will probably agree with 
him. The medical officer is watch- 
ing the case, and will feed or 
physic the Claimant as Ms bodily 
needs may dictate. 

Sir 'Wilfrid wanted to know 
if Mr. Disraeli meant to adjourn 
over the Derby Day. Mr. 
Disraeli gravely said, “he 
should consider the subject.” 
Poor ‘ ‘ consideration ” ! How art 
thou fallen, when even a Prime 
Minister dares thus poke fun at 
thee ! But our chief Augur should 
really take care. The two Heads 
—Government and Opposition— 
may exchange a harmless snig- 
ger, but it isn’t well to laugh 
right out in the presence of the 
whole College. 

Third Reading of the Peace 
Preservation Bill. The Home- 
Rulers fought to the last, on Mr. 
Butt’s Motion for third reading 
that day six months, negatived 
by 287 to 70, and Bill passed. 
JD. L, “All’s well that ends 
well.” 

A fight over the Bill for creat- 
ing a new Bishop of St. Alban’s, 
to make a fourth Episcopal head, 
for the enormous population now 
left with three such heads only 
—London, Rochester, and Win- 
chester. That tMs three-headed 
Episcopal Giant is not enough 
for the work may be taken for 
granted. A fourth head is none 
too many. 

Mr. Richard, as in Quaker- 
dnty hound, opposed the Bill, in 
a speech as thick-set with plums 
of petitio principii, and as rich 
in inconsequential logic, as any 
ever spoken in Parliament— and 
that’s a bold word. 

Mr. Hope answered him, and 
told his “ flattering tale ” of the 
Church and the Bill. Sir W. 
Harcourt would support the Bill 
because it was one for making 
a State Bishop for a State Church, 
and because the best point in the 
constitution ,of the Church of 
England was that it was a State 
Church. ... In other words, Sir 
W. Harcourt sees the Church’s 
highest recommendation in that 
which is its sentence of condem- 
nation for Mr. Richard. Mr. 
Cross summed np sensibly, for 
the Church, the Bishops, and 
the Bill, wMch passed Second 
Reading by 273 to 61. Food and 
Drugs’ Bill in Committee. The 
Government accepts an amend- 
ment, throwing all analyses on 
Somerset House Laboratory. Dr. 
Playfair warned them of the 
seriousness of the responsibility 
they are thus assuming. Mr. 
Sclater-Booth accepts it “de 
cceur leger,” The only thing that 
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occurs to Mr, Punch by way of comment at tbis act of courage 
is, that Me. Sclater-Booth knows noting about the matter and 
Dr. Playfair knows a good deal. 

Norwich Election Report. Poor Mr. Tillett out again, though 
his hands are quite clean— more than Norwich’s are, though Mr. 
Justice Ltjsh puts his conclusions very gingerly : “ He is not in a 
position to report, as an ascertained fact, that corrupt practices had 
extensively prevailed at the Election ; but he is of ; opinion that 
there was reason to believe they had,** A. fine example of the cautious 
accuracy of the judicial mind! In the evening the House w-as- 
Counted Out at five minutes past nine. 

Wednesdays Mr. Whalley means, to present further Petitions 
on the Tichborne Case. - Where is the Doctor P Irish Coroners 
and Infanticide Bills read a Second^ Time, Irish Towns-Eating 
talked out — its natural fate. Vivisection Bill (Dr. Playfair), and 
Autumnal Manoeuvres (Mr. Hardy) "brought in. ^ 

Thursday. —M r. Barge ay complained of, Tuesday night’s Count 
Out. It turns out to have beena caseof ' that wise way of conducting 
their own business, which Punch has often praised in the Members 
for “ canny ” Scotland. They did not think Mr., Barclay had any 
right to. take up the*, time of the - House, so they stayed away, aud 
intimated as much to Mr.. Hart* Dyke,, who whipped out the House 
accordingly. In spite of the presence of. a- number of Irish Members, 
who- attended in pursuance of their patriotic design of impeding 
business' and making Members! lives a. burden to them, the House 
was Counted Oat,, and .Mr.. H.. Dyxe earned thereby- the* grati- 
tude of all sensible M.P*’s,i, though he may ' have 'incurred the' male- 
dictions of the hobby-riders* whose 1 manege > it is ono of his 
most useful -functions to prevent. Why, indeed, should there- not 
he a board permanently fixed up in- the House, as there is for the 
warning of grooms in some of the Parks* and- Commons,. “Hobbies 
nofallowed to be exercised here.” 

Food and Drugs Bill advanced,, and Bishopric* of St.- Alban’s Bill 
passed, through Committee. Bill to facilitate and simplify Loans 
by Local Authorities read a.Second Time ; ditto Metropolitan. Q-as*. 
and referred to a Select Committee.. 

A row over Irish Town. Eating— everybody rating, everybody. 
There had evidently been a misunderstanding about the 'adjourn- 
ment of the Debate, hut nobody seemed to knowrwhat had. been 
agreed to and what had not; so, after a. long and loud cross-fire of 
confused contradictions, the Debate on the Bill was adjourned till- 
after the holidays,, and the House till Thursday the-twentieth. 

Friday: — The Lordsmet and “rushed'” the Peace Preservation Bill 
through the House, 1 disposing of all its stages in a sitting. When 
their Lordships do' stoop to business, the way they, get through it 
is wonderful. 


OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

The -Sale of Old China at Christie and M anson’s continued .] 1 



, I see*-, now, for. the" first time,, having ventured into the second 
line of crowd-, that the centre of the room is occupied by an official- 
looking green-baized table in the shape of a horseshoe, whereat are 
seated- a select half-circle, consisting chiefly of Jewish elders. 
These* are the gentlemen* who are really examining the witnesses. 
Everyone here, whether male or female (there are a few Hebrew 
matrons present), has a catalogue, and a pencil. 

Sappy Thought.— The notion of the resemblance between. this 
| and a Police-court would be furthered by these representing the soli- 
| oitors and their clients; but,. on. the whole,. as the Auctioneer must, 
in his box y represent the* witness, and as there is no Magistrate or 
Judge present, I am more inclined to think it like a Committee- 
room of the House of Commons, with the members of the Committee 
at the* board of green cloth, the public crowding in behind the 
| barristers’ and. solicitors! tableland the witness up in a rostrum at 
|.ihe side. If.it isn’t this, it’s rouge-et-noir without the cards. 


I admire the crafty dexterity displayed by the assistant who 
hands round the article, at this moment under the hammer, for the 
inspection of the ladies and gentlemen around the board of green 
cloth. He doesn’t let anyone of them hold it one-half quarter of a 
second more than he considers absolutely necessary. His eye is on 
them all the time, as much as to say, “I know you, bless you, I 
know the lot of you. If you could get me to look the other way for 
a minute, you ’d shove this under your tail coat-pocket, aud your 
confederate at the side would produce another not worth a rap, and 
pass* it on.” His commendable celerity, however, leads to every 
article, of anything like real value, being recalled and re- 
examined by a short-sighted, long-nosed gentleman, at the upper 
end of the horseshoe table, a proceeding invariably warmly protested 
against by a red-haired man-,, on the right-hand side lower down, 
vSlo subsequently insists upom seeing the cup, or basin, or plate, or 
whatever it may be, once again himself,, and rubbing the paint 
with his wetted finger, before 1 making any further advance. This 
causes a considerable amount of professional badinage among the 
two principals and the initiated bystanders,- and the chuckles are 
deep, low, and oily. 

At this point, when I am still admiring the cleverness with which 
the assistant has taken a Dolphin and Crab; in China, out of the hands 
of the red-haired man, who was actually clinging to it as some- 
thing too precious to be parted f rout, except for a-valuableconsidera- 
tion, I sympathetically catch’the Auctioneer’s eye. _ He sees me. He 
doesn’t know me, and yet he appears, to recognise me. His eye 
seems to lure me on. It seems to beckon me, and say persuasively, 
“ Now, then, you’re going to buy : you ’re going to make an offer, I 
know you are : you don’t want this salt-cellar made out of a Crab 
biting a Dolphin’s tail,, but you ’re going to bid, jushfor the sake of 
speaking to me. Come, you- will bid, won’t you ? Come 1 now— come 
along ! won’t you ? Do, for my- sake,- do ! Now; Aow-much?” 

| At this moment an acquaintance, whom- 1 have not seen before, 
standing on the opposite side of the room, and- out of the glamour of 
that eye, nods at me. I can’t cut him. I must return his nod. Ido. 
I nod.- I tremble as I do it. Yes ! my nod seems to have set all the 
maohinery in motion once more. The Auctioneer has taken his eye 
off me ; he has turned ; the Dolphin and Crab salt-cellar has gone up 
to forty-one* guineas. The ■ Auctioneer wants to know whether there 
is any advances this;* which; to judge from his changed and more 
cheerful aspect (as if things were looking up a bit), is a very good 
price for the article, and his* hammer is just descending on what I 
feel sure - is my bid of forty-'one guineas for a stupid thing that I 
wouldffit have given' sixpence- for in a common shop, when some 
lavish creature in. a corner nods another guinea’s worth, and, as the 
hammer goes down on forty-two, I wipe my forehead with my 
pockethandkerchieiy and come out of a. mental Turkish bath. into a.. 

g lace where* I can breathe again. What would my Aunt have said 
ad I appeared before her with a Crab, and Dolphin salt-cellar, and 
showed her the Auctioneer’s receipt for forty-two guineas ! 

What ’s the next article.?' There is a great rustling of leaves 
all over the room, reminding me of an audience at a concert, care- 
fully following the singer. The wave of sound passes over, and, 
with one movement, all the heads go- up, and the eyes open wide, 
anxious fingers poise stumps- of pencils ia the* air, until the hammer 
descends, whenmown again'go aU the heads,, the pencils are used' to 
make brief marginal notes; and that pause*, being, over, up comes 
another article; and the machinery being, once more set in motion; 
up come all the -heads again, and so it goes on, bid after bid, without 
any sort of variation. 

What is being handed round for the inspection of the Jewish aud 
G-entilish connoisseurs— the Chevaliers of the Horse-shoe Table?. A 
something, a pale salmon-coloured Boy, with — with— yes it is a 
Dolphin. That’s the second Dolphin I’ve seen here, and I noticed 
(now I come to think of it) lots of them in the ante-room. The. 
ante-room is, so to speak, quite an Aquarium of China Dolphins.. 
No, it is not a boy who is. with, the Dolphin ; it is a salmon-faced 
Shepherd in a pale canary-coloured coat. China manufacturers 
were, it seems, rather limited in designs, apparently : their ideas 
seem to have»been limited by Dolphins and Shepherds. 

Sappy Thought.— By the way, when one thinks of it* these China 
manufacturers must have been men of vast genius ; for, of course,, 
there is a very wide field for the imagination to range over between- 
the two extremes. of a Dolphin at one end and a Shepherd at the 
other. Beginning with a Dolphin, for example, it would be a long 
time before, in the ordinary course of things, you thought it out 
and came to a Shepherd. Or, reversing the order, I do not see any 
line of meditation which would bring you straight from a Shepherd 
to a Dolphin. Might think this out and use it in Typical Develop- 
ments — some where ( passim , as they say when the person who quotes 
isn’t sure of his authority), as the subject, i.e. the development of a 
Dolphin not a Shepherd, would really be most interesting. 

While I’ve been thinking, the Dolphin and the Shepherd have 
been knocked down for forty guineas. In consequence, the Auc- 
tioneer is beginning to brighten up, "as he smiles on an elegant young 
Hebrew seated, officially, at a desk near him, employed in making 
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PSYCHO ” STJItPASSED. 

“A Clergyman ” in the Medium and Daybreak, 
hailing from Edinburgh, relates wonders exhibited there 
by a Dr. Monck at a seance in which that gentleman 
“ was suddenly lifted up by some invisible power on the 
shoulders of some of the company.” The witness of this, 
among other unusual occurrences, premises his report by 
the statement that : — 

11 After waiting a long time we were rewarded with numerous 
raps of at least four or five distinct sorts/’ 

Was one sort the sort of raps that can be given by 
a good cane over the knuckles P If so, perhaps the 
Clergyman and his companions were rewarded as they 
deserved. 

Another writer, who signs his name and address, 
mentions amongst the “facts” which occurred at Dr. 
Mqngk’s seances : — 

A 

“ Tests, elongations of ‘the body on one occasion, as observed 
by Mr. Simpson and Mrs. J. Bowman, who had hold of the 
medium’s hands ; the medium was drawn out to the enormous 
height of ten feet, nearly from floor to ceiling/’ 

Credible witnesses have related the same incredible 
phenomena of Mr. Home. Can Maskelyne and Cooke 
produce the like — and what if they can? Will they 
indeed have struck “ a death-blow to Spiritualism” by 
imitating nights which can mever have occurred, except 
in the imaginations of some who say they saw them? 
However, if Dr. Monck was really elongated to the 
extent of ten feet, he should ,be employed by the Police 
to carry apoplectic or drunk .and incapable persons to 
the station-house. He is evidently a first-rate stretcher. 
Perhaps, -however, that expression may be deemed more 
truly applicable to the witness of his alleged elongation. 


wm 


memoranda of the sale, and sucking his pen-holder when business is 
slack, or when he feels perhaps inclined for some slight refreshment. 

The mild-eyed Auctioneer, however, is very easily depressed. A 
mug (“worth two soos,” somebody says, in a hoarse whisper, to 
somebody else near me) goes for eighteen shillings, and he is “ down 
again,” as the placards announce in the small coal-shops. He takes 
in everyone with his eye — by “ takes in,” I mean “includes in one 
glance,” — and he sighs, as though his breaking heart would go, like 
an overstrained waistcoat-button, while he seems to say to me, per- 
sonally (though by this time he knows Jam “out of it”), “Look 
here! did you ever see such a lot of duffers! Ho spirit! Ho 
energy ! If this sort of thing goes on, 1 ’d better chuck up the 
whole thing at once. Othello's occupation is gone ! ” 

A little statuette sells for twelve guineas, hut he gets no comfoit 
out of this. It wasn’t worth seven— but no matter. 

Next Lot— China figures. Seen from a distance, they appear to 
be two little people trying to climb up a candlestick. Probably a 
Shepherd and a Shepherdess. I. am right. I see them as they are 
handed round by the Assistant, who shows the things to the sharp- 
eyed hook-nosed people about the table, as dexterously as Dr. Lynn 
shows one .of his mechanical trick boxes, in order that they may be 
perfectly convinced “ there is no deception.” 

A Christian dealer at my end— say Antonio— wets his finger, and 
innocently tries the colour of the little gentleman on the candle- 
stick. This is strongly protested against by a Hebrew dealer higher 
up— say Shylock,— who says some cutting professional things to 
Antonio , who, however, returns the loan, as Antonio was bound to 
do, with interest. Shylock , however, gets the better of it— the 
Tubals and others being in force. 

The two figures I see, owing to this delay, are a Harlequin and a 
Maiden 'by a tree, which serves as the candlestick. A Harlequin, 
at all events, is a long way off from a Dolphin, and I don’t see 
where, in the line of inventive genius, is his exact place between the 
Dolphin and the Shepherd. 

Happy Thought— Capital name for an Inn, “ The Dolphin and 
Shepherd.” 


This goe3 for only fourteen guineas the pair. I am astounded, 
and the Auctioneer begins to feel that life is but a Yale of Tears. 

Hext article. Two plates and a cup. Hobody interested. They 
go for less than their value. Then a yellow Shepherd, with a few 
Lambs, and a Female Friend with a few more Lambs : a pair (“ Sure 
such a pair ! ”) which go for twenty- three guineas. This is better. 
(“ Tres bon marche ,” says a distinguished Jewish foreigner behind 
me. “ C'est Moise qui les a achete ” — and then such a chuckle !) 

I find 1 5 ve been here nearly two hours. Strange old women, in 
strange old dresses, make their appearance. They come in later in 
the day, with the afternoon shadows. 

We arrive at Humber Hinety-Six in the catalogue. Betting— I 
mean bidding brisker, and on we go again. More Shepherds and 
Shepherdesses. Then a set of plates is handed round. Everybody 
at the green table has a plate before him, and for one second it 1 
looks as if five minutes had been allowed for refreshment. But the ! 
second sharp assistant gathers them all up almost as soon as the 
first sharp assistant has deposited them, and nothing is put on those 
plates except a price. 

They go for hardly anything. A salad-howl shares the same fate, 
and the Auctioneer is in the depths of despondency. There are four 
days’ sale. I wonder if he ’ll come to-morrow. His young Hebrew 
Secretary, at the other desk, regards the crowd superciliously. He 
evidently wouldn’t bid lor any one of them, even at his own 
valuation. 

Suddenly business takes a turn. The Auctioneer freshens up. 
Th& offers have risen, 'by a suddeu increase of temperature, to fifty 
on the Bidders’ Thermometer. The room is becoming stuffy. 

I will just see this out, aud then see myself out. First, what are 
they bidding for ? I crane over -and catch a glimpse of the China 
ornament just as it is being removed and the hammer is coming 
down. I see it, — it is ,a pale yellow Maiden, and — and — what is 
that ? Yes, I thought so, it is-— a Dolphin. 

Thank Heaven, I come out of these rooms as rich as when I went 
iu ; also a sadder and a wiser, hut not (for Chinaj at all events) a 
Bidder man. 
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TO UPHOLSTERERS, &c. 

Now that Fashionable Skirts are worn so Tight that the Fair 'Wearers thereof can neither Stoop nor Sit Down, it 

MIGHT BE WORTH SOMEBODY’S WHILE TO DEVISE A CHAIR SUITED TO THE PECULIAR EXIGENCES OF THE POSITIONS. 


TEACHERS AND TORTURERS. 

{< la learning a child you can’t he soft with him, you must use violence.” — 
Humane Master-Sweep quoted by the Earl of Shaftesbury in the Debate 
on the Chimney-Sweepers' Bill . 

Mx Lords, Ladies, Commons, and all ye 4 4 respectable,” 
JPunch hopes this maxim strikes you as delectable. 

Laid by a Master-Sweep’s skilled hand we see 
This strong foundation— stronger scarce could be— 

Of his philosophy of cruelty. 

Pray do not misconceive, my Lords and Ladies : 

We have not here an axiom from Hades. 

Indeed ’tis more than doubtful if that quarter 
Keeps pace with Man in the fine arts oi slaughter. 

We might submit to Belial’s inspection, 

As a neat specimen of vivisection 

Applied to infants— with a view to teach ’em — 

Truths told by Shaftesbury in what Lord Beauchamp 
Politely called his “ very able statement.” 

Punch hardly dares repeat without abatement 
That tale of torture— ears, at least, are chaste ; 

Those who have little tenderness have taste, 

And taste— a very dainty thing— refuses 
To scan the list of blows, and burns, and bruises, 

Of blains brine-hardened, knee-caps tom, and worse, 

The foul soot-cancer— faugh ! the ear ’s averse 
To such unsavoury details. And yet 
If eloquence could make the eyelids wet, 

Or the heart hot, it should be such as sounds 
From the red lips of these poor infants’ wounds ; 

And bare recital of the woes that wait 
On helpless climbing-boys, from six to eight, 

Which is so 4 4 nice and teachable an age l ” 

Whip Justice up, my Lords ; bid her not halt ; 

If helpless here, she is not worth her salt. 


Has she been fumbling for a hundred years* 

Till her keen blade ’s a-rust with hopeless tears, 

And cannot smite one clean and cleaving stroke 
To break these tortured children’s heavy yoke ? 

Shall thrift respectable, and callous greed, 

Baffle her still — while helpless infants bleed V 
Sold, stolen, slowly-slain, the tiny thralls 
From choking due and soot-bag death-bed cry ; 

Heed, Lords and Commons, or men may ask why 
Law sits enthroned and armed in costly halls. 

* il This terrible system has now been before the Public for more than one 
hundred years, and for eighty- five has been the subject of legislation.."— 
Lord Shaftesbury. 


Charges at the Academy* 

* 4 Charges”— not in the French sense of the word, i. e. carica- 
tures— are among the sensational features of this year’s Academy 
Exhibition. There is Miss Thompson’s Charge of Cuirassiers and 
Polish Lancers on the 28th in square, at Quatre Bras. There is 
I M. Phillipoteaux’s Charge of the French Heavy Cavalry on the 
Highlanders in square at Waterloo. But a more remarkable and 
determined charge than either is the Charge of the Scotch Greys, 
from North of the Tweed, on the Line of the Exhibition. 

Ministerial Infanticide* 

One of the measures at present before Parliament is an “Infanti- 
cide Bin.” Will that, if it passes, prevent the usual Massacre oi 
the Innocents ? If it does not pass, will it fall itself a victim to 
the crime which it was proposed to check ? 

TO SPORTING CORRESPONDENTS. 

Instead of wasting time in reading Derby prophecies, you might 
do much better if you read The Coming Pace . 
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ROYAL ACADEMY COMMISSION. 

SO ^m Commissioners safe 

* after lunch. A great 
many Witnesses were 
in. attendance. In an- 
swer to questions as to 
the necessity for visit- 
ing the Royal Academy, 
the^ various . replies were 

Because we came up 
to town on purpose. 
Because everyone goes. 
Because we couldn’t 
return to Sloweombe- 
on-Sea or Snoozleton- 
in- the -Yale and own 
we hadn’t been to the 
Academy. Because we 
know some of the Ar- 
tists, and when we meet 
them we must be able 
to talk about their pic- 

/ ^ v > tures. Because Edwin 

Ns > ^ \ will be' there. Because 

f&o,, Emmx'wiII be there. 

Because one — I mean’, 
two-can get away so 
easily and “ sit out.” Because, if you; know when to. go* .youmeet 
everybody you want to see. Because, if you know when-to ; go, you 
don’t meet anybody you want to avoid, &c., &c. 

Miss Matjd Flyrter, examined by Our Own Commissioner, 
admitted that but for one, or more, of the above reasons, going to the 
Academy would be a horrid bore. But. then to do anything yon 
don’t want to do is a horrid bore. 

Mias. Matcher and Daughters : How long" did we take “ getting 
through it ? ” 0, an hour and a half, I think. We saw it all. Of 
course the girls were with me the whole time. Yes, .except once, 
when they went, with my permission; , to. Number Six room with. 
Me. Talboots and Ma. Wyndsor Bbown: 

Yes, certainly, both these gentlemen are eligible partis* 

The Rev. Me. Specoxum:. ( from > Doddleborough } and two 
Nephews : Did you , carefully" examine the pictures you had heard’ 
“ well spoken of ? Certainly. . Were yon loud and firm in expa- 
tiating on the merits of pictures bywell-known Artists about which 
yon had previously -read, and were you:diffident in stating- your owu 
opinion on other pictures of which you had previously heard, or read, 
nothing at all ? Certainly; [The majority of Witnesses gave similar 
evidence.] Didn’lyou, as a rule, find that, had you consulted your 
own individual taste, you would;liave preferred the pictures which 
were by “Nobodies?” Yes— I think so. [The majority of Wit- 
nesses gave similar, evidence on this point also.] The Witness went 
on to say that he pointed out to his Nephews all the pictures illus- 
trative of historical and classical subjects, specially “ Andromache 
tied to a Rock”' Being asked if he didn’t mean Andromeda, he 
replied, rather angrily, that- he was an M.A., Oxon, and had told 
both his Nephews that" it was “ Andromache,” and he must be 
right. ^ ... 

Captain Slyboots, in answer to Our Commissioner s question, 
said he thought there was a very fair show of pretty gals this year 
at the Academy. Met some doosid nice-looking gals. Thought the 
country ones looked so fresh and — ar — that sort of thing, you know. 
(Our Co mmis sioner didrflt know, and objected to being quoted as 
evidence.) Didn’t see any sculpturing. Didn’t know there was 
any. Thought the Academy was all pictures. Yes, he recollected 
having seen some busts, and things of that sort, huddled together ou 
a shelf somewhere, but he thought they were put there to be out of 
the way. Wanted to have a soda-and-B. at the refreshment-room, 
hut didn’t like the smell at the door. Thought it cookshoppy, ana 
preferred going to the Club. Saw some of the rummiest, queerest, 
antediluvianest old fossils, in fronts and curls, and such bonnets! 
Suppose they come np to town, like Christmas, only once a year. 

Miss Gushed, in answer to questions, said : Of course, I went at once 
to Miss Thompson’s picture 1 0, isn’t it awful ! And the horses, you 
know !— that horse in the comer ! And the men I 0, it ’s thrilling ! 
What else do I admire ? 0, that dear old lady in the cap and 

rufE, and the Babylonian Matrimonial Agency, — I mean Market! 
0, how lovely ! And the Sculpture Gallery in Nineveh or Pompeii, 
or somewhere I 0, it ’s really quite too lovely ! Yes, I should like 
to be painted— I mean, have my portrait taken by Millais, or 
Tissot, or Sandys. No, I do not know quite how to pronounce Alma 
Tadema. I ’m sure he must be so nice. It. may be “ Allmar 
Taddymar,” but that sounds too like. Scotch ; or it may be “Al-may 
Tadeemay.” Am I sure that Alma isn’t the name of a girl ? It 


never struck me before ; but, 0 dear no, I don’t think he can be a 

girl. 0, it ’s all charming, delightful, aud I ’m sure if you only 

(Here the Witness was requested to stand down.) 

Miss Nelly Dulcet deposed to the effect that she was engaged to 
Edward, — at least, as far as they were concerned, it was settled. 
Didn’t mind saying that she thought the Sculpture-room a very nice 
place to sit in. It was so quiet. Did not think she spoke exactly 
the truth when, on Grandmamma and Aunt coming suddenly upon 
them in the Sculpture-room, she said she couldn’t tell how it was 
that she and Edward had lost them, and how glad she was to have 
found them at last. 

Miss Gbuebeeey, who was of opinion that she"might perhaps be 
over thirty, but not much, thought everybody at the Academy very 
rude, . and- selfish. She never could get a seat. When she did, 
people trod. on. her toes, and didn’t beg pardon. Then, when she 
waa seated' comfortably, people would get between her and the pic- 
tures. Thoughtshe ’d complain to the police. She nearly fainted 
twice, but nobody attended to her, and sheldidn’t mind owning now, 
that she did lose her temper, and tread on people’s toes on purpose. 
Thought there ought to be some rule about Bears being admitted. 
By “Bears,” she meant rude people. Didn’t know that some 

B is on the Stock,. Exchange were called “ Bears,” but had always 
that persons* on: the Stock Exchange were very rude. She 
went to the Academy with her friend Miss Hobbles, but she wasn’t 
any sort of use to her, except in finding the refreshment-room, 
which she thought the best part of the Exhibition. 

Ifcheing time for fiveio’-clock. tea,- the inquiry was adjourned. 


’TWIXT CZAR AND KAISER. 

{What passed at Berlin ; From Different Stand-points .) 

According. to the Fbench. 

The Kaiser . Sire, France is the greatest nation in the world. 
Paris is the Mistress of. Civilisation. I dread both France and Paris. 
Help me to crush them ? and name your own price. 

The Czar . You are right, Sire I France is the greatest nation in 
the world. Paris tV the Mistress of Civilisation. But both are 
invincible! Sire,. yon are answered ! 

According’ to the Germans. 

The Czar* Sire*. as the v Head of the Great Fatherland, as the 
Sovereign of Sovereigns, -I beseech you to put your august foot upon 
my unworthy neck. 

The Kaiser . What, have you done to deserve the honour, 0 my 
son ? However— kneel ! 

Accobding to the Belgians. 

The Kaiser. We will be business-like. You can take Turkey, 
aud Brussels. shall be the capital of the new German State. I will 
crush France, aud to you I leave that tiny but troublesome Island. 
Yon understand me ? 

The Czar. Perfectly. England. I accept the bargain. 

Accoeding to the Amebicans. 

The Kaiser. I guess the United States is a fine country — and jest 
raised a century !— yes, Siree ! 

The Czar. I guess it is so, Colonel ! 

Accobding to the Italians. 

The Kaiser; What did Francis Joseph say to Victor Emmanuel 
at Venice, Sire ? Ask him, Sire, ask him ? 

The Czar. A thousand pardons, Sire! If you wish to know, ask 
him yourself. No offence, Sire ; but ask him yourself. 

According to the Russians. 

The Kaiser. Sire, I wish to heaT your opinion upon a subject 
very dear to my heart. Do you tbink my new crown suits my 
complexion? 

The Czar . Really, Sire, I must take time for consideration. 

According to the English. 

The Kaiser. Permit me, Sire, to sing you one of Bismarck’s last 
new songs— a sweet little thing, of Ins own composition — “Come, 
lovely Peace.” Will you kindly join in the chorus ? 

The Czar. With pleasure. Handel’s, though, is it not ? 

The Kaiser . Bismarck’s. At least he says it’s his ; and what ’s 
his is mine : so I never contradict him. Hark ! Don’t you hear him ? 
The pipes of Bismarck and Gortschaeoit are heard in the distance. 

Sound approaches . Enter Bismarck, followed by Gortschakope. 

The Czar. A thought strikes me. Let’s have a dance I ^ 

The Kaiser. It will reassure Europe. Come l— a nous" deux. If 
the Prince will give us the air. 

Bismarck. Just you set the step, Sire. I ’ll make the music keep 
time to it: never fear! , . . _ _ 7 

Raiser and Czar dance. Bismarck pipes. Air, Come , lovely 
Peace ! ” [At least the air sounds like it.] 
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TOO COMMUNICATIVE BY HALF. 

Suspiciow-ZooJcing Party. “That’s a tine Pup o’ Yourn, Master,” 

Mr. Verdant Green (with pride). “I should think he was! Why, I gave 
Fifteen Guineas for him when he was Six Weeks old, and he ’s worth 

THREE TIMES AS MUCH NOW ! ” 

[Suspicious-looking Party has quite a weakness for valuable Pups, and mentally 
makes a note of Mr. V. G.’s residence for the future. 


DERBY-DAY DISCIPLINE. 

<£ Really I must consider this subject.”— Mr. Disraeli in 
reply to Sir Wilfrid Lawson’s question if he meant to adjourn 
over the Derby-Day. 

In night-, by way of considering-cap, 

Small blame to Ben if be took bis nap, 

While Biggar maunders, and Wh alley weeps, 
And dulness through St. Stephen's creeps— 

He dreams : Sir Wilfrid, airy pate, 

With Adam's ale inebriate, 

Wakes up the Premier ; wants to know 
If to the Derby he may go. 

Ben, after answer a la Sphinx, 

Resettles to his forty winks. 

Dreameth he of the stand, the hill, 

Bookmen and backers bawling shrill ; 

The wild sweep-past of racing steeds, 

And ladies of still faster breeds ; 

The bold dog that will cross the course, 

Defying Starling and the Force, 

And tears defiant down the ride, 

'Mid Boots and howls from either side ? 

Meanwhile Sir Wilfred all would rule 
By rod of the Good Templars' School, 

And, laughing, shuts us from the pale 
Which men will climb for cakes and ale. 

“ Ho Derby ! '' Let that field lie fallow : 

A fig for favourite Camballo / 

For wise men matters there a pin 
Betwixt a screw and Gallop-in t 
This is Good Templardom's stern sentence, 

“ As medicine to help repentance, 

Drink, Wednesday next, to purge your faults, 

Hot Epsom fizz, but Epsom salts. 

For a siphonia mount hair-shirt, 

Hot 'gainst road-dust, but moral dirt ; 

Upon white tile no green veil pin. 

But tear off that which screens your sin ; 

O’er your book rather blush than brag, 

And mount not , but put on, the drag ! ” 

That for Good Templars ! Mr. Punch , 

Wooed on all hands to laugh and lunch, 

Will humours of the road enjoy, 

Nor with excess enjoyment cloy; 

Will rise to transient may-fly loves, 

Lose, matters not how much, in gloves ; ^ 

From bright eyes sparkling madness drain, 

More swift ana sweet than dry champagne, 

Feel racing rapture, breathe fresh air, 

And gladly meet Sir Wilfrid there. 


the Thames, Pour les Pauvres and the Orphan of the. Temple ; 
H. D. Pochin Watching the Game, On a Favourite Shooting Pony, 
From the Shot-Tower in the Twilight ; and Mr. Hardcastle telling 
the story of “ Old Grouse in the Gun-room” to Polly Peaehum, 
and A Fruit Woman of Cairo Refurbishing The Crown of Love 
(Hardly Earned) in The Interior of the Grand Mosque of Damascus, 
on Sunday afternoon, in War Time. 

What follows is Private and Confidential— about The Barber's 
Pmdigy in A Barber’s Shop in Tunis, and Bringing Home the 
Bride from The Babylonian Marriage Market, under Enid’s First 
Parstsol, to A Green Thought in a Green Shade ; or with Julian the 
Apostate on A Fete Day, going to a Bull-Fight in The Steamer 
Panther to see School Re-visited by W. E. Forster and F. W. Walker, 
in spite of Thomas Cariyle and Philosophy, and with no regard for 
The First Taste and The Last Muster in the teeth of Master McGrath 
and Dr. Macleod, and all the Beer-Fish and Water Pets in The 
Royal Aquarium, and— which awakens a suspicion that all this may 
be A Dream— thence back to Alma Tadema’s Sculpture Gallery in 
picture gallery Ho. LI!! 

Pheugh I What a round— in this roasting weather, too ! 


and its value as a great field for artists! and art-study.” The Con- 
servative majority of the House of Commons will, of course, readily 
take any steps which a Conservative Government may propose for 
a truly Conservative purpose, and all the. Liberals who are liberal 
enough to value anything above money wilL march with them. In 
the meantime, may the pillows of all the wretches engaged in 
devising those changes in the Hew Forest which menace ultimate 
enclosure, be haunted by the Ghost of Wil lia m Rufus. 


Temperance Mursing. 

Success to the new Temperance Caffe, established by the People’s 
Cafe Company, in Whitechapel, and opened on Wednesday last by 
the Earl of Shaftesbury. Wean the people from gin on tea, coffee, 
ginger-beer, and lemonade, but don’t treat them so completely like 
babies as to make laws for the purpose of depriving Britons of their 
beer. 


Inaccurate Euphemism. 


FIGHT FOR THE HEW FOREST. 

The threatened enclosure of the Hew Forest has induced some 
Hoblemen and Gentlemen to take rooms at 294, Regent Street, 
for an exhibition of the Forest scenery, which Mr. Punch ear- 
nestly recommends to the attention of his picture-loving readers. 
It has also moved the principal authorities of the Hartley Institu- 
tion at Southampton to address a petition to the House of Commons 
praying the House “to take such steps as will make the Hew 
Forest a national park, and such as will keep unimpaired its beauties 


Why are lodgings to let almost always advertised not as 
“ Rooms” but “Apartments ” ? “Apartments ” for Single Gentle- 
men are all very well; but surely “ Togethermenfcs ” would be 
more suitable to Man and Wife. 


AT HOME AND ABROAD. 

Chitling, who is a Master Mason, came up from the country by a 
fast train expressly to be present at tbe Installation. The notion 
of Chitling being “Master” anywhere sounds rather amusing to 
Mrs. C., who is autocratic in the domestic circle. 
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“THAT UNHAPPY NOBLEMAN.” 

{See Wh alley on Castro, House of Commons, May 11.) 

The Tichborne Claimant, in convict raiment, 

Is picking oakum in a Dartmoor cell, 

And in that gehenna he can’t get senna 
And salts and blue pill, when he don’t feel well. 

He’s growing thinner on the prison dinner, 

He misses his brandy-and-water cold ; 

So, sadder and wiser, he writes to the ’ Tizer, 

And by Whalley, weeping, is the story told. 

Those times, my Whalley, seem almost jolly, 

When the House bade you sing, as to speak unfit. 

Now with Ejenealt, of mouth unmealy, 

For Coventry songless and sad you sit ! 

But weep not for Orton, if less sweet than short, on 
His mighty maw Dartmoor diet palls : 

.Reduced abdomen is a healthy omen. 

For one of his size shut within four walls. 

Three agents of evil— world, flesh, and devil,— 

Our sponsors Bhould teach us to renounce. 

But while these keep their place (as is too oft the case), 
Repentance is gammon, remorse but bounce. 

two of these three,— world and flesh, — we see, 
Thanks to Dartmoor and diet, the Claimant ’s at peace ; 

With the third and worst while he still is curst, 

As his friend, please don’t ask for his release ! 


THE LATEST ODDS. 

The Odd Persons (in Society) who pay regularly a Sabbath visit 
to “the Zoo,” and yet object to the opening of the Brighton i 
Aquarium on Sundays. . | 

The Odd Persons (belonging to the School-boards) who think the 
best way to educate tbe Child is to starve the Mother. 

The Odd Persons (in the Army) who profess to hold Cash in utter 
contempt, and yet haggle and argue about the prioe of au Exchange 
and the rate of a bonus. 

The Odd Persons (in the City) who represent themselves as simple 
old Sailors, or poor old Soldiers, and yet object to the holding of the 
Royal Commission upon Foreign Loans. 

The Odd Persons (in the Country) who, in spite of recent dis- 
closures, still insist upon investing tneir money in South American 
Securities. 

The Odd. Persons (in Trade) who object to the Adulteration Laws, 
and yet wish to keep their customers from visiting the Co-operative 
Stores originated by the gentlemen of the Civil Service. 

And, lastly, the very Odd Persons (for further particulars, see 
Red Book) who imagine that fame and fortune are to be secured at I 
any time upon the Turf or in tbe City by merely refraining from 
acting “ on the even.” 

Irish Tranquillity. 

Is not the title of “The Peace Preservation (Ireland) Bill” a 
misnomer ? Had it not better he The Peace Enforcement Bill ? Or 
is it peace, .Pat, when there is no peace ? To be sure, there is some- 
thing in the idea that an Irish Bill should have an Irish title. 


REVIVALISM ON TELE ROAD. WARNED ORE THE COURSE. 

Retain Revivals have lately been held in Her Majesty’s Opera Next week is the Derby. Pun& gives timely notice, with all 

p * Ut - i * on i u x? * aiL ^ ^ most the earnestness of which he is master, that he willjnot insert jokes 

popular Revival is the “ Revival of Coaching.” about Galopin . ' 


Printe* by f k^e^anshof *&**&*, ^ tte County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, A&ne-w, ft Co., Lombard 

street, ia tbe mcrnct of WJutefriam,in the City of London, and published by him at No. 85, Fleet Street, in thJ Parish of St. Bride, Jity of London—SaxuablTTMay 22, 187#. 
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Members showed after 


imfi * l \ IT I \ win^ffyll ifty Members showed after the Whitsuntide 

rt^vTSKCVv^ \ 1/ i Wy/i Ilf III week — [Thursday > May 20)— 44 a beggarly ac- 

v 1/ ^ %\ m Jfk count oi empty benches.” The rest were not going 

m ^ U % W / i \ * to ' cut "short their holidays for Mr. Sullivan’s 

I T w-jOH rrl ih/v t]S question, or Lord Elcho’s perpetual motion— that 

| \ l Ji// A\ the Service is going to that place which is paved 

<v \ \\ \ %* with good intentions. 

v * vO 1 Punch would not be surprised if a good many of 

^^ =s==2 ^)r^ , * ,i5 ^ the dear naughty boys stretched their 'Whitsun 

holidays over the Derby-day. Apropos , suppose, 
instead of Peter Taylor’s regular Anti-Derby- 
t Day Jeremiad, Sir Wilfrid, as Commons Professor 

of the Gay Science,” were to treat Honourable Members to a parody on “ Black- Eyed Susan” 44 All on the Downs the House was 
poured.” Of course Ministers will be there on their Drag— if it has not been too much used up in the course of the Session. We 
never remember the Drag so much in demand through the four months before Whitsuntide. 

Business opened with Mr. Sullivan’s question about Count Munster’s speech at the National Club, for which the Count 
certainly deserves a rap over the knuckles. (By the way, considering his high-flying Protestantism, suppose the _ Count changed his name 
from Count Munster to Count Ulster ?) Will the Count forgive Mr. Punch for the suggestion that his advice to England — a propos 
of the struggle between Protestantism and Ultramontanism— 44 to look out in time,” and “to keep an eye on Ireland,” is altogether 
superfluous, and tant soit peu impertinent ? Punch is quite aware the latter word is not diplomatic, but neither was Count Munster’s 
speech, as Mb. Disraeli was hound to admit in answer to Mr. Sullivan’s question. 

Suppose Lord Odo Russell had tendered a similar piece of advice at the dinner of some Protestant Club at Berlin ? Suppose 
eTe P. , non-di; plomatic as he is— turned the tables, and recommended Germany, through Count Munster, to look out in time, 
an d take care that between Eagle’s claws and Falk laws she do not come to grief one of these days ? 

Mr. Disraeli answered Mr. Sullivan very discreetly. 44 Count Munster’s speech, ho should say, was not diplomatic ; but he 
had no wish to discourage free speech, even from a diplomatist. It is possible His Excellency may soon visit Ireland, and then he 
willseethere is not the slightest analogy between the Roman Catholic subjects of the German Emperor, and the Roman Catholic subjects 
offHer Majesty the Queen.” J 

Not the slightest. Our laws give our Roman* Catholic fellow-subjects — Ultramontanes or others — full swing and free speech. The 
Talk laws give them repression, hue, and imprisonment. We leave the safety-valve free to work. Germany, or rather Bismarck, not 
only ties it down, but sits upon it into the bargain, and the Reich’s-Kanzler is not a feather-weight. On the whole, England believes 
her own system the safer of the two, and, through Mr. Punchy recommends Count Munster to look at home, and keep his breath to cool 
| his (Prussian) porridge. 

,, Another night of active Elgho eruption— the Charteris Geyser in full military blast. Nothing and nobody can persuade Lord Elcho 
teat our Army is not rotten— stock, look, and barrel. Most of the oldT Army-men in the House, and a great many out of it, disgusted 
witn recent changes— above all, with the Abolition of Purchase, and the introduction of a Short Service System— and indisposed to give 
tnese ana tneir concomitant alterations a. fair time for trial— are as busy as a certain gentleman in a gale of wind, picking holes in our 
present Army arrangements. All the military malecontents find a ready mouthpiece in Lord Elcho. 

The best proof of the utter want of practical usefulness in these Army-nights is the absolute irreconcilability of the suggestions for 
nnprovement with which they teem. It ever too many cooks spoiled the broth, there can he but small hope for our military pot-au-feu. 
boor ax the range of recipes. Lord Elcho, pending a conscription, which he believes we must come to, wants none hut effective men — that 
Ji ; 8 + w Se « it 6 wor< *> twenty— entered on the Estimates of Effectives. He laughs to scorn the Duke of Cambridge’s 

”r «** tJ1 a r . 11 . present Aldershot Division were put on a war-footing he would he ready to march with them anywhere, or on 

any service, at five minutes* notice.” He prefers the authority of 44 the man in the street ” to that of the Commander-in-Chief. 

Balfour thought the estimate of men and horses to an artillery battery excessive. Good service had been done with half 
tne e£? n ntmi ° ers * A? recruiting, he was dead in the teeth of Lord Elcho’s plan of conscription. 

Mr. Sidebottom was all for raising Hie soldier’s pay. 

Mr. Holms was all for Short Service and Reserves. 

£°ys for the Army, as we do for the Navy. 

tho s *? tls ^ <i tig* Short Service must fail. Deferred pay and pensions, with Civil employment in prospective, was 

the salt tor the recruit’s tail. Tour Home service should be compulsory, your Foreign service Volunteer. 
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KNOWING ONE’S PLACE. 

The Lady Isculte (cet. three). “Tao welly kind of you to Cally mf, Yobrrt! Thall I give you a Kith? 1 ! 
Robert (in great trepidation), N — N — N — not for the world, My Lady!” 


Mb. Bass saw nothing for it but conscription, with a tax of a 
week’s means of everyone of the 300,000 young men yearly attaining 
twenty, to attract recruits. 

Sib H. Havelock: defended the Short Service System, hut admitted 
that of our recruits 10 per cent, ought never to have been enlisted, 
and another 10 wanted two years’ seasoning to make into soldiers. 

Mb. Hardy begged the Army reformers to give him a chance of 
swimming by himself — not all to sit on his shoulders at once, by 
way of keeping his head above water. He had difficulties enough, 
but he was quite aware of them : was’carefully watching the growth 
of Lord Cardwell’s plant, though he did not admit the advantage 
of pulling it up before it had had time to bear fruit. In short, he 
spoke candid common sense, as usual. 

The truth is our Army is in a transition state, and must have time 
to get through it. And all the impatience and impetuosity of all the 
Elchos will not enable us to escape the drawbacks and weak points 
of a transition time. Lord Elcho, Parliament, Punch , and John 
Bull must all have patience. 


DERBY DRAGS, 

’Wecer you have carefully contrived to leave your wife and 
children at Brighton^ and have treacherously returned to town 
avowedly to attend to important business, but really to act as host 
to a jovial party of bachelors, who propose a pilgrimage to Epsom, 
to learn by telegraph on the morning of the race that your wife has 
decided upon following you, and will be at home just half an hour 
before the time you have appointed for the meeting of the aforesaid 
jovial party of bachelors at your own house. 

When you have arrived at the Waterloo Station, and are in the 
middle of a crowd from which you cauuot escape, to find that you 
have left your purse at home at Bedford, and have at that moment 
in your pockets juBt one shilling and fourpence-haJfpenny. 

When you are seated on the roof of a coach in company with a 
number of choice spirits on the road to Epsom, to open the morning 
paper to find that the venture in which you have invested the 
savings of many years has come prematurely to utter grief. 


When you (a young man just commencing life) have received a 
grudgingly-given leave of absence for one day from yonr “ serious ” 
employer (who lives at Clapham) on the pretext that you wish to 
attend the funeral of o, greatly venerated Maiden Annt at Southend, 
to run across that serious employer at the Wimbledon Station, where 
you (evidently by some mistake) happen to he seated in a carriage 


of “ unlimited Loo ” in the railway carriage going down, and some- 
how or other contrive to lose a year and a half’s income in five-and- 
twenty minutes. 

When you (from the top of a coach) look into the drawing-room 
of the house wherein dwells the object of yonr soul’s secret adoration 
to find the aforesaid object evidently on the point of accepting your 
hated rival Smith, who, you notice, is pleading his cause on his 
knees before her. 

When you are gallantly buttoning the glove of sweet Alice 
Flirtington (the charming daughter of that good-natured old souL 
Flirtington, of the firm of Elibtington, Brown, Jones, and 
Flirtington) on the Hill at Epsom, to find your wife’s mother 
glaring at you from the rumble of the next carriage. 

When you meet your tailor, to whom you owe a large amount, 
and from whom, strange to say, you have received no reminder for 
years, on the Hill, and he exclaims, “You here, Sir! Why, I 
thought you were dead ! As it is, I shall have the honour of send- 
ing in my account to you to-morrow. To avoid unpleasantness on 
both sides, I trust you will enable me to give it to you receipted ! ” 

When you find ‘ ‘ the certainty ” you have backed for a great deal 
more than you can afford to lose “ scratched” on your arrival at 
Epsom. 

When, after being unwise enough to entrust all your loose cash to 
a loud-voiced gentleman in the Ring who has given you long odds 
upon the winning horse, you look for your debtor and find him gone. 

And, greatest drag ox all, when you are conscious of having pre- 
snmed to do, say, or think anything at Epsom, which you know 
would not have received the sanction of that best of men, wisest of 
sages, and ’cutest of prophets, Mr. Punch, the Grand, the Good, and 
the Hoble. 
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not Beared by his feUow men— I say, whenever this Specialist friend 
QY becomes very sociable and communioative, as, for .instance, after 

dinner, he will make you offers as generous as the wine he is dnnk- 
C ' anti- big. Perhaps he knows all about vineyards and importing. He 
K of Bosom wfll say confidentially to you, “ My dear fellow, this is a first-rate 
The Taxon glass of wine. Now I suppose you gave about sixty-four for this, 

Races introduced eh P” You don’t like to admit it, because you know that when a 
Itaees miroducea a . Mlr . * 1 ,. motion he imnlies that you’ve been a sweet 


hn'niniM asamatter the money, so you answer, res, was was auouj 
Off Address says the Specialist, “ I thought so. Now, look here, when you want 
from the Mayor this sort of thing you come to me.’ The mystery and the emphasis 
Inf Coloration! of manner and facial expression accompanying tins announcement 
Horse-nower (many Q.H- 1 -te take away your breath. You feel molrned to exclaim in a 
veMs befOTe tSi^ subdued tone, “Lor I you don’t say so.” Whereat he nods i gravely, 
troduetion of steam) sips Ms 'wine meditatively, as though considering whether you 
seen in onirS could be trusted with a secret, and presently he will add, You 
JE? come to me; I can get this for you at about half, what you’re 
navine:.” Gracious Heaven! why hi 



Xfmm.j,, 




*4 ! A. * ^ 


SSTfciTT Tou arabout half what you’re 
1 2lfi fnwm salts paying.” Gracious Heaven! why haven’t I known this man years 
discovered aeciden! ago ! ^Henceforth (you determine! there and then) never will you 
tefli hv moon-! buy any wine without consulting this clever person, who is evi- 
licht in a srove of dently ( behind the scenes. ... , . , ,, 

horse-festnutfbv Sappy Thought.-So is the gas-man at a theatre “ ^behind the 
in mhTent London scene?;” hut he is not an infiuential person: at least, I believe not. 
phvsfokf who had There are many who are behind the scenes without any advantage 
lost his wav on the to themselves, or their friends m front. ’ 

lost nis way UU tuts T m.-* - _ ’ i oat«o anon as nr n+Lnr T 


Downs while re- What a number of Specialists behind some scenes or other I 
turning to Town have known I And how invariably have they failed me when the 
from a consultation, time came to invoke their aid-just as those three old Spinsters 
on horseback failed the too credulous Macbeth , who ought to have been more 

1339 Horse-ra- hard-headed as a Scotchman— [Note. — Memorandum Booh, Sub- 
dish introduced into ject for an article in Typical developments under letter 


this country, from Arabia, by a native of Epsom, who had fought in Macbeth considered as exhibiting the (typically Scotch) absence of 
the 8 Crusades under the Chevaheb Bata£d, and was, at aVb- any sense of j humour specially where £e loses his temper mid 
sequent period, elected an honorary member of the Jockey Club. strikes him. —Vide Stage Directions]. In horses, for example, 
1602. jThe first cheval looking-glass seen in England, made.by an as in my friend Glopmn’s case, wholmd said when you want a 
upholsterer at Epsom. horse, you send L to me. I did send, and he didn’t come. A very 


upholsterer at Epsom. 

1745. The young Chevalier (disguised as a Jockey) present a 
Races. (TMs incident has been painted by Horsley, R. A.) 

1779. The Oaks instituted, won by a head by Tete-d-Tete, 

1780. The Derby instituted. Won by a neck by Nectarine . 
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1780. The Derby instituted. Won by a neck by Nectarine . 18 the manager at Buckletop s now— and you just send in to him , 

1784. The Derby won by Mr. Burke's gray My, Sublime and say you know me, and he ’ll square it for you. I thanked him 
Beautiful Hence the origin of the proverb, “ The Gray Mare is heartily. I asked him to dinner : he came. He repeated his advice, 
the better Horse.” I acted on it. I sent into Jinks; in fact, I saw Jinks on the 

1788. A French Horse, who had been quite out of the betting— subject. , ^ 

Hors de Combat — the Winner of the Derby. Jinks, a very horsey young person, with-;inutton-chop whiskers, 

1790. Known as Darbv and Joan vear. the great race having whose extremities were beautifully bright I mean polished boots 


Hors de Combat — the Winner of the Derby, 


Jinks, a very horsey young 


1790. Known as Darby and Joan year, the great race having 'whose extremities were beautifully 


beenwon by Sir Bitsbit pA^sehestnutMaje— Jian. and resplendent hat-took off his bat politely to me, andaakedme 

1795. The first stone of the new Grand Stand laid (on the Oaks business. I told him. Yes,* there was no difiiculty m dis- 
Bay) by the Lord Mayor. ' posing of a horse, trap, and. harness. The sale days were so-and- 

1800. Dead heat for the Derby between Physician and so ; and they would go, he said, in the usual way. The usual 

Apothecary . They divided the stakes. way ” gave me, as it were, my cue. Now was evidently my oppor- 

1803. Longshanks won the Derby by a length. tunity for bringing out Dr. Blumeedge s name, because 1 didn t 

1808. Kaleidoscope's year— ridden by Sam Chutney. The want my things to be sold in “ the usual way,” which means, as 1 

Jockey who was to have piloted the Winner, being unable to fulfil understand it, at a dead loss to;the vendor, bo it now flashed 

Ms engagement through hoarseness, Chutney was taken as a sub- across me as a — . _ , 

stitute on the spur of the moment. Happy Thought . — Look knowing, and mention I came irom DR. 

1814. The Allied Sovereigns visited Epsom. By a very remark- Blumfcige. . 

able coincidence the Derby was won by Prussian Blue and the Jinks bowed and smiled. No sudden effect from mentioning 


Oaks by Charlotte Jtusse, 

{To be concluded Next Year,) 


Blumeedge. Jinks didn’t immediately look surprised and pleased, 
and reply, “ O, indeed, a friend of Dr. Blumeedge’ s ? I shall be 
delighted to do anytMng for a friend of Dr. Blumeedge’ s. What 
will you take? Champagne? Here, John, Champagne ! And as to 
tMs horse and trap of yours, well, what do you expect to get for it, 
eh ? A hundred and fifty to two hundred pounds ? Well, as a 
friend of Dr. Blumeedge’ s, I shan’t put you to the trouble of wait- 
ing for the sale ; we’ll manage all that, andhere ’s a cheque for two 
hundred.” 

That ’s what was, in effect, my idea of what ought to have followed 


npn a qtatvt a T XT a T)T)V mTTOTTntrrrQ ’ en r A hundred, and flity to two hundred pounds r w en, as a 

OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. friend of De. Bloto-idoe’s, I shan’t put you to the trouble of wait- 

A Visit to some Furniture Auction Rooms. • Remarks on P? f OT , the sale 5 we ’ll manage all that, and'here ’s a cheque for two 
Specialists • ~ hundred.” 

* That’s what was, in effect, my idea of what ought to have followed 

My Aunt, in lodgmgs at Ramsgate (perched, as it were, previous on my mentioning Blumeedge’ s name. Jinks, however, did nothing 
to settling down in a nest of her own), wrote to say, that if 1 can pick of the sort. I tried B lumped ge on him again. I said, “ Dr. Blum- 
up anything cheap in the way of tables or chairs, old-fasMoned, she fudge recommended me here ; and told me to mention his name to 
will be glad of it. ( you.” 

. Having done Christie and Manson’s, it occurs to me that I will Jinks smiles and hows. Yes, on consideration, he thinks he knows 
inspect a furniture sale. Dr. Blumeedge, and, to satisfy himself, asks me (asks me,’ /) “ if 

Happy Thought-Sena. to my friend Twtnton Tick, who knows Dr. Blumeedge isn’t rather a stout man with a bald head ? ” 
all about tMs sort of thing. _ “He is,” I replied, with a fast expiring hope that when he had 


wueiL you reiy upon a menu wiio is a •‘Specialist. 7 ' xwinton on the contrary, having recalled Dr. Jblumeedges appearance, ana 
Vick, just now, when I want to pick up some good fnmiture, cheap, identified him, he seemed to wish to avoid any further allusion to 
would be absolutely invaluable. He knows the dealers, he knows him. He merely added, that “ if I would send a man with the trap, 
their ways and their dodges ; he knows the 'right people to go to, and so forth, it should be attended to,” and bowed me out. From 
j and the wrong ones to be avoided. Whenever you make friends that moment I 'set down Dr. Blumeedge as a humbug. So with 
1 TOfta- bpeciaiist— by which I mean some one who has obtained a Specialists in everything ; don’t trust them, that’s my moral, 
peculiar knowledge on any one particular subject, or has advantages Thinking over xwinton Yick and his wonderful purchases at 
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“ Tulipioood Cabinet “ Old China Clock , Candelabra , 
Mirrors and Girandoles ” — tlie latter, by itself, I should 
have thought was a Spanish dance. 

Then come “ Worcester , Chelsea , Sevres, Oriental China , 
Groups, Vases, Beakers, and Lowestoft dinner service ,” 
also to be sold by auction, and to be inspected now, to- 
morrow, or the morning of the sale. 

Happy Thought * — Inspect them now. I accept a 
catalogue from a man in a sort of railway signal-box, 
and enter the auction-room. 


REFRESHMENT. 

Hospitable Good Templar {to Visitor— average Scotsman ). “ Well, sow, what will 
you Tax’, Mao, after your Walk. — Tea, or Coffee, or Pease-Brose V 9 ! ! 4 

[Comment is needless. 


sales, my eye is arrested by an announcement, posted up on. the door-way of 
what might be a second-rate music-hall, or a something-arian chapel, to the 
effect that there will be a great sale, on a scale of unexampled variety in all 
departments, taking place the day after to-morrow in these auction-rooms, where 
the public is now invited to step in and inspect for itself. 

Happy Thought— Step in and inspect. The passage is lined with all sorts of 
odds and ends, looking like the property of an uncommonly shabby genteel 
family removing, while the appearance of two or three stubby, greasy, fat men 
with dirty collars, or no collars, and rich in chains, rings, and hook noses 
suggests the further idea of the shabby genteel family having been obliged to 
leave by reason of circumstances (uncommonly bad circumstances) over which 
they had no control. # . 

Meeting more greasy men, and hearing the Hebrew accent m every direction, 
I pause for a minute and, recalling my second notion of this place, being a place 
oi worship of some sort, I begin, to doubt whether I have not intruded into a 
Synagogue, just as the people are coming out. . . 

No: The poster settles that— “On view two days prior and mornmgs oi 
gale Valuable Collection of Old English Furniture and CHINA, 
including Bookcases , Cabinets, and Secretaries” 

Happy Thought.— Buy a Secretary. 

Perhaps Secretaries is a misprint for secrStaires, 

Inlaid Pier . „ „ _ . . . 7 . „ 

Happy Thought . — Perhaps a mis-print for beautiful inland pier . xSuy it, 
fl-n /i send it down to my Aunt at Ramsgate, Or if they don’t want a pier 
there, they can send it on to Pegwell Bay. . 

“ Card, Pemproke, and Fancy Tables .” This list has a few misprints, arising 
from what are called clerical errors,’’ which my Aunt thought came under the 
exclusive cognisance of the Dean of Arches or the Archbishop’s Court. 

“ Cylinder writing-tables .” Who on earth could write either in or on a 
cylinder, at least, I mean comfortably. Besides, I thought that cylinders were 
always mixed np somehow with boiler explosions and chemical lectures (tor 
boys), and the Polytechnic. Shall look out with some curiosity for a cylinder 
writing-table. How frightened my Aunt would be if I told her I d bought 
one. I ’m sure she has about the same idea of cylinders as. I had— till now. 

** A pair of carved chairs from the Summer Palace of Peking [sic), lnese 
are “ included ” among gennine old English furniture, unless they come m 
under “ China.” 


Then there is a “ Beautiful 


NOKTHWAED, HO! 

A God-speed to the Arctic Expedition . 

Yet once again the Sea-kings’ blood 
Stirs in the adventurous island brood ; 

Yet once again our peak§d prows 
Point northward gaily. 

And, rising from the Solent shore, 

In as right hearty British roar 
As e’er did English echoes rouse, 

Sounds forth our Vale ! 

Yet not as sad or last farewell, 

Whose sound is like a parting knell. 

But as a jubilant God-speed 

Our “ good-bye ” follows 
The lessening hulks, whose hoped-for goal 
Is the ice-girded Arctic pole, 

And thence when pluck has won its meed, 

Back, like the swallows. 

Southward again, and safe, we hope 
To see your ships’ white pinions slope, 

Helped by a happy homeward breeze, 

That secret bearing 

Which still the chill grey warders Wd, 

Spite of all seekers, stout and bold, 

Whom yet the far and frozen seas 
Have fired with daring. 

Hurrah ! The cry is “ Northward Ho 1 ” 

Chill- washing wave, and frozen floe, 

Are cheerly challenged once again 
By brain and muscle 
Of British breed ; and now not aught 
That Science’s fore-reaching thought 
Can shape, there lacks to arm the twain 
For Titan tussle. 

We know the North has taken tithe 
Of English blood ere now ; yet blithe 
Is every heart that dares and shares 
The strife, the glory. 

On then ! for, hap what happen may, 

This chance shall not be cast away, — 

To write our names with gallant Nares 
In English story! 

Where stainless Franklin strove and fell. 

To die were surely more than well ; 

And if capricious fortune crown 
A kindred merit, — 

Though later yet, not greater,— then 
There is no fear that history’s pen 
Will miss or mar the fair renown 
We shall inherit. 

Two milli on miles, untracked, unknown, 

Lie in that ice-girt Arctic Zone.; 

Or which, as yet the Knot’s * wild wing 
Alone hath travelled. 

Our ''Argonauts will urge their quest ; 

And hope is high in every breast 

The White World’s Secret back to bring,. 

At last unravelled. 

God speed! may England’s parting cheers. 

King high and hopeful in your ears, 

’Midst all the unknown frets and fears, 

Before yon lying. 

God speed 1 W e wish you bravely back, } 

Safe from the frozen Polar pack, 

Leaving our British Union lack 
O’er the pole flying ! 

* Frinqa canutus,—z. bird whose mdificataon is conjectured to 
taxe place further northward than explorers have yet penetrated. 



IN THE NAME OF THE PROPHET-TIPS! 
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LEVELLING UP. 

Sub. (just arrived by rail). “ How much to the Barracks 1 ” 

Car-Driver . “ Ah, shtjre thin, Captin, the Manest oy ’em gives me T’ree and Sixpence ! ” 


And Temple Bar , though shaky, still continues to keep its place ; 

And, if it does that in a Fleet Street rush, why shouldn’t it in a 
race ? 

Lady Morgan , the biped, was a blue ; if blue riband to blue should 
go, 

Never yet was an outsider made her backers less blue to show. 

Lady Nelson, like her Lord’s “ England, expects each man to do his 
duty : ” 

But query if that ’s to put money upon you, my little beauty ? 

I should like to see more of Seymour , ere I back him at forty to 
one; 

If Lord Berner's friends are burners of their fingers, who will say 
“ Done! ” 

The Makeshift Colt has made shift to find at least a place as 
outsider, 

He may make shift to show in front, but he must find a wonderful 
rider I 

From the above it will be seen which way Punch's Prophecy tends. 

So Toby sends Tips— of his ears and his tail— to his kyind ana 
numerous friends. 


THE NEW-FOREST EXHIBITION. 

Aht at war with Barbarism! Have you tracked the Forest, 
friend, by sunlight and moonlight ? Have you found your way 
home through verdurous glades by the glimpses of Lyndhurst 
Church tower? Have you perused the faces of the five wise and 
five foolish virgins in Leighton’s famous fresco, and wondered 
whether a wise or a foolish one were the best to marry ? Have you 
eaten Hampshire bacon and cream cheese at the Crown ? Have you 
tried to catch a wily bull-trout in Lymington 'Water ? Have you 
seen Avon Tyrrel, where the slayer of the Bed King splashed 
through the river in hot haste to reach Poole, and take ship for 
France ? Have you lost yourself in the loveliest woodland region 
left in England— a region where at every corner you might meet 
Rosalind flirting boy-fashion, or Jacques in cynic meditation. 

Whether you have or have not, go to 294, Regent Street, and see 


the beauties of the Forest which the barbarian Commissioners pro- 
pose to destroy bv plantin g larches for gain’s sake. They have already 
done irretrievable ill. Fourteen years ago, when Peacock published 
Gryll Grange , whose scene was in the Forest before barbarism 
defaced it, he said he would never see it again — and he was wise. 
It is a sad sight, to those who remember it in its beauty, before the 
deer were ruthlessly murdered— because there were a few poachers 
about ! Still let us save what we can. Let us see whether Art is 
not stronger than Barbarism in these times. Lord Henry Scott’s 
Select Committee should go en masse to the Exhibition, and judge 
for themselves : they are a jury holding an inquest on living love- 
liness which barbarians desire to murder. It is well that a scion of 
“the hold Buccleuch” should^ strive to save from the Yandalsa 
region traversed hy “the Ariosto of the North,” when writing 
Marmion , sixty-eight years ago. 


A Word in Season, 

At a “ Permissive Meeting ” lately held at Cowes, the Rev. T. 
Slight said the object of the meeting was to remove the Drag of 
Intemperance from the path of progress. Of course, on Wednesday 
there will he no such vehicle as the Drag of Intemperance on Epsom 
Downs. 

Dinner and Dessert. 

For a cut of cold Mutton, choose the Saddle. 

Eat a good Bit, but Bridle your thirst. 

The best Nuts to crack on a Racecourse are Cobnuts. 


A DESIDERATUM. 

The Archbishop or Canterbury and the Bishops generally have 
been requested to combine in composing a form of prayer of extra 
strength, to he used on the occasion of launching vessels intended 
for the passenger-trade. 
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THE LETTER OF THE LAW. 

Nervous Old Lady. “0, Policeman! Polio eman ! there’s a strange Dog that will 

STICK TO ME, AND W0N*T LEAVE ME, AND I CAN’T GET RID OF HIM | COULDN’T TOD TAKE 
HIM IN CHARGE OR SOMETHING?” 

Policeman ( who doesn't like the job). "Very sorry, Ma'am,— but we can’t interfere 
WITH ANY Dog so long as he’s a Follrrin ’ o’ SOME BOD? 1 ” 


DERBY DREAMS FOR 1875. 

If you dream that the Battle of Dorking4ias been realised, and that the Germans have 
occupied Woolwich and seized all out artillery, you maybe sure that it will be Breechloader 
who will be the winner. 

If you dream that Lohengrin is not so great a success as II Talismano , and that the music 
of the future is not comparable with the music of the past, you may rest satisfied with 
JBalfe as your selection. 

If you dream that North Britain is depopulated, and that England is full of Macs, you 
may he sure that Flying Scotchman will gain the stakes, and that Camballo will certainly 
obtain a place. 

If you dream that you are at a ball and are snubbed by the prettiest young ladies 
because you cannot waltz, you may be sure that Galopin will win in a canter. 

If you dream that you have invested in Spanish bonds, and that you are personally 
interested in the future of Honduras, you may be sure that the offspring of Repentance 
will be the first to pass the Judge’s Chair, 



have immediately divulged to the newspapers, be sure that Telescope will be particularly 
lucky at the finish. 

If you dream that you have seen Mr. Punch , and, having thus had the dearest desire 
of your heart gratified, no longer wish to live, be sure that the Bay of Naples has no 
chance. 

If yon dream that the Guicowar of Baroda’s guilt was proved in the pages of 
popular London evening paper, you can scarcely do better than put your faith in 
Seymour . 

If you dream that you have been to the Derby and have lost your last pe nny in backing 
the wrong howe, why rest satisfied, and let your vision remain a dream and nothing but 
a dream. Verb, sap . / 


AN exceptional may. 

Fine weather in May, 

For once in a way. 

Blue sky, and sun glowing ; 
Mild gales gently blowing. 

From tbeir blossoms the trees 
Shed scent on the breeze. 

Green meads, too, in bloom, 
Exhaling perfume, 

“With specks of red clover, 

Are spangled all over ; 

In silver and gold, 

’Mongst the kingcups, behold, 
And the white and pink daisies, 
And saxifrage, blazes 
The orbed dandelion, 

And flouts Hyperion. 

Lo hyacinth, fellow 
To cowslip’s pale yellow ! 

See speedwell’s bright eyes, 
Like bits of the skies, 

The verdure peep through, 
Boat-race flower-belles in blue ! 

The thorn-bushes blow 
So thick, that with snow 
O’erladen they seem ; 

Or clots of white cream 
On gooseberry pie 
Suggest to the eye. 

Horse-chestnuts are out 
On all sides about ; 

They bid us, of course, 
Remember the Horse. 

Through flowers and o’er mead, 
Too far from the Steed, 

No thought now should stray. 
But a Horse lives on hay, 

And this maxim may pass— 
That horseflesh is grass. 

And so let us learn 
The Horse to discern 
In the green of the field, 
"Which his fodder should yield ; 
Imagine we see 
The Favourite to be, 

And behold plate and cup, 

As ’twere coming up, 

In pasture and crop, 

Surveyed from the top 
Of Derby-bound drag, 

Or outside of a Nag, 

When Nature is gay, 

And birds sing away, 

On the brightest of days 
In this merriest of Mays. 


! 


An Unknown Quantity. 

Given.— A. Divisional Field-day in the 
Long Valley, Aldershot ; time, twelve 
noon ; thermometer 88°, on the shady side 
of Cocked Hat Hill. 

To find . — The quantity of black sand 
eaten, and number of water-bottles emptied, 
by a regiment of Grabbles in the space of 
one hour. 


Dog-Day. 

11 Every dog,” ran the saw, “ has bis 
day ; ” 

That old saw we ’ve a new one to flog : 
At least, Epsom knowing-ones say, 

“ Every (Derby) day has its dog.” 


CELA VA SANS DIRE. 

A book is advertised entitled I tow to 
Grow Roses Out of Doors . It may safely 
be conjectured that the doors in question 
should be made of rose-wood. 
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SHOWS HIS BREEDING. 

Equestrian {to Policeman on the look-out for a Stolen Horse), “ ‘ How dip I come by ’jm { ’ Why, bked ’jm jitself, to de tuiiE- 

DOWN AT A LITTLE TLACE o' MY OWN.” 


OAK-APPLE DAY AMONG THE LADIES. 

W OMEN’S SUFFRAGE.— A PUBLIC MEETING will be held at 
St. George’s Hall, Langbam Place, on Saturday, May 29, which will 
be addressed by Ladies in reply to the speeches in the House of Commons 
against the Second Reading of the Women’s Disabilities Bill. 

Airs. Fawcett, Airs. AlcLaren, Miss Reciter, Miss E. Power Cobbe, ALss L. 
Ashworth, Aliss Rhoda Garrett, ALss Sturge, Miss Isabella Tod, Miss Down- 
ing, Miss Wilkinson, and other speakers, will take part in the proceedings. 
Chair to be taken at 8 p.m. by GEORGE DIXON, Es(p, M.P. LAdv. 

The Twenty-ninth of May 
It is Oak-Apple Day, 

And the far-advanced Ladies of their weapons make essay — 
Though, pace the Oaks, 

We might deem it a hoax, 

If such strong-minded women could e’er stoop to jokes. 

There ’s wise Mrs. Fawcett, 

How mildly she draws it ! 

If all ’s wrong— ’tis the want of the women must cause it. 
Miss Cobbe, with much power, 

Her wisdon can shower, 

Though e’en Cobbe’s wisdom damps when it ’s poured for an 
hour. 

Then there ’s Miss Lydia Becker 
( There ’s nothing to check her)— 

The sex with such leading should keep up their pecker ; 

And Miss Rhoda Garrett— 

No pretty poll-parrot— 

Dropping diamonds of speech, worth a million a carat. 

Punch likes these dear Misses 
Who dive in abysses, 

Preferring (unhappy ones! ) suffrage to kisses : 

And hopes that no vixen 
Will try to play tricks on 

Their highly respectable Chairman, George Dixon! 


FOUND AT EPSOM. 

A Pocket-Book (on the cover a monogram of “ W. L.” over the 
helmet of a Baronet), containing the following articles :— Notes for 
a Speech against tbe Adjournment of the House of Commons over 
the Derby Day ; Notes for a Speech in favour of the Permissive 
Bill ; and a small volume labelled “The Complete Works of the late 
Joseph Miller.” 

A Bundle of MS. entitled “ A Handbook to the Turf— a noble, 
manly, distinguished, and historically-national sport — with some 
remarks upon the Three Courses called Epsom, Goodwood, and 
Newmarket, by an Ex-Prime Minister.” 

A Letter signed “ Yours affectionately, W. H. W.,” and bearing 
the Peterborough postmark, commencing “My dear Lord Cardinal, 
I should have the greatest possible pleasure in dining with you on 
the Derby Day, were I not engaged elsewhere on business of the 
last importance.” 

A Scheme for converting the Infantry of the School-Boards into 
a permanently embodied Militia, bearing the endorsement of a 
noble Colonel of London Yolunteers. 

A Brief inscribed “ With you the Guicowar of Baroda.” 

A Shillelagh branded “This Stick is the Property of a Home- 
Ruler— Please return it to him.” 

A Note-Book, bound in canvas and initialled “ B. P., R.N., 
Barrister- at-Law,” containing materials for a work to be called, 
Every Sailor his Own Lawyer, 

Proof-sheets of a Pamphlet entitled The Church and the House 
of Lords, By a Spiritual Peer, 

A long roll of paper containing a return of the profits made by 
American Publishers out of Lot hair, Sybil , Coningsby , Tancred , 
Henrietta Temple , Vivian Grey , and other works by the same 
Author. In the corner of the paper, “ Noted, B. D.” 

A very dirty paper, ax>parently part of a weekly journal, enclosing 
what feels like a vial, and directed in a loose, and scarcely legible 
hand, “ Dew Drops from a Lion’s Mane.” 

And, lastly, a strong oaken cudgel, labelled Punch, 

N.B. — Anv of the above articles (inclusive of the last) may he 
obtained at So, Fleet Street, on jjersonal application. 
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PUNCH'S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

« p^l^awentary week with_^o 

1 For which it adjourned in 
defiance^of Sir Wllfrid. So 

a satisfactory reply?* Tad; 1 ! The British 
teems, might have figured in Mr. P.’s 
le other day in a pas de deux with the 
iear, }j to that “ genteelest of tunes,” “ 0, 

may the startling circumstance that Leo x or 
micus—' whatever be the:brute-f orm in which 
irit may for the time have incarnated itself 
Last found a tongue, in a grave European 
an augury that, if need be, he could find 
claws as well. Without them tongue is 
treated with the contempt that edges the 
1 Vox et prceterea nihil.” 
the Elephant’s trunk that can rend an oak, 
p a pin ; or the Nasmyth steam-hammer, 
reld a hundred-ton crank, or crack a nut ! 
to the British Parliament ? On the same 
oses of a dispatch on which may hang 
war, behold it seriously busy about the 
Winterbourne’s hair, in Oxford Castle ! 
ainute were, on that same Monday night, 
bers’ questions and Ministers’ answers. So 
true is "it that your Legislator, unlike your Lex, li de ?ninimis 
curat.” 

Dr. Playfair, very sensibly, withdraws his Yivisection Bill, on Ihe Government announcing the issue of a Royal Commission to 
inquire into the subject. The matter is of importance enough, both in the interests of humanity and science. The popular excitement 
on the subject, based as it is on humane feeling, and roused by some abuse of a useful practice, threatens to be mischievous, and 
demands the guidance of cool inquiry. Most of the night was taken up by a tourney between the Chancellor of the Exchequer and 
Punch's good friend, Professor Fawcett, on the subject of Local Taxation, a propos of the Second Reading of the Public Works 
Loan Acts Amendment Bill. . Pace the Professor, the fray was at once a sham-fight and a fight in the dark. No doubt, Local 
Government is chaotic. As little doubt that the Government which steps into that “ mighty maze,” will very soon find its clue ravelling 
and tangling in its hand, while the hornets’ nests it will have disturbed make progress in any direction all but impossible. Local 
Government will be work enough and to spare for more than one Session, or many either, and will need a stronger hand than the one 
now at the helm. It is an enterprise that would have taxed Gladstone in his grimmest “ cutting down” form. 

Tuesday , May 25.— Sir Wilfrid on the Derby— in very good form, and very excellent fooling. If only our dear baronet would 
settle, beforehand, with Mr. P. which of his good things are likely to he fired off with best effect from the benches of Parliament, and 
which had better be reserved for the columns of Mr. P. / There is his suggestion of the Speaker going to the Derby in his State 
Coach, with a body-guard of Members! What a capital Cartoon is here wasted ! The House would have laughed as heartily at a far 
worse joke. 

It is thirty years, it seems, since the House first adjourned for the Derby. Surely that should be sufficient prescription of title. 

_ Sir Wilfrid quotes Mr. Grevjxle as an authority for the blackguardism of the turf ( Quis tulerit Gracchos de seditione querentes ?), 
and the Saturday Review for “the filthy ruffianism’’ of suburban race meetings — whereof the Derby (he says) is the whole forty rolled 
into one. Punch is not disposed to dispute the verdict of such excellent authorities ; but he would remind Sir Wilfrid that the 
!® as much a scene of innocent outing, free-handed fun, and family, if rather rampant, out-door amusement, as an occasion 
oi betting, book-making, or turf-blackguardism ; and that what degrades it is not the stamp of “ Cockney carnival and suburban 
saturnalia which Sir Wilfrid selected for the climax of his peroration. 

_ v clfi quarrel of cakes v. no cakes, and ale v. no ale ; and if the “ ginger ” is a little “ hotter in the mouth ” at Epsom on the 

Derby Day than in other places, where cakes and ale are in the ascendent over the virtues, Mr. Punch sees no reason in that, why the 
House should not take a hohday for our “ Isthmian games,” and see the ‘\hlue riband,” which politicians know more of as the prize 
ot a good deal of political crossing” and “milking,” “pulling” and “scratching,” contended for among a four-legged field, and on 
the Downs mstead of the Commons. So the House thought when it voted a Derby whole holiday by 206 to 81. 

tt a 5 m. a kc u P fjr the morrow’s play by the day’s work, it knocked off some 200 clauses in Committee on the Public 

Health x>ui ; and after this breather,” rattled through the rest of the Paper at the same slapping pace till seven, resuming for Scotch 
Education and Sir William Stirling Maxwell at nine, and adjourning over the Derby Day at ten minutes to twelve 1 Hadn’t the 
House fairly earned its Holiday ? 

Wednesday . — All the World and his Wife Derbied and loaned. 

Thursday.-— “ A sight wi’ Nobthcotb ” The battle of the Savings-Banks, Old v. New, was fiercely fought by the financial 
great guns on both sides, Gladstone and Lowe among them. Is Government right in taking the profits made out of the low interest 
0 ?j.lr e i jo .® ce Savings-Banks deposits to make up the deficit arising from the too high interest allowed in times past on deposits 
of the old Savings-Banks P 

Sir Stafford Northcote says it is only a question of account, and that the £118,000 surplus, from the one source, may fairly he 
employed to make up the £107,000 deficit, from the other. “No, says Mr. Gladstone, “that is the untradesmanlike falsehood of 
tne same concern ; and, in Lombard Street, would be considered ‘insane banking.’” It seems clear enough that the system is not 
defensible from a business point of view. All that can be said is that the Old Savings-Bank interests are strong, and that as they 
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THE WORST OF A SOCIAL FIB. 

“0, Henry, this is too awful! Here come the Wellington Slowbores, who’ve invited us to Dine with them quite 

QUIETLY, AT FlVE O’CLOCK, SOME DAY NEXT WEEK, AND I ’VE JUST POSTED A LETTER TO THEM TO DECLINE THE INVITATION, AND 

I've suddenly forgotten what Excuse I made / ” 


prevented the late Q-overnment from putting things on a sounder 
footing, it is hardly to he expected that the present “ Rest and be 
thankful ” Administration should set the wasps’ nest in a buzz by 
taking up the matter, except upon direst compulsion. 

Friday . — Their Lordships re-assembled. It takes them a week 
longer than the Commons to lie fallow from their fatigues. Lord 
Selborne’s General School of Law Rill was read a Second Time, 
under protest of the Lord Chancellor, who approves of a body 
to examine lawyers, but does not see the need of a Board to teach 
them. 

Is there not a certain old gentleman who may proverbially be 
trusted to look after his own? What need of instructing those 
whom he is said to have peculiarly in hand ? 

“ Summum jus summa injuria says one legal maxim. il Law is 
the perfection of reason,” says another. Take whichever you please, 
my little dears. To teach the one, a University is undesirable ; to 
teach the other, it is incompetent. Lord Cairns reasons like the 
Caliph Omar over the books of Alexandria. 

The Seals— great and small— should thank Lord Dunmore. If 
Law can secure them a close time, they are to have it— at least from 
the English Seal-destroyer. Let us hope that the Yankees and the 
hardy Horsemen will better England’s instruction, and; learn not 
to drain the oil that lays the golden eggs. In the name of hu- 
manity, why not allow the baby seals to grow up— till they have 
laid on blubber enough for boiling down ? 

In the Commons Sir C. Duke drove, what we trust will prove, 
the first nail, into the coffin of the Unreformed Corporations which 
still exist; some ninety-six of them, scattered all over England— 
but especially in the southern counties— such curiosities of cor- 
ruption, such strongholds of blatant, bloated, and blinded Bumbledom, 
as are unsuspected even by outsiders. Of course, even in England, 
such gigantic little rascalities are doomed directly they are put 


such gigantic little rascalities are doomed directly they are put 
to the bar. Only in England, that wonderful country, in which a 
villanous Wrong has only to live long enough to become a vested 
Right, could these petty enormities have survived so long. 

Mr. Jenkins, by too much zeal, spiced with too much gall of 
bitterness, spoiled a good case of abuse in the distribution of the 


Funds of the Disestablished Church of Ireland, and, after flinging 
firebrands broadcast, and setting everybody’s back up, secured a 
decided defeat by 34 to 148. So much for tactics. Let Ginx's 
Baby lay to heart the lesson. 

Whalley maundered once more into the Tichborne trial, was 
repeatedly snubbed by the House, pulled up by the Speaker, ad- 
monished" by Cross, and finally snuffed out— alas, only to be lighted 
again, we fear, so long as it pleases Peterborough. A sharp wrangle 
over the Bill for Bishops by voluntary contribution, Hope pro, 
Harcourt con . A very pretty quarrel, as it stands, after four 
motions for adjournment. 


MAOTA EST YERITAS. 

To Mr . Bunch . 

Honoured Sir, 

As some doubt seems to exist among my friends about tbe 
reason why I did not go to the Derby this year, and. as I don’t 
exactly like making that reason public, I will tell yon in confidence 
what it was. On the evening before the eventful day, on my 
entering the shop (we deal in china and glass), my wife, a robust 
woman, took hold, of my collar, not gently, and said, not qnietly, 
“Look here! you little reptile ! Smith, the greengrocer, has just 
been in, an’ says as you ’re goin’ to the Derby races with him. 
How, if you go, I ’ll break every blessed thing in the shop, likewise 
your head when you come back, an’ every bone in your wretched 
little body ! ” After this she locked up my best coat, jumped three 
times on my new white hat, and went off into hysterics. This, 
Honoured Sir, is the true reason why I did not visit Epsom on 
Wednesday last. 

Yours most respectfully, 

Betticoat Lane , May 29 th, John Smallman. 


Eox’s Martyrs. — Ducks, fowls, turkeys, and geese. 
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WEIGHTS AND MEASURES. 

Valetudinarian ' (in the course of Conversation with intelligent Passenger, whom he 
takes to be a Dignitary of the Church ). “ Now, what should you think was my 
Weight ? ’ 

Gentleman in Black. “ Well, Sir— let me see— you stand about Five 
. fcEiT Eleven, Thirty Inches across Chest, and we’ll say Eleven Inches 

DEEP— WELL, I SHOULD SAY, SPEAKING AT RANDOM, YOU WOULD * LlET * AT 

about Eleven Stun’ and Three Quarters ! ” 

[ Horror of Invalid — his fellow-passenger was an Undertaker 1 


WHIMS ON A WEDNESDAY. 

Lawson, ’tis true the Derby ’s now no more 
What it once used to he iu days of yore. 

E’en then, and at its best a mixed resort 
Of dissipation, roguery, and sport ; 

Thence, of late years, the sport has well-nigh flown, 
The Yices have it almost all their own. 

Yet still, such magic works iu happy names, 

Our Epsom Races are our Isthmian Games. 

House or no House, the Leaders of Debate, 

And all of every party in the State, 

Save Wednesday’s would-be lawmakers, would play 
The truant ever on the Derby Day. 

But all those Members of eccentric mind, 

To whose conceits each Wednesday stands resig 
They, alL of them, would take the best of care, 

The House for sitting open, to be there, 

0, then what rampant Acts might not ensue ! 

What mischief Wednesday’s wiseacres could do ! 
Enfranchise the fair sex behind our hacks, 

Enact Home-Rule ; repeal the Income-tax. 

An awful Bill might manage to get read, 

Letting deceased wives’ sisters widowers wed ; 

Then what restraints fanatics might impose 
On British freedom goodness only knows ! 

Some odious Act, the birth of addled brains, 

To stop, on Sunday, boats and railway trains,— 

The bantling of a Sabbatarian ass, — 

Might go into Committee, nay, might pass I 
Or what if, in the absence of the wise, 

Who keep on meddling pedants watchful eyes, 

Fit representatives of Colney Hatch, 

Iu a majority, should chance to snatch, 

Unfairly, and against its Author’s will, 

A triumph for your own Permissive Bill ? 


EXPECTANT MEDICINE. 

The public may have learned from a late discussion 
that not only do Policemen very often mistake apoplexy 
for drunkenness, hut Doctors are sometimes out m their 
diagnosis between the effects of drink and those of simple 
determination of blood to the head. The question be- 
tween the graver and less serious state of coma has 
been formulated into “ Drunk or Dying?” This it is 
evident can in many cases only he solved by waiting 
the event, which will always ultimately show whether 
the patient, or the prisoner, according to circumstances, 
has been in a really dying condition or only dead 


THE DERBY OF 1876. 

is rumoured that, if, in accordance with Sir Wil frid ’s 
brilliant suggestion, the Speaker consents to go in state . to th* 
Herby of 1876, the following arrangements will he made, with a 
view to give eclat to the ceremonial : — 

A refreshment tent will he opened, under the management of the 
Bench pf Bishops, who will guarantee the quality of all the wines 
and spirits supplied. 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson will supply a brilliant descriptive article or 
tbe enlivening scene to the Morning Advertiser . 

Mr. Newdegate will drive down, four-in-hand, the prettiesl 
luncheon 11 ^ favoTmte conve3lts > and give them a champagne 

Mr. Torrens McCullagh Torrens will preside at an Aunt Sally, 

Lord Lyttelton will recite the Isthmian Ode of Pindar from 8 
drag on the top of the hill . 

“tw brilliant C0U P de mam , , extricated 

^Aap p y Nobleman ” from Dartmoor, will bring him to the 
^ t w llea - d of ^majestio prooession, consisting of all 
Gotham 6E ° f Vappmg ’ Peterborough, Stoke-upon-Trent, ant 

’j 11 k®. unable to accompany this prooession, heint 
ffinl ^ dOTm m a cniricle ^ the Lord Chief Justice oi 

bring down several omnibus loads of "Welsl 
tbodirt Preachers, a bard with a harp accompanying each. 

^ ,®u evening concert at Gremome Mb. Gladstone will sins? t< 
that T ™” an original lyric, S (afth 
themeof tks great national holiday. By the favour of the Edita 


of the Contemporary Review , in which this interesting composition 
will appear immediately after it has been sung, we are enabled to 
give the first quatrain of Mr. Gladstone’s song twelve months in 
advance 

M 'Wilfrid, list to me ; 

All this reforming row 
Seems out of place to be— 

As much as I am now.” 

Amusements will be provided in Palace Yard for those who 
object to our “noble, manly, distinguished, and historically 
national sport.” There will he races along the river-terrace of the 
Houses of Parliament for all the donkeys who don’t go to the Derby. 
Tea and muffins will be provided, and the band of the Good 
Templars will play. 


Guns out of Gear. 

Concerning the Cannon question, experience is said to have 
shown that breech-loaders are practically less eligible than muzzle- 
loaders, because they are considerably “ more liable to derange- 
ment.” This, it may be necessary to explain to some of our Scotch 
friends, does not precisely mean that breech-loaders axe apt to get 
cracked. 


Right Again! 

Blest is the Man with wisdom to Punch his faith to pin, 

When he proclaimed, ’twixt race and name, Galopin safe to win* 
He that on Toby's tip Ms cash laid out, of course, hath won. 

He that did not hack Galopin , is “ Gallopin’, dreary, done ! ” 



Arojr.z;jccr&r«mr&r 
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A WORD FOR WAGNER. 

0 you like Lo- 
hengrin f This 
with many 
people just 
now is the 
question of the 
day. And not 
to have heard 
Lohengrin is 
with many 
people tanta- 
mount to a 
sufficient proof 
that the person 
who is ques- 
tioned is hard- 
ly worth the 
talking to. 
Certain talkers 
there are 
everywhere 
who are no- 

, t thing if not 

musical : and just fancy what a G-odsend must Lohengrin now be to 
them ! How grateful they must feel to Mr. G-ye for giving them so 
fruitful a theme for conversation ! If they be jocular, what jokes 
may they not crack about the opera— writ by the Warbling Wagner, 
as they may choose to call him : an opera wherein, although there is 
a King, there is not an air apparent ! If they be serious, what 
platitudes may they be pleased to spout, and what a dreadful fate 
for those who have to listen to their prosiness ! 

If, in the course of conversation, Mr. Punch were to be asked by 
a musical young lady what he thought of this stage- symphony, as 
he would prefer to term it— Mr. Punch would frankly own that, 
though in parts he found it tiresome, on the whole he'vastly relished 
it. Though not melodious, it is certainly most musically interest- 
ing ; and in addition to its novelty and extreme originality, it has 
the further charm of being abundantly poetical. Moreover, tor- 
tured as he is by itinerant musicians, Mr. Punch would gratefully 
record the startling fact that he has actually heard the whole of a 
new opera without feeling any fear of hearing any part of it again, 
either whistled by a butcher-boy, or jingled on a barrel-organ. If 
this be always so with the Music of the Future, assuredly the future 
will be in this respect more blessed than the present. 

OCCASIONAL HAPPY THOUGHTS. 

“ On View ” at a Furniture Sale continued— All among the Noses 
— An escape . 

At Christie and M anson’s I could pass in the crowd for an 
amateur of old china knowing something about it. I could walk 
through their show-rooms inspecting the yellow shepherds, the 
harlequins, the blue maidens, the foolish - looking sheep, the 
dolphins, the little-men milk-jugs— the spout being ingeniously 
contrived out of a corner of their cocked hats, — and a hundred and. 
one things besides, without attracting any particular attention. 

A knowing friend, to whom I had nodded at Christie’s, had 
warned me against “Touts,” and had told me why they should be 
avoided, and how that Sales, taken altogether, were swindles in 
some way or other, though how this came about 1 could not exactly 
arrive at from Ms somewhat complicated explanation, illustrated 
by what had happened to himself. 

But, whether I had an anti-Tout appearance, or whether the 
above-mentioned conversation had been overheard by some sharp- 
eared member of the Touting fraternity, the result was that I was 
not interfered with by any one when roaming wMther my wayward 
fancy next led me through the attractive saloons of the eminent 
Salesmen and Auctioneers above-mentioned. 

Now here in tMs show-room, two days before the Sale, it’s a very 
different affair. There maybe some excitement “outside” about 
this “ Extraordinary Sale of a Valuable Collection of Old English 
Furniture ” (belonging, I suppose, to some line Old English Gentle- 
man, who has gone to Boulogne or Dieppe for the benefit of the sea- 
bathing), but there is no sort of excitement within. 

I am, apparently, the only “lay” visitor. My 'nose, compared 
with those belonging to other gentlemen about the room, is pure 
Greek. As my favourite song (wMoh I ’ve quoted before in these 
notes, on some other and totally different occasion), says, or ought 
to say, “ Nobody ’s nose like my nose,” — at all events, in this room, 
and at tMs moment. I may safely say that mine is the only 
unprofessional nose present. 

llook round for another Christian nose. No, not one. Christianum 



ad leones — and Lyons has, somehow or other, come to be a Jewish 
name. \_Note here for future large and important subject, “ Names * 
and Noses .”] 

I am aware that many eyes are on me, that noses are tending 
towards jme, that beaks will swoop down upon me, as a hawk on a 
lamb, without waiting for the mint sauce. They are one and all of 
the^ Hebrew persuasion. Shall I escape without being inveigled into 
laying out money on a lot of things I don’t want P 

Happy Thought. — To avoid being cajoled by any amount of 
Hebrew persuasion, I keep my eyes steadily fixed on my catalogue 
(as the Good St. Anthony did “ on Ms old black hook ” in the once 
well-known song),, and produce a pencil. TMs is a false move. It 
attracts the attention of a council of Hebrews in a comer, a private 
Sanhedrim, and one of their number comes towards me. I see him, 
askance. I do not know whether he is coming to me as the repre- 
sentative of a firm, or on his own hook,— of course I do not mean on 
his nose. The. Hebrew persuader pauses. It is like a game. My 
object is to avoid him altogether : his to close with me. "Who ’s to 
make the first move ? 

.1 do: and a wrong one. I observe a cabinet book-case in the 
distance marked 208. I make a mark against 208 on nay catalogue. 
Of course I don’t want the (as it’s described) “ Fine Old English 
Mahogany”— the writer must have had the “Fine Old English 
Gentleman ” in his head at the time — “ CMppendale Bureau, with 
complete set of moveable shelves, small drawers above, desk, pigeon- 
holes, and three secret drawers ’’—height fourteen feet— a most 
useful article, specially for the materials for such a work of com- 
pilation as my Typ. Developments . I am making this note, when 
a husky whisper enters my right ear, lisping and guttural 

“ Thome bootiful thingth ’ere. Bootiful! ” 

’Tis the voice of the Hebrew persuader. The game has com- 
menced. I fancy we are being watched, and I seem to hear sub- 
dued chuckles while I am being played by this artful angler. He is 
a short, tMckset man, with a big vulgar ring, a big vulgar chain, 
and an obtrusive pin in a black stock, above which I notice an effect 
of gradation of colour, between the stock and the dirty-brown face, 
artificially produced by the appearance of the day-before-yesterday’s 
shirt collar. For further linen on view,— the rest is silence. 

Of course he has black hair, and plenty of it, coming from under 
the well-worn brim of a shiny hat, of course he has the family nose, 
—one of a lot all out of the same mould, for it might belong to any- 
body else there, and could be claimed at any moment,— ana also.the 
family glance, smooth at once and swift, ocular greased lightning. 
He holds me by his glittering eye, this Ancient Broker. I am 
Antonio , with a fancy for picking up furniture secondhand, and 
he is Shyloclvs head- clerk, Tubal. 

“You’re looking,” he goes on in the same wMsper, “at that 
bureau.” 

I am. I do not deny it. 

He continues, in a rapturous wMsper, “ Bootiful tMng that ! 
Bootiful ! Couldn’t find a pair of ’em anywhere. Bootiful ! Quite 
a little gem ! ” 

The “ little gem” is fourteen feet Mgh, and broad in proportion. 

I will not commit myself. I say, “Yes, it is handsome,” to impress 
Mm with the idea that tMs sort of thing is a drug in the market 
with me, and that I ’ve got lots of ’em at home much handsomer. 
He ’s not to he turned from Ms purpose, and he continues, “ Quite 
a little gem ! They don’t make thutth thingth now-a-dayth. Come 
and thee it. It ’th bootiful. Quite a little gem.” 

His admiration can go no further than this. I don’t want it, I 
explain, and move away slowly. 

He follows me. He beseeches me not to throw such a chance 
away. “ ’Aven’t yer got a place you could put that bureau into ? ” 

I shake my head. “ No, I haven’t.” 

He can’t believe it. He would rather not believe it. Surely I 
must he trifling with his feelings, when I am going to lose such a 
chance as that. 

“ Couldn’t you find a plathe for it nowhere ? Ain’t you got room 
for it ? ” Then he looks round suspiciously, to see if any of Ms own 
fraternity are listening, in order to benefit by his experience. 

Having satisfied Mmself of the absence of eavesdroppers, thongh 
still keeping a sharp look-out on a pier-glass, beMnd wMch I, too, 
fancy I just detected the tip of a nose showing itself a moment ago, 
he sinks Ms voice to his huskiest note, and informs me, most confi- 
dentially, “ I can get it for you. You give me the commitMon. I 
only take one commitMon. I ’m not like the unprinthipledhrotkerth 
’ere, who’ll take commitMonth from half-a-dozen perthonth. 
That’th not my way of doing buth’nith. You may trutht me.” 

I tell Mm that I am certain of it ; that, in fact, I would have 
trusted him without Ms assurance. 

Happy Thought. — Perhaps— but not with Ms assurance. 

He is still suspicious of some one behind the pier-glass, and wishes 
to clinch the business before Nose Number Two pops out and gets 
my ear. 

“ Here’th my card,” he says. 

I take it. “ Morris Abrahams , Broker, fyc., Camden Town Load.” 
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Happy Thought.— Thank him; pocket the card ; and being now, 

I suppose, “free of the place,” get out of it as soon as possible. 
Perhaps I can shake him off by making for a distant Bose wood 
Cabinet, through a sort of North-west Passage of chairs and tables, 
through which Nose Number One is too stout to pass. I leave him. 

I arrive at the Cabinet. I look round to see how I shall now tack 
for the door, when I hear, behind my right shoulder, “ Bootiful 
thing thith cabinet ! Thith ith too good to be here. It ought to be 
at Chmthtie’th. It’ll go a bargain. Let me get it for you. 
Look here,” he turns the keys in the drawers, and opens the doors, 
and bursts into an ecstasy — but never above a whisper — “ It ’th a 
perfect thing ! Quite a little gem ! ” 

It doesn’t matter what it is, a cabinet sixteen feet high, a 
candelabrum big enough for St. Paul’s, a Japanese idol, a tea-tray, a 
brass eagle-lectern, a mediaeval halberd, all ’s one to him. As soon 
as I pause fora second at anyone of them, he is on me at once, 
With Ah! they don’t make thutth thingth ath that now-a-dayth ! 
Quite a little gem ! ” 

Happy _ Thought.— In order to get away without hurting his 
feelings, I tell him that I shall study the Catalogue at home, and 
return to-morrow, when I hope to see him, &c., &c. Credat 
JudcBus : 

He doesn’t like parting with me. He cannot reconcile himself to 
giving me up, just when he thought himself secure of a first-rate 
commission. ‘‘You’d better let me get it for you,” he says, 
referring to the last cabinet I’ve been looking at: “Ithouldbe 
thorry that you went away and didn’t have it.” 

He is as grieved and pained as though he had intended to give me 
the cabinet as a handsome present, and I had rudely refused to 
accept it. 

Sufi- t O" morro ^>” I say to him, encouragingly. 

But the light of hope has nearly gone out of that Jew’s eye. He 
follows me despondently to the top of the staircase. There is just a 
last chance, and he evidently considers that, after all his trouble, 
^SL 1 * ^anany one of his fraternity who are 
hanging about the entrance, only waiting for him to relinquish me 
in order to seize upon me at onoe. 4 


“ You ’ve got my card,” he whispers anxiously — “ Morrith Abra- 
hamth:. I ’m thure to be here ; hut if you don’t thee me, don’t 
arthk anybody in the room— arthk the man in the offith. He ’ll 
thend for me. I ’m obliged to he particular,” he explains in a 
lower tone, and glancing round suspiciously, “ ath there ’th thutth 
an unprinthiplea lot here. Why, there are thome brokerth here 
would thwear their name wath Abrahamth, and thay they ’d come 
from me , jutht to get the commithion.” 

I express my horror of these dishonest scoundrels as I descend, 
and am half-way down the staircase. 

“ Ah ! they would, indeed,” he repeats, with intense earnestness. 
“You don’t know what dodgeth they’re up to. But that’th not 
my way of doin’ buth’neth with a cuthtomer. You’ve got my 
card ? You arthk the clerk in the offith for Mithter Morrith 
Abrahamth, and—” 

But I am on the last step, and I break away from him. In the 
street again. 

Happy Thought.— "Well out of it. 


Symbols for Smokers. 

. In the window of a tobacconist’s shop on Ludgate Hill are exhi- 
bited a variety of tobacco-ponches of a new description. A label 
sets them forth as the “Latest Novelty — The Donkey Tobacco- 
Pouch.” Made of india-rubber, they are decorated with the figures 
of one or two donkeys stamped upon each, mostly red-brown on a 
black ground. These asinine articles may be confidently recom- 
mended to the young men who employ the greater part of their 
leisure time in smoking, and devote their minds ohiefiy to the occu- 
pation of colouring death’s-head and other fancy pipes. The 
decorations of the Donkey Pouches will let everybody know to 
whom they belong. 

The Cruellest Vivisection. — Cutting your friends. The Most 
Painful— Cutting your fingers. 
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PLAYFUL BANTER. 

“ Hebe ! Hi ! Help 1 Blowed if I ain’t all of a Tremble ! I 'ope he ain’t savage, 
Miss, or leastways as you ’ve got a good firm ’old of ’im ! ” 


“A BERLIN ! ” 

Mb. Disraeli, a few nights since, in reply to Lord Hartington’s request that the Govern- 
ment would publish the recent correspondence that has passed between the Earl of Derby 
and Prince von Bismarck relative to the Peace of Europe Question, said “that he did 
not think it would be to the public convenience to do so.” Mr, Punch does not agree with 
Mr. Disraeli. Mr, Punch believes that the publication of the papers in question would 
serve as a useful lesson to Europe in general, and to all would-be-peace-disturbers in par- 
ticular. Mr, Punch , therefore, has much pleasure in furnishing the correspondence (which 
has been kindly forwarded to him by Prince von Bismarck) in extenso. It will be noticed 
that Count Munster evidently founded the style of his speech to the “National Club ” on 
the model presented to him in the following letter from Her Majesty’s Secretary of 
State for Eoreign Affairs to the Imperial Chancellor in Berlin : — 

Memorandum from the Earl of Derby to Prince von Bismarck. 

' Downing Street , Mat/, 1875. 

“The Earl of Derby, Her Britannic Majesty’s Secretary of State for Eoreign Affairs, 
&c., &c., presents his compliments to Prince von Bismarck, Chief Adviser to His Majesty 
the Emperor of Germany, &c., &c., and begs to call his attention to the following 
facts England is now the richest country in the world. England has the strongest fleet 
in the world. England (if needs be) can buy the strongest army in the world. England is 


tired of the theory of non-intervention. 
England is aware of the responsibility at- 
taching to the position of a First-rate 
Power. England is weary of being ignored 
by Continental potentates. England carried 
the Crimean campaign to a successful issue, 
reconquered India, and was prepared to 
flght the United States of America had not 
reparation been made for the Trent outrage. 
England is now (according to the highest 
military authority) iu a position to fight in 
any part of the world at five minutes’ 
notice. England, however, objects to 
wanton warfare, and therefore will not 
tolerate foreign aggression. The Earl of 
Derby accordingly begs to state that he 
expects Prince von Bismarck to keep the 
peace. The Imperial Chancellor will be 
good enough to acknowledge the receipt of 
this order by telegraph. 

Telegram from Prince von Bismarck 
to the Earl of Derby. 

“Eh? This is not at all the sort of 
despatch we are aconstomed to receive from 
Downing Street. Surely some mistake. 
Where is Lord Granville ? ” 

Telegram from the Earl of Derby to 
Prince von Bismarck. 

“ Lord Granville superseded. Be good 
enough to answer memorandum dated 
May, 1875, before post- time.” 

Telegram from Prince von Bismarck 
to the Earl of Derby. 

“ For your sake the peace of Europe 
shall be preserved. Always shall be 
charmed to oblige you. Will answer for 
the Emperor of Russia. Anything else 
to-day?” 

Telegram from the Earl of Derby to 
Prince von Bismarck. 

“ Nothing else, thank you— not to-day.” 


THE BEARDLESS BOY. 

The Beardless Boy to the Race has gone, 
In the betting-ring you ’ll find him ; 

His father ’s till he has drawn upon, 

And his race-glass slung behind him. 

“ * Land ’ I must, or it will go hard 
Should all my luck forsake me,” 
Remarked the youth, as he bought a Card, 
“ And Policeman X may take me.” 

* * * * 

He lost his bets, and his watch and chain, 
At which you ’ll scarcely wonder ; 

And as he rushed to catch a train, 

He tore his coat asunder ; 

And said, “ No one shall bully me, 

I ’ll not submit to slavery l 
I won’t go home, but I ’ll wander free, 
And take to a life of knavery ! ” 


Insular Peacemakers. 

Among the Bills at present before the 
House of Commons is the Pacific Islanders’ 
Protection Bill. This title would be suit- 
able to a measure for strengthening our 
national defences. What island in the sea 
is more pacific, as regards the natives of 
it, than Great Britain? Are not we the 
Pacific Islanders par excellence f 


a clerical error. 

Mrs. Malaprop presents her compliments 
to Mr, Punch . and begs to he informed 
whether the children of poor Curates may 
properly he classed among the Surplice 
population. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


[June 5, 1875. 


WAITING 


BE WON. 


, Ships Alert and Discovert/, Captains Napes and Stevenson, sailed for the 
Arctic Regions , Mag 29, 1875. 



At her feet the Frozen Ocean, round her head the Auroral Lights, 

Through cycles, chill and changeless, of six month-days and nights, 

In her bride-veil, fringed with icicles, and of the snowdrift spun, 

Sits the White Ladye of the Pole, still waiting to he won. 

What suitors for her palace-gates have hoisted daring sail, 

Though eye of man has never seen the face behind her veil ! 

So long sighed for, so hard served for, as this Queen, was never none, 

Since the days of brave adventure and true service first begun. 

To her feet their Norse blood urging sent the Vikingur throng, 

Byrnie on back and axe in fist, in their war-drakes swift and strong. 
Tk. e * e >. ^bleaching on her threshold, lie the bones of ships and men, 

With Red Eric that sailed Yinlandwards, ne’er to steer south again. 

To her cold threshold galliots of the Zuyder-Zee made way, 

With brave Barentz* sturdy suitor, that would not be said nay ; 

He set his heart to win her hand— hut only saw, afar, 

The glimmer of her wan white veil beneath the Polar Star. 

In the steps of those Dutch suitors, English Captains, blithe and bold, 

Since the spring-tide of good Queen Bess, faced fog and ice and cold ; 
Fbobishee, Grenville, Hudson, and Baffin, souls of steel, 

In quest of the Ice-Maiden urging North each pigmy keel. 

As the desert track is measured by the wrecked ships of the sand,* 

So bleaching bones of men and hulls from berg and hummock stand, 
mi hot, heart the ice- wind ’s numbing breath 

Chilled the wild blood coursing eager for that Bride of Snow and Death. 

But still the white Witch-Maiden, that sits above the Pole, 

In the snow-hound silver silence whose cold quells aught but soul, 

Draws manly hearts with strange desire to lift her icy veil * 

The bravest still have sought her, and will seek, whoever fail. 

If England’s flag yet leads the quest, crowding sail close behind 
Our Western Brethren give their Stars and Stripes unto the wind ; 

On the faint tracks of Red Eric, follow Norsemen of his kin ; 

Ana Saxons tough, for Fatherland new conquests keen to win. 

On, on, to the weird ice- world, where, the winner’s prize, sits she : 

An untrod land about her feet, washed by an unsailed sea • 

And what though Franelin’s, Ceozier’s, steps have left their icy track, 
All pointing northwards, northwards— none ever leading back ? 

S?* 01 ? l ast ’ nor our , Gayest, is this band the quest that dares, 

Ihough brave are they that sail to-day with Stevenson and Nares, 

And amid God-speed and blessing upon all and eveiy one, 

Steer north m quest of that White Queen, who still waits to be won ! 

1 his readers that the caravan routes in the Desert are 

bordered by the skeletons of the camels which have sunk under their loads. 


A HIT AT A HERETIC. 

6 anD0ul10 ^ that Pmkce Bismarck is going, for 
r?®. b ® Qe i fc of his health, to a warm place m South Germanv It is nossihk 
that M. Tetjuroi wtfl reproduce this statement- with mcSifications. P 


OTHELLO OUTDONE. 

{From our Sensatiotial Reporter .) 

An appalling tragedy in domestic life has lately scat- 
tered consternation in the neighbourhood of Bayswater. 
A newly-married couple, possessed of ample fortune, 
and moving, it is rumoured, in extremely good society, 
had been observed to live together upon very loving 
terms, and no suspicion as to their affection was 
entertained among their friends. It appears, however, 
that on Monday morning last the young husband left 
his wife in considerable agitation, having, as he alleged, 
some business in the City. It has since transpired that 
he had previously secured himself a stall at Drury Lane 
for Salvini in Othello ; and there seems reason to be- 
lieve that the tragical event, which subsequently hap- 
pened, was first suggested to his mind by this most 
masterly performance. It was noticed by the Footman 
that he did not return until a few minutes before his 
usual dinner-hour, when, rushing in abruptly, without 
one word of warning, he proceeded to the bea-chamher, 
where his wife was in the act of dressing for the even- 
ing, and, before her startled Maid could even scream for 
help, he caught his wife up in his arms, in a frenzy of 
excitement, and deliberately proceeded to smother her— 
with kisses I 

NO RETURN. 

Some Spirit-Rappers hold a dreary creed, 

Much like Pythagorean transmigration, 

That is, that souls from bodies will be freed 
Only to undergo “ Re-incarnation.” 

That theory is all humbug, let us trust, 

Who would not rather he resolved to dust ? 

Our sires may well have wished again to be 
On England’s soil, so fair a face that wore, 

But to revive among Posterity 
For us ’twere sadder than to be no more, 

Unless our souls could he debased, to suit 
Surroundings suitable to natures brute. 

All that endears life to the young in heart 
But old in years, is withering day by day. 

Else were they still unwilling to depart ; 

Now little reck how soon they pass away, 

And, if they disbelieved it not, would dread 
Return to this changed country from the dead. 

How fast the smok^ sweltering cities grow ! 

The flowers, the fields, the woodlands disappear ! 
How foul with factory filth, and fouler, flow 
The turbid rivers, once so crystal clear ! 

’Twill be a worse world still for the next race, 

Going the way it goes, and at the pace. 

0 Conquering William, and 0 thou Red King, 

Whose bones were lately shunted from their tomb, 
For you, remand to Earth, if souls can bring 
Back Earth’s old memories, were a doleful doom, 
Now that official churls enclose, and fell 
The forest glades, and trees you loved so well. 

There is no power their doings to undo, 

And deal as you’d have dealt with those and them : 
Yet hope remains to check the sordid crew, 

And sylvan shades, yet spared, — which they condemn 
To vile utilitarian ravage, — save, 

Whilst you at least rest quiet in the grave. 


BIRDS’ NESTS AND BABY-FARMS. 

The now frequent song of the Cuckoo ( Cuculus 
oanorus) may suggest to the ornithologist, if also a 
student of social science, that in the case of that bird’s 
behaviour as a parent, the practice of baby-farming, 
apart from its abuse, appears to he warranted by an 
analogy in nature. That analogy, though, is close only 
as regards the Cuckoo and the corresponding human 
creatures. The latter, indeed, put out their children 
under much the same feeling as that which moves the 
Cuckoo to deposit its egg in the nest of the Hedge- 
sparrow. But there is a difference between the Hedge- 
sparrow and the Baby-farmer. The Hedge-sparrow gets 
nothing from the old Cuckoo, and feeds the young one 
instead of starving it. 
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peech is silvern, silence is golden,” says Diplomacy, in 
Lords as well as Commons. ( Monday , May 31,) Lobd 
Rtjsseli — famous in his own Foreign Office days for his 
lively correspondence with all the Cabinets of Europe- 
wanted to know what our Foreign Office has been writing 
to the Foreign Offices of France, Germany, Russia, Italy, 
Belgium, and other countries, since last first of January. 
The “ Complete Letter- Writer” of a few years ago desires, 


of any Foreign Office concerned— including our own. If the ears of its walls were once 
known to leak, little would be trusted to them. 

As to this last correspondence, apropos of the French “ scare ,” Lobd Debby admits, in 
effect, that the British Lion and Russian Bear have been standing side by side, as mediators 
between the German Wolf and the French Lamb— calming the timid Wolf’s terrors, and 
soothing the savage Lamb’s irritability. 

Thanks to Lion’s and Bear’s joint good offices, the peace of Europe had been confirmed. 
The Government, we are assured, has contracted no guarantees, given no pledges, done 
nothing to hamper its successors. John Bull (said Lobd Debby) “ approves of non-inter- 
vention as a general rule, but the nou-intervention he approves does not mean absolute isola- 
tion or indifference to the peace of Europe.” 

Perfectly true, my Lobd Debby. John Bull accepts the responsibilities of a great Power, 
He admits the rule, noblesse oblige— e\en if the obligation go the length of binding him to 

g ut his foot down. He understands the weakness of isolation, and the History of Holland 
as not been written for him in vain. 

The Commander-in-Chief explained what he did, and what he did not> say, or mean to 
say, about the troops at Aldershot. When he declared that he would be “ready to take 
those troops anywhere at five minutes’ notice,” he only meant to “ express his general satis- 
faction with their physical condition.” Whether even this satisfaction is to be taken as 
extending to “ our Boys” of eighty-eight (F,-M.’s in particular), and our recruits of seven- 


teen, F. M. the Duke op Cambbidge did 
not say, and F.-M. Punch has reminded 
him of the omission in this week’s Cartoon. 

The Duke roundly committed himself to 
the opinion that Conscription is out of the 
question in this^ country. “ Patres Con - 
scripti” in Parliament, if you please, but 
44 Filii Conscripti ” in the ranks, never! 
Punch is bound to say “ ditto ” to the 
Duke. If we can’t get an Army by help of 
the spurs of patriotism and bull-dog love of 
fighting in the hour of need, and by the 
attraction of pay, as a matter of business ' 
in the piping and pipeclay times of peace, 
we had better shut up the military shop 
altogether, and confine ourselves strictly i 
to the other branches of shop-keeping, with j 
exclusive devotion to which we are, even - 
now, often charged. Bosh! John Bull 1 
has always kept a serviceable shooting-iron 
(long-bow, match-lock, Brown Bess, En- 
field, Snider, Martini-Henry, as the regula- 1 * 
tion pattern might be) under the counter, ! 
beside his yard-measure; and said shoot- 1 
ing-iron would be as readily forthcoming 
as ever, on good casus belli shown— Man- 
chester, Peace-League, or any other school’s 
teaching to the contrary notwithstanding. 

( Commons .) — Mb. Stephen Moobe (Con- 
servative, returned in lieu of John Mit- 
chell, defunct, and now legally declared 
ineligible, both as a naturalised American 
citizen, and as a convict who had neither 
been pardoned nor fulfilled his sentence), 
took his seat for Tipperary. 

Mb. Hope means to keep the Bishops’ 
Bill alive on the paper night after night, 
in hopes Government will give him facili- 
ties for Second Reading. Has Hope told 
himself two flattering tales, one, that he may 
pass his Bill, the other, that if he pass his 
Bill, he will get his 44 Voluntary Contribu- 
tions ” to pay the Bishops it wifi legalise ? 

Mb. Habdy resumed the adjourned De- 
bate on the Exclusion of Strangers. Many 
men and many minds. Colonel Mube 
backed Lobd Habtin gtqn’s Resolutions, 
taking both Bulls by the Horns, the one 
for putting honest newspaper reports be- 
yond prosecution, and the other exempting 
Reporters from liability to be “cleared 
out,” except on a vote of the House, or an 
order of the Speakeb. 

Sib Rainald Knightley opposes. Would 
leave the reports to the discretion of able 
Editors (very well exercised as it is, thinks 
Spa Ralnald, and Mr, Punch agrees with 
him), and the Reporters to the discretion 
of the House (which Punch would remind 
Sib Rainald has once been Big gab.) 

Mb. Roebuck would have the order to 
“dear the galleries” apply to every 
strangers’ gallery except the Reporters*. 

Mb. Hope eulogised editorial discretion. 

(Is he not next door to a newspaper editor 

Sie "V?. ^Hxucoubt pitched into the 
Government for making the Motion a Party 
one. 

Mb. Hobsman pitched into the Opposi- 
tion for the same reason. He preferred 
the old-fashioned practice, (Mb, Hobsman 
has always been reported at length.) 

Mb. Heney withdrew his Speech-preser- 
vation amendment; Lobd Habtington's 
resolutions were negatived (as was Mb. 
Newdegate’s amendment that the Member 
moving the clearance of the Galleries 
should give his reasons) ; and, finally, Mb. 
Disbaeli moved, and the House accepted, 
a Motion which Mr . Punch records at 
length, as the settlement— pro tem,, at least 
—of a vexed matter, which has been safdy 
left to the discretion of the House for many 
generations of legislators, but cannot safely 
be so left, it would seem, any longer:— ( “ That 
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ODIUM THEOLOGICUM. 


First Street Precteher. “ On the ’Eath was tee? How hid you get on?” 
Second Ditto. “ 0, I warmed up Old Tyndall an’ ’Uxley to-rights, I 
can tell yer ] ” 


if at any sitting of the House, or on Committee, any Member shall take notice 
that strangers are present, the Speaker, or .the Chairman, as the case may he, 
shall forthwith put the question that strangers shall be ordered to withdraw, 
without permitting any debate or amendment, provided that the Chairman, 
may, if he thinks fit, order the withdrawal of strangers from any part of the 
House,” 

So the light of the Press stands, at last, not ignored, but sanctioned, in 
the House of Commons I A memorable fact. Magna est opinio publicct et 
prevaleoit J 

In Committee on Friendly Societies Bill, Colonel Barttelot moved for 
compulsory registration and audit, and the general introduction of a properly 
graduated scale of contributions. These protections of ignorance against 
itself, ^ or, still oftener against roguery, are what every one admits Friendly 
Societies want, though nobody save Colonel Barttelot— now Sir Walter 
Barttelot Barttelot, Bart., of Stopham, in the county of Sussex, since before 
the Conquest— has the courage to face the local Lions in the Path that bar the 
way to their adoption. If they were insisted on, the Chancellor oe the 
Exchequer said /‘the Bill must drop; ” so rather than no bread, Sir W. 
Barttelot and his friends took the half -loaf . 

Tuesday .-- The Lords in Committee on the Church Patronage Bill. Lord 
Houghton demes there has been any gross abuse on the part of the lay-patrons, 
rrobably, the Bishops know better than Lord Houghton. Let him ask Bishop 
Temple. 

( Commons,) Those pillars of the Constitution, Messrs. Whalley and 
mnealy, are so much shaken by indignation that the new writ is not issued 
ior JNorwicn, that the former to-night prayed for the issue of the writ wit hin a 
ei ^T hm assuring the Attorney-General that he meant to postpone 
rusMoUon till Thursday. Charged with this by the Attorney-General, 
sai<i he tad made the Motion with the intention of 


ivT-pTr. l£ s v , ^^-uj.upaix'umms mane over xne ATT ORNEY- GENERAL . 

MR. Herschell thought that Drv Keneaxy’s interference was indecent, seeing 
rh?* - rvLuv candidate for the suspected and suspended borough. 

Hr. aenealy— the Susceptible Doctor ” Punch would propose to call him 
when he takes his, place in the Hierarchy of Doctors with the “ Admirable 


Doctor,” the “Infallible Doctor,” and other scholastic 
and theological Great Lights— deeply hurt, as usual, at 
this cruel attack, rose to order, and timidly bed to the 
shelter of the Speaker from Mr. Hersch ell’s “ dew- 
drops.” But the Speaker held that Mr. Herschell’ s 
“ aspersion” was quite in order ; and the House voted 
that no writ should be issued till the House has con- 
sidered the evidence given before the Election Judges on 
the Norwich petition. 

(N.B. — It has since decided to issue, not the writ, 
but a Commission of Inquiry ! ) 

At the evening sitting, Mr. Ward Hunt did not oppose 
Sra John Hay’s Motion, alleging the Navy’s dismay and 
dissatisfaction with the present arrangements as*to re- 
tirement, “ which neither secured efficiency, content- 
ment, or due How of promotion.” 

Mr. Childers defended the existing plan, his own in 
the main. 

Me. Ward Hunt rather leaned to Sir John Hay. 

Mr. Goscuen suggested that everybody should agree 
to make the best of what everybody admitted was a bad 
bargain— an able and willing body of Officers too big for 
the Service they have to supply. So Motion and Amend- 
ment were withdrawn, and all the Naval Lords and 
Naval reformers on both sides of the House kissed and 
made friends ; bnt, alaB, Punch fears, are not “ going to 
live happy ever after.” 

Wednesday.— The House rejected, by 301 to 151, an 
Irish Landlord and Tenant Act Amendment, described 
(by the minority) as “a Bill with the simple object of 
enabling a Tenant to obtain the real value of his hold- 
ing ; ” by the majority, as “a Bill to confiscate the Land- 
lord’s property in favour of the Tenant.” 

No doubt there are faults on both sides. Mr. Punch, 
with the best will in the world to amend some at least 
of the acts both of Irish Landlords (such as the exaction 
of rack-rents and the eviction of solvent holders) and 
Irish Tenants (such as breaking each others’ heads, and 
blowing out their Landlord’s brains) feels quite unable 
to decide whether this Bill is the “ simple act of jus- 
tice,” or the “cruel measure of confiscation,” which it 
appears from different sides, and so must be content to 
record the fact of its rejection. 

Thursday.— The Lords in Committee on Artisans’ 
Dwellings. The Commons at their favourite little game 
of cross-questions and crooked answers. Among the 
amusing incidents of last night’s game was a “ cross- 
qnestion” from Mr. Whalley, “whether the Govern- 
ment has given no ground for the statement in the 
Berlin newspapers, that England has ranged herself 
amongst the possible adversaries of Prince Bismarck! in 
his duello with Pope Pio Nono?” which elicited the 
crooked, if comprehensive, answer from Mr. Disraeli, 
that “Her Majesty’s Government was not responsible for 
anything whatever in the newspapers, foreign or do- 
mestic.” 

Along night’s work-in Committee on Public Health 
Bill, and Friendly Societies’ Hill. While both sides of 
the House shirk legal insistance upon what is really 
wanted to secure these Societies against their own ignor- 
ance, or — occasionally — the rascality of their promoters 
and managers, Mr. Punch cannot think the Bill, how- 
ever well intended, much more than “ a mockery, a 
delusion, and a snare.” 

Friday {Lords).— Lord Houghton modestly recom- 
mended the Bishop oe Peterborough to withdraw his 
Church Patronage Bill. The Bishop oe Peterborough 
disrespectfully declined, intimating that Lord Houghton 
had as good a right as ever to Sydney Smith’s old title 
for him, “ The Cool of the Evening.” 

Commons. — Whalley on the Tichborne Case again. 
Quousque tandem f 

Friendly! Societies’ Bill got through Committee. 

Bill for Bishops by "Voluntary Contributions read a 
Second time, in the absence of Hope — in more senses 
than one. 

House Counted Out, after two attempts, on Mr. 
Torrens’s Motion for a Boyal Commission to inquire 
into the dismissal or removal of officers, without the 
option of a Court; Martial. No doubt the House held 
that such cases, as a rule, involve more consideration 
than oppression. 
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H, how the Yulgar 
do increase 
Their herd on 
every side ! 

W e ’ ve scarcely left 
a spot in peace 
Wherein to walk 
^ or ride. 

S ' Too rich of late, by 
means of trade 
^ And mannfae- 
E\' v * tnres, grown, 

In countless droves 
they now in- 
^ vade 

Resorts once all 
our own. 


Their chariots do so 
choke the Ring, 
Its current scarce 
can flow; 

Their horsemen an 
unpleasant 
thing 

Have made of 
Rotten Row. 


At horse-shows ’tis the steeds of snobs 
That beat His Lordship’s steed : 

E’en pigs, bulls, sheep, once bred by nobs, 
Your common herd now breed. 

Reserved no more, a sacred place 
On Sundays, for the Eew, 

Is that which, from plebeians base, 

We ’ve learned to call the “ Zoo.” 

In show and splendour of attire 
Our Order they excel : 

Likewise in equipage aspire 
To cut us out as well. 

A taste unbounded by expense 
Their vanity displays. 

Outshining our magnificence 
Their gaudy liveries blaze. 

We cannot stand apart and clear 
From new rich folk so fine. 

Still, ’mid the herd we may appear 
Distinct as deer from swine. 

All ostentation to disdain 
Henceforth should be our plan, 

And turn out in a style as plain 
As possibly we can. 

Such garb let all our servants wear 
As suits a Christian race ; 

Ho gorgeous plush, no powdered hair, 

Ho gold ana silver lace. 

Instructed by each Marchioness 
In Fashion’s loftier sphere, 

Let gentlewomen learn to. dress 
On fifteen pounds a year. 

Select we thus ourselves might keep 
From mushrooms of the mud, 

Till we had in appearance cheap 
A sign of gentle blood. 


CHEMICAL CRACKJAW. 

A CEB.TArN’ M. Haydach has “ analysed orthoamidototoluene sul- 
phonic acid and diacortho-amido-paratoluene-sulphonic acid.” 

He “ also affirms that the action of pewter and hydrochloric acid 
on nitrobromacetanilide produces hydrochloride of ethenylbromo- 
phenylenediamite.” These particulars of chemical news and no- 
menclature have been culled from the Gazette de Pharmacologie . 
They cannot be made too public for the benefit of dental surgery. 


Any attempt at their pronunciation generally made must lead to a 
very extensive inquiry at the dentist’s shop in the Strand for the 
Guinea Jaw.” 

Would not Chemistry receive a service from its Professors if they 
could contrive, in some degree, to simplify the expression of chemi- 
cal combinations in verbal compounds ? 


COMMEMORATION". 

. Oxford Commemoration irresistibly suggests the propriety of 
imparting a little useful information, which strangers and visitors 
to that famous University may not, perhaps, find unacceptable. 

Besides Colleges, Libraries, Museums, Professorships, Scholar- 
ships, and Sermons, the Founders and -Benefactors, whom the 
University at. Commemoration time especially delights to honour, 
have left many substantial evidences of their munificence and fore- 
thought. Services of plate, cellars of wine, complete sets of 
kitchen utensils and croquet implements, funds for gravelling the 
quadrangles and pathways in the College gardens, for the provision 
of blacking for the Fellows’ boots, for renewing and repairing their 
“ oak,” and for complimenting the Heads of Houses with bouquets 
of flowers <m their birthdays— the bequest of a Lady— are only a 
few of the instances that might be quoted of the care and liberality 
of those generous .men and women, whose names and good deeds 
are annually proclaimed by the Yice-Chancelior and Proctors at 
daybreak from the summit of Magdalen Tower. 

The recipients of the honorary degree of D.C.L. are not called 
upon to pass an Examination. The only thing required of them 
(besides fees), is that they converse in no other language but Latin 
while they remain within ,the precincts of the University. The 
splendid robes they wear when presented for their degrees are after- 
wards carefully folded up and put away in the University Chest. 

The Heads of Houses will he easily recognised. Remarkable for 
their lofty stature, and venerable appearance, they are also distin- 
guished by wearing on the front of their caps the name of the 
College or Hall (in its boating colours) over which they preside. 

Many old customs connected with Commemoration have faded 
into disuse. The Heads of Houses and College Tutors no longer run 
races in Port Meadow on Tuesday afternoon ; the College servants 
have ceased to wait in Hall with wreaths of parsley round their 


Library. 

The Colleges possess many interesting relics and memorials of 
their great founders and benefactors. At University, do not fail to 
ask to see the piece of one of the cakes which King Axer-ed forgot to 
turn when in the Peasant’s Hut. Wolsey’s night-cap ‘is one of 
the proudest distinctions of Christ Church, and can only he inspected 
in the presence of the Canon in Residence. Hew College is the 
happy possessor of three of the peas (there used to he four, hut one 
disappeared during the Com Law agitation) which William: oh 
Wykeuajl always placed in his shoes when going on a distant 
pilgrimage. 

It may he interesting to recal a few of the subjects of the 
“Newdigate” in past years— “The Introduction of the Potato 
into England,” “Cricket,” “ The Great Wall of China,” “Covent 
Garden Market,” “Political Economy,” “First Love,” “The 
Fifth of Hovember,” “ St. George’s, Hanover Square,” “ Women’s 
Rights,” and “ The Thames Embankment.” 

The Geographical Lectures (illustrated by a good magic lantern), 
which the Travelling Fellows return to the University expressly to 
deliver in Commemoration Week, are well worth attending. 

Everyone goes to see the Dean of Christ Church toll “ Great Tom ” 
in full canonicals on Wednesday evening ; and to hear the Chapter 
sing Dean Aldrich’s famous catch, “JS ark the bonny , bonny 
Christ Church Bells l ” on the top of “ Tom ” tower, at sunset, is a 
thing which once heard will never be forgotten. 

There are no lessons in the “Schools” during Commemoration 
Week. j 

The Ladies may be glad to hear that the number of ‘ £ unattached ” j 
Students is increasing. I 

Oxford cannot boast of its Bacon, like Cambridge ; but when you 
visit the Bodleian, do not omit to inquire for the original receipt of 
the famous Oxford sausages in the autograph of the learned and 
“ Judicious ” Hooker. 

It remains to dissipate one or two pardonable mistakes. The 
Clarendon and Hew Inn are not hotels ; the Margaret Professor of j 
Divinity is (at present) not a lady ; the Public Orator does not give i 
lessons in elocution ; the Postmasters of Merton do not attend to the : 
delivery and despatch of letters ; the Common Rooms are not open 
to the public ; the most modern of all the Colleges is not Hew but 
Keble ; All Souls has hut few Souls ; and the Theatre is never used 
for dramatic performances. 
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TRUE MOTHERLY SOLICITUDE. 

“ HOW FOND YOU SEEM OF THAT ETERNAL OLD DOLL OF YOURS, MABEL?” 

“ 0, Aunt, it has been the desire of all my Life to hide it from her that she ’s a Doll. I hope she didn’t hear you ! ” 


DISCONTENTED PERSONS. 

The Dure of Cambridge, in the House of Lords the'other evening-, 
declared that there were “some people who were satisfied with 
nothing.” His Royal Highness was perfectly right, and Mr. Punch 
has great pleasure in giving a few specimens of the sort of military 
men to whom the Field Marshal Commanding-in- Chief must 
evidently have intended to make allusion. 

The General , who has a great grievance about some particular 
regimental button, who looks upon the Martini-Henry as “Non- 
sense, Sir, nonsense,” because “ we did not use it, Sir, in the Penin- 
sula, Sir ; ” who talks of all men under fifty years of age, as “ mere 
lads, Sir — raw as bacon, Sir — raw as bacon,” and who invariably 
wants to know, “what the dooce shall we do now” that leather 
stocks and beaver shakos have become obsolete ? 

The Colonel , who is thoroughly dissatisfied with all his recruits, 
because some of them (fine growing lads of nineteen) cannot exactly 
fill the tunics of men of five-and-thirty, who has some ridiculous 
grievance because he has been officially requested to keep the cham- 
pagne bill down at mess, who cannot yet make out why the drill in 
vogue when he was a subaltern, should be altered now that he has 
become a Field Officer, and who (privately) is irritable to the last 
degree because his regiment in reality is commanded by his wife. 

The. Major , who strongly objects to having to command a half 
battalion ; who is prepared to agree with his Commanding Officer 
about every^ subject- under the- sun, and who consequently is quite 
ready to believe that black is white if Ms Colonel happens to suffer 
from colour-blindness. 

. The Captain , who holds to the fixed idea that what is officially 
right must of necessity be^ equitably wrong, who firmly believes 
that the prestige of the British Army disappeared with the Purchase 
System, and who takes it for granted that the recruits of his 
Company must be bad, because it so happens that most of them now- 
can both read and write, and even cipher. 

The Lieutenant , who has come to the conclusion that the Service 
is “ not nearly so chirpy as it used to be,” now that the men have 
to work to perform the duties of their profession ; who has a very 
great grievance indeed because the Autumn Manoeuvres on one occa- 


sion quite seriously interfered with the date of his leave ; and who 
considers “ Mufti” becoming at all hours of the day and night, and 
consequently uniform and its responsibilities “ the biggest bores 
that ever were invented— don’t you know.” 

The Sergeant , (a very rare specimen this) who has never liked his 
stripes nor cared to rise to a commission ; who sends letters to the 
papers full of frivolous complaints, and yet has not the courage of 
his opinions, who drills the men on parade and gives moral support 
to their gambling outside the Barrack Square ; who, in fact, under 
the uniform of the Queen hides the baseness of a traitor and the 
meanness of a spy. And lastly— 

The Private , who seeing the excellent examples set to him by his 
superior officers, turns their grievances into burlesque, and tries to 
out-Herod them all in his own grumblings. 


LEGAL. 

.Mr. Punch is glad to hear that the Legislature is likely at last to 
give Her Majesty’s County Court Judges some additional remunera- 
tion, or, as Lord Lyttleton euphuistically expresses it, “ improve 
their position,” for doing the whole Bankruptcy business of the 
country (except the Metropolis), disposing of a very large number of 
cases referred to them by the Judges of Her Majesty’s Courts at 
Westminster in the most flattering manner, and undertaking every 
possible civil jurisdiction, legal or equitable, past, present or future, 
without a murmur. Indeed, if any one wants to see a fusion of law 
and equity, he must go to the County Courts ; and, if he wants to 

see a con-fusion, Ah, well ! he must ask Sir Edmund Beckett 

where to go to. b Mr. Punch is also very glad to hear that there are 
savings and gains to the country, by the labours of the County 
Court Judges, amounting to upwards of £70,000 a year,* wMch will 
meet the additional remuneration to them without any increase of 
taxation on the public in general, or Mr. Punch in particular, and 
will leave a handsome balance, which can he paid into Mr. Punch's 
bankers any day during the usual hours. 

* See Sir Edmund Beckett’s letter on the Judicature Act in the Times. 
May 20. 





“OUR BOYS!” 

“ WHEN I SAID THAT, AFTER CAREFULLY INSPECTING THE TROOPS AT ALDERSHOT, I FELT READY TO TAKE 
MINUTES’ NOTICE, I WAS REFERRING ENTIRELY TO THEIR PHYSIQUE.”— Explanation of His Royal Highness ihe Commander 
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MORE COACHING CLUBS. 

unch has reason to believe 
that preparations are on 
foot to found a Coaching 
Club at Cambridge, and, 
if the project v be success- 
ful, the sister University 
may doubtless be expected 
to , start a - sister Club. 
Coaching has long been 
a favourite institution 
among -the Undergradu- 
ates, and they would no 
doubt hail with pleasure 
any steps that might be 
taken ,to further its ad- 
vancement by the medium 
of a Club. Moreover they 
would probably delight in 
seeing a parade of their 
“ Coaches ” now and then, 
after the fashion which is 
yearly so attractive in 
Hyde Park. JPunch need 
hardly say the project has 
his heartiest good wishes, 
and if he has a timely 
notice of the first meet; of 
the Club, he will take 
special care, for the 
amusement of Jiis readers, to have a special artist and reporter on 
the spot. 


PUNCH AT THE PLAT. 

(. Hamlet at Drury Lane : Money at the Prince of Wales's ,) 

Hot quite, yet somewhat, in the sense in which Coleridge, hearing 
Klopstoce: called “the Herman Milton,” remarked, “A very 
G-erman Milton,” Punch would call Salvini’s Prince of Denmark 
a “ very Italian Hamlet 

The great Actor, with all his range of personation, cannot get 
beyond the four corners of his country’s nature. All doubtless that 
an Italian can conceive , Salyini can be ; but to be Shakspe are’s 
Hamlet is not, and never can be, in Ms power. Hamlet is of the 
North, northern, as absolutely as Juliet is southern and of the South. 
“It is we” said Hazlitt, “who are Hamlet.” But the “ we” 
does not include men of the Latin race. And so the Italian adapter 
of Salyini’s version of Shaespe are’s wonderful play has shown. 
It was instinct of race, as much as calculation, or respect for the 
conditions of the Italian tragic stage, that has made him cut away 
all but one facet of the many-sided brilliant given him to reset. 

Hamlet , in the Italian version, is the melancholy, gracious, 
loving, dreamy and self-questioning Prince, called upon, grievously 
against will and nature, to revenge his father’s murder. But he is 
not the familiar, free and easy, discursive Hamlet , who takes the 
colour of Ms. surroundings, whether he is criticising a play, lecturing 
the Players, chaffing Osric, or chatting with the Hravedigger. He 
is not the Hamlet whose blood and judgment are so ill-commingled 
that Ms over-strung nerves give way under the tension of the horrible 
secret revealed to him, and the burden of the terrible duty imposed 
upon him bv the dead, till he cracks wild jests with Ms father’s 
ghost ; blends true brain-sickness with simulated madness in Ms 
discourse with the Courtiers ; loses the command of will and words 
when he tries to tear Ms love out of Ms heart ; mingles hysteric 
raving with his wrath when he has forced Ms father’s murderer to 
self -betrayal ; and becomes, for a moment, a raging maniac over 
the grave of his Ophelia . 

In short, Salvini’s Hamlet is Hamlet with three parts of Hamlet 
omitted. What remains of the character the great Italian Actor 
represents with all the resources of Ms Art— with a grace of 
gesture, tenderness of voice, measured music of elocution, and sus- 
tained dignity of bearing, of wMch our Stage now supplies no 
example. Hot the public only, but our best Actors, flock to see 
Salvini’s Hamlet , as they did his Othello . They will find the one 
impersonation as full of lessons in their craft as the other, though 
their hair may well stand on end at the omission of the opening 
Hhost-scene, the entry of the players, the passages from their play- 
leaving Hamlet's second soliloquy without peg or cue— Hamlet's 
advice to their leading man, and the “recorder” and its lesson, no 
less than at the total excision of the Second Hrave-Digger, and the 
reduction of* Osric to a supernumerary. They will even have to face 
the shock of a Hamlet with a heavy black moustache— almost as 
startling a Hamlet as Fechter’s in a flaxen wig— and of finding 
the lime-light turned on the Prince instead of the Ghost . 


Their first impression is likely to be the well-grounded one, that 
the Actor’s impersonation is truncated like the play. They will feel 
that they have had shown them only one side among the many sides 
of Shakspeare’s Hamlet . 

But within the limits of that side, what consummate mastery of 
action, tone, and stage resource; what skill in finding visible 
means to indicate the Actor’s currents of thought and changes of 
mood by gesture and “business,” as in Hamlet's succession of 
! attitudes while listening to the Ghost ; Ms movements in the “ To 
I be, or not to be his sad turning away from Ophelia , when the 
conviction of .even her untruth is forced upon him ; his manner of 
watching the King during the Play from behind his manuscript, 
his wild tossing of its loose leaves in the air, when Ms Uncle’s 
“occulted guilt” has “unkennelled” itself ; and, lastly, Ms clever 
mode of bringing about the exchange of foils. 

This, by the way, is not managed, as the critics have described, 
by Hamlet^ as an act of courtesy, giving Ms own foil to Laertes, 
and taking the one of wMch he has disarmed him, but quite 
otherwise. 

When Hamlet first feels the prick of Laertes's “ venomed stuck,” 
he claps Ms hand to the wound, and looks at the blood in astonish- 
ment. The smart and blood together, in that place, and with 
Claudius looking on, awaken at once the suspicion of foul-play. 
Following up the suspicion, Hamlet presses on Laertes , disarms nim, 
sets his foot upon Ms ‘ 1 unbated ” foil, to prevent M™ from taking it 
up again, and, then, snatching up # the poisoned weapon, and thrusting 
his own blade into the hand of his adversary, attacks him so fiercely 
that he overbears all Ms skill of fence, and gives Mm Ms death- 
wound, All tMs he does impetuously, and with no pause for 
thought, as Hamlet might be expected to act when he dwZactlat last. 

Among all the new and effective “ bits of business ” in Salvini’s 
Hamlet— and it was full of them— there was none better than tMs, 
and none so likely to be adopted by English Hamlets in future. 
Ho doubt, this cleverness’ in the invention of stage-business is one 
of the chief reasons why Salvini’s performances prove so interesting 
to English actors. If, with the Italian Actor’s “business,” they can j 
carry away something of Ms distinction, grace of movement and ! 
esture, measured and musical elocution, and finished art, it will 
e well for our Stage. It should be well for it that it has had the 
opportunity of seeing such examples of consummate acting in the 
noblest range of the drama, now that the best of our native models 
in that kind have passed away— when, if the Mghest art of the 
Stage is to be resuscitated, it must be, as the Mghest art of painting 
had to Lbe resuscitated by Reynolds, by looking beyond our own 
school. 

Consummate Art in a*less dignified walk of the Stage is, happily, 
still left us. We can nowhere find better examples of it than at 
the Prince of Wales’s. Perhaps the management of that delightful 
little theatre has been premature in accepting it as a fact, that the 
verdict of the public was against “ their Merehant of Venice .” Ho 
doubt the verdict of their habitual public was not favourable ; but 
as regards the wider world outside, who had to find their] way to 
the Prince of Wales’s, suddenly become a home for Shanspeare, 
there was so much that was admirable in the revival — in spite of the 
immense drawback of an unsatisfactory Shyloek — such perfect 
mounting, dressing, and stage-management— such a peerless Portia 
—such a dignified Antonio— such a gentle and graceful Bassanio — 
so much that was excellent and rare in the care and thought and 
respect for Shaespeare visible throughout, that we cannot but 
think, had the management persevered, the public— wMch has 
always to be created afresh, be it remembered, for an adequate 
erformance of Sharspeare— would have followed their lead, and 
one justice to their efforts. Then what a Beatrice , what a j Rosa- 
lind, what a Viola, did not that Portia promise ! 

But disheartened at the first falling-off of the audiences they 
have usually found so kind, the Prince of Wales’s management 
have turned back from their venture on an unfamiliar road. From 
Shaxspeare to Buxwer is “afar cry,” and not an upward one; 
but no doubt the regular public of the Prince of Wales’s feels more 
at home with Money than the Merchant of Venice . So once more 
the pretty little theatre is tMckly paved with merry faces, and 
rings with even louder laughter than usually shakes those serene 
stalls, rarely stirred beyond the still, superior, smile of “good 
society.” 

Money is an old success on the boards of the Prince of Wales’s. 
Me. Bancroft’s Sir Edward Blunt , Mr. Honey’s Graves , Mr. 
Archer’s Deadly Smooth , and Mr. Coghlan’s Evelyn have already 
made their mark . . . the first, as a picture of well-dressed haw- 
hawism, not less finished, if less extravagant, than Lord Dundreary; 
the second, a perfect realisation of all that is comic in the author’s 
creation, hut always observing the well-marked line that separates 
comedy from farce ; the third, calm, cold, bland, well-dressed, well- 
bred, as he should be. Even Mr. Coghlan’s Evelyn, over-violent 
I and deficient in refinement as it is, is brought more into the 
I region of reasonable humanity, than seems at first sight possible 
[ with so stilted, unnatural, and pretentious a personage. 
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Miss Cablotta Addison is as well fitted with a part in Georgiana 
Vesey, as Me. Colette is ill-suited in that of her father. This clever 
actor seemed to have misconceived the character : he was angular 
instead of round: harsh and grating instead of smooth and 
unctuous ; too loud, fidgety and uneasy from first to last. 

. But the crown of the performance is in the two new impersona- 
tions added to the cast— Mes. Banceoei’s Lady Franklin , and Miss 
Ellen Teeby’s Clara Douglas . How irresistibly kindly, pleasant, 
and winning the former was all through ; how slny humorous in the 
scene in which she coaxes Graves into forgetting first his own 
sorrows, and then his coloured bandanna, then into humming a 
dance-tune, and lastly, into dancing a jig, should be seen, and 
cannot be told. 

How much could be done by sincerity, feeling, and fervour to give 
a new breath of life to the high-flown and cold-drawn Clara , Punch 
had never conceived till he saw Ellen Teeey in the part. The 
appeal to Evelyn's better nature in the Fifth Act was almost start- 
ing, so strange seemed its ring of heartfelt sincerity in contrast with 
I the balanced rhythm of the author’s artificial periods.' 

This young Actress has, in the two Darts she has nlaved here* 


the prospects of higher Stage art in England in b uddin g the highest 
hopes upon the future that lies before her. 


Apollinaris Water in Chancery. 

{See decision 0 / Yice-Chancelloe Sin J. Bacon. June 3.) 

Some comes from Prussia ; some from Hotting Hill, 
So that its flavour pleasant be, what care I? 

The druggist is a clever man, but s till 
Hot 4< laured donandus ApollinariP 


PUHCH TO JTJHE. 

A Poet* once said, in a fit of asperity 
(Such satirical sneers read like wit out of tuue !), 

“ Here ’s Summer set in with its usual severity.” 

Don’t do it this season, 0, rosy-lipped June ! 

Be kind to the holiday lads on their bicycles, 

To the fair whom canoeing from blonde tans 'to brune : 

With no nipping East pinch sweet noses to icicles, 

But come like the darling you should be , fair June ! 

Don’t make heavy furs and thick Ulsters the fashion at 
The Island of Yachts, when the year ’s in its noon : 

Flush the calm sapphire West, till from pale it glows passionate, 
And let us have plenty of pleasure in June. 

When Amandus has won his delicious Amanda, 

And they ’re gaily enjoying their sweet mellilune, 

Don’t blow them away from their sea-side verandah, 

Or give them a touch of rheumatics in June. 

With your creme de la creme crown our strawberries fragrant, 
And heap them, profuse, through the bright afternoon. 

When Punchy fete-champetring , a butterfly vagrant, 

Flits light o’er the flower-beds of Beauty in June I 

* Co lerid ge. 


OTIUM CUM DIGNITAIE. 

Field-Maeshals. Why Field ? Because, old as a class, 
They ’re like horses past work that are turned out to grass. 


Imecile peeImbecilius {In Be the Reverend E. 2T^).--Chan- Money-Market and City Intelligence.— Operators for the 
| celloe P h jl ltm obe s judgment on the Bishop op Lincoln’s blunder. Rise— Aeronauts ; likewise Anglers. 




June 12 , 1875 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


257 



fliBISMARCK 'BEATIFIED. 

King Oscae, of Sweden, on a visit at 
Berlin the other day, personally conferred 
upon Pbince Bismabck the Order of the 
Seraph. This is said to he “the highest 
of all Swedish orders.” It is also the 
highest order in the Celestial hierarchy. 
Note the point of resemblance , between a 
better place and Sweden. 

The readiness with which Bismarck has 
acceded to proposals of peace, evinces feel- 
ings of so angelica nature, as to render him 
quite the fitting recipient of an emblem, 
signifying enrolment among the Seraphim. 
He certainly seems more of a Seraph than 
a Cherub ; for it is the Cherubim especially 
that are. sculptured and painted all head 
and wings: whereas Bismarck, whilst a 
Statesman endowed with plenty [of head, 
has considerable body too ; although, to be 
sure, he is as yet unfurnished with wings. 
That defect, however, might easily.be sup- 
plied by art, in case the great Chancellor 
should choose to appear at Sans Souci on 
the occasion, for example, of a fancy-hall 
in character as a Member of his new order. 
His numerous admirers would doubtless 
willingly subscribe to present him with a 
pair of golden wings, and a harp framed 
of the same material. Thus equipped, he 
would look his part to the admiration of 
everybody, except his enemies, “those 
ribalds/’ as Mrs, Malaprop calls them, 
“the Ultramarines.” They, indeed, with 
M. Yeuuxot at their head, .will perhaps 
suggest that his wings had better he made 
of leather, and that Ms harp shouldj be re- 
placed with a pitchfork. 

Let them. In the meanwhile Prince 
Bismarck has been invested with the Order 
of the Seraph at the hands of a successor ! 
of “the Great Gtjstaws Adolphus, the 
Lion of the North, and the Bulwark of the j 
Protestant Faith.” 


Ecclesiastical ^Tested Interests.- 
Those of Ritualism. 


TREE TRADE IN THE FRANCHISE. 

Me. Punch’s Select Committee appointed to consider the subject 1 
of Corrupt Practices at Elections have made their report, as 
follows 

1. Every free-born Briton has a right to sell his birthright for a 
mess of pottage if he chooses. 

2. A fortiori he has a right to sell his vote for five pounds. A 
fortiorori (excuse grammar) for ten. 

3. There are a good many voters who have no reason whatever to 
vote for one candidate in preference to another of any other nature 
than that of- five pounds. They have no better reason except more 
money. 

4. Let all existing laws prohibiting Bribery and Corruption be 
repealed. Legalise Bribery and Corruption on the following con- 
ditions : — 

a, Establish a Court of Bribery and Corruption, with a regis- 
ter kept in it, wherein candidates who propose to bribe and 
corrupt, and electors willing to be bribed and corrupted, shall 
enter their names. 

A Any candidate for a seat in Parliament who shall have 
entered his name in the Bribery and Corruption Court Register, 
shall be at liberty to offer a bribe; and every elector whose 
name shall likewise have been registered, shall be free to take 
it. Provided always, that their names shall have been so 
' registered. Provided also, that every bribe shall be paid into 
Court to be transferred by the Court, through an ^officer, to the 
person bribed, so that all the bribery shall be Iona fide. Other- 
wise, the offence of offering, giving, or taking a bribe to be 
punishable with penal servitude and forfeiture of property. 


| respectable persons. Registration would soon also narrow the 
representatives of corrupt constituencies to a small party, the party 
of venality, whose influence would give mere money its just weight 
(rather less than it has at present) in the House of Commons. 


A SHORT WAY WITH SOTS. 

In contrast with the ineffectual harangues of the Total Abstinence 
Platform Orators, with their impracticable ideas and irritating 
demands of paternal and restrictive legislation, take the sensible 
proposal instanced in the following newspaper paragraph, of an easy 
method calculated to answer its purpose, the prevention of—: 

“ Drunkenness and Crime at Liverpool.— At the meeting of the 
Liverpool Town Council, to. be held on Wednesday next, Mr. Alexander 
Balfour will move that measures be taken for acting on the request of a 
town's meeting (recently held with reference to the_ prevalence of crime and 
drunkenness in the town), that an adequate staff of inspectors be appointed to 
look after public-houses and beer-houses.” 

If this plain and simple expedient for the suppression of intem- 
perance is tried at Liverpool, it will probably he discovered to equal 
in ingenuity the device of Columbtjs for erecting an egg. If you 
want to hinder sots from getting drank, set policemen on the watch 
to stop them. What a capital notion I How wonderful nobody ever 
thought of it before! Suppose we try it? If this supposition is 
everywhere practised, the occupation of Sir Wilebxd Lawson and 
the United Kingdom Alliance will soon he gone. Restriction will 
then vex those only who ought to be placed under restraint. 
Dipsomaniacs and tipplers will be withheld from excess by measures 
which do not at the same time diminish the reasonable comfort and 
enjoyment of life, and the liberty of Britons. 


^5. By these arrangements Bribery and Corruption would be 
limited to known candidates and known electors, vrho would be, 
both the former and tie latter, appreciated at their, worth by all 


Ruler] op the (Channel) Waves.— Boxton vice Beitannia 
superseded. 
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THE SERVANTS. 

Housemaid [just engaged). “ I should like to be shown my Room, M’am ! ” 

Lady of the House {startled). “ 0 , if you like. You’ll find it a comfortable ” 

Housemaid. “ I should like to know if it ’s large enough for my Piano, M’am i 


THINGS AN EAEL WOULD LIKE TO KNOW. 

Earl Russell, having failed to obtain any ‘information relative 
to the confidential communications which are said' to have passed 
between the Earl of Derby and Prince yon Bismarck, will 
shortly ask the following questions jn the House of Lords 
Whether it is true that Marshal Macmahon has informed Lord 
L yoNS^what he (the President of the^ French, Republic) proposes 

whetker the^British Foreign Office has any "objection to making the 
Marshal’s plans public to the whole world ? 

Whether it is true that the Czar or Russia has privately in- 
formed Her Royal and Imperial Highness the Duchess of Edin- 
burgh what course he means to take in the event of the English 
opposition to the St. Petersburg Conference continuing ; and 
whether such information can he obtained through His Royal High- 
ness the Duke oe Edinburgh, to he printed and laid upon the 
tables of both Houses of Parliament for the information of Noble 
Lords and Honourable Members ? 

Whether it is true that King Alfonso has confidentially in- 
formed an' anonymous Spanish Bondholder of his immediate inten- 
tion to leave Madrid incognito for Margate, and whether the address 
of the Lodging-house Keeper about to he patronised by His Majesty 
can be obtained and be made public ? 

Whether it is true that the Emperor of Austria (at the end of 
a rather heavy banquet) confidentially informed the British Ambas- 
sador at Yiehna, that He (the Emperor-King) could really no longer 
tolerate the combined insolence of Germany, Italy, Turkey, and. 
•Russia; and whether His Majesty made use of the following 
remarkable words on the same festive occasion— “I tell you what 
it is, Sir. For a couple of florins I would declare war against the 
whole lot of them. (Ich wiirde Sie alle zusammen fechten.) -That 
I would, Sir — I would do it to-morrow morning,” — and much more 
to the same effect ? 

"Whether it is true that the Crown Prince of Prussia has written 
a long and lively letter to H.R.IL the Duke, ‘op Cambridge, asking 


the Field-Marshal Commanding-m-Chief .to come over to Berlin 
with the whole of the British Army, at five minutes’ notice, offer- 
ing, in the event of the invitation being ? accepted, to 44 put up ” 
both officers and men, unter.den Linden '; and whether the Dukeof 
Cambridge believes that his Royal and Imperial German connection 
intends the letter in question to be taken seriously, or to be con- 
sidered only as what is commonly known as “chaff,” — meaning a 
playful joke ? , 

. A ,KNIGHTLEY; YIEW, OF, REPORTING. 

Yes, you are right, Sir Rainald Knightley, r 
If the Knight's of the Press report you rightly, — 

That noble army of short-handed martyrs, — 

Who ’ve to mend the botching of -Commons’ “.sartors.” 

The talk wherewith maund’ring Members illumine ue, 

The Times compresses from vo- to luminous : 

Will ever these maundering Members have nous 
To compress for themselves,' ere they come to the House r 

Punch would gladly take steps, 1 those bores to balk 
Who abuse Parliamentary privilege of talk ; 

, And with nightly, inflictions, the wish make fair 
Of gallery- slaves to he elsewhere. 

Then sensible folk wouldn’t, suffer from vapours, . 

, Heavy . e’en when severely condensed in the papers, - 
But would wait a we.ek, in. patient quiescence; - 
For Parliament’s pith in Punch’s Essence. , - 


Probable Consequence. 

That our seamen have small chance of nailing 
' Our flag to the Pole, we assert— ( 

Those on the Discovery sailing 
Being none of them on the Alert. 


the County of Middl esex, at the Printing: Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Aspnew, A Co., Lomfctf* 
85, Fleet Street m the parish of St. Bride, City of London.— Baiunnar, June 12 , 1875 . 
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Szed Bahghash as a debate ? The fate of representative institutions in Zanzibar may hang on the 
good behaviour of the British Legislator. 

, It is to be hoped the Lords began their week’s work under a due sense of the awful respon- 
sibility hanging over their heads. 

Monday, June 7 (Lords ), Two measures affecting “the Cloth” passed Third Beading— the 


Church Patronage, and. the Chimney Sweeps’, Bill. Lord Portman grumbles at the first, as a rude 
interference with the vested rights of lay patrons. Probably some of the Conservative Master 
Chimney Sweeps of Liverpool and other towns, where they prefer to “ stand on the ancient fines,” 
and employ the climbing boy of our ancestors instead of the new-fangled machine of modem days, 
will be ready to fall foul of the Earl op Shaftesbury as savagely as my Lord Porthan of my 
Lord Bishop of Peterborough. 

But, in spite of the pockets of Patrons and Master Sweeps, and the rights of Church property 
I and old flues, simony and suffocation are scandals, and must be diminished. 

( Commons .) Whalley the Wonderful wants a House not only “ made ” but “ kept” for him 
by the Government. Mr. Disraeli gently pointed out that as you may take an ass to the water, 
but cannot make him drink ; so the Whip may drive forty Members to Mr. Wh alley, but no 
conceivable number of whips could compel them to listen to him. 

In Committee on Savings Banks Bill, Messrs. Childers, Goschen, and Gladstone in vain 
exposed the Government “rig ” by which the loss on two accounts is hid under the gain of a third. 
If “ rig” is not the word, will Sir Stafford Northcote teach Mr, Lunch a better ? Till he does, 
Mr, L, feels unable to apologise for his Cartoon, though it does depict Sir Stafford Northcote as 
a pea-and-thimble man. 

But though sound sense and clear logic could not change a majority into a minority, they suc- 
ceeded in reducing it by two-thirds ; and the Amendments of the Opposition were negatived by 
but 38, instead of the normal 90 which represents Government vis inertias. 

The Times recommends the Government to withdraw their Savings Banks Bill. As the Chan- 
cellor^ of the Exchequer has given up the clause enabling the Savings Banks Commission to 
invest in Local Securities, it seems very doubtful if there is anything worth saving left in this very 
muddle-headed measure. There should be warning in the ominous fact that the high finance of 
Hubbard and the mild wisdom of Walpole and Henley have alike revolted against this barefaced 
Government attempt to shuffle the Pea of Deficit out of sight among the three Thimbles of old 
Savings Banks, Friendly Societies, and Savings Bank Deposits. 

Tuesday {Lords ), — Several Bills advanced a stage. Offences against the Person Bill improved. 
There was room for it. Let ns hope that now that the Cat is to be made to claw the back of the 
brute-biped, its movements may he as sharp, sure, and certain as well- drawn law can make them. 

(Commons ,)— Another Financial Debate on the best way of reducing the National Debt. A 
g-ood deal like the discussion in Great Expectations between Lip and his friend over ^“reduc- 
tion of their liabilities.” Besides the Chancellor of the Exchequer’s Sinking Fund and 


1Mb. Gladstone’s Terminable An- 
nuities, Mr. Hubbard now comes 
forward with a third course, which 
Sir Stafford Northcote declares 
has all the defects of Terminable 
Annuities with none of the advan- 
tages of the Ministerial Sinking Fund. 
Messrs. Childers and Lowe can’t 
think how a Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer without a surplus can have 
the impudence to propose paying 
debts at all. No more can Mr. Glad- 
stone— unless you can manage it in 
his way— Terminable Annuities. On 
a division, Mr. Gladstone was 
beaten by 67 — so much for the dif- 
ference between fighting from the 
back of a stout steed and a hobby. 
Apropos of his gird at Mr. Dis- 
raeli’s “ docile majority,” we were 
not aware that Mr. Gladstone was 
the man to like his majority — 
when he had one— the better for 
being indocile. 

In the evening a Count Out, aud 
no wonder, Whalley impending on 
Contempt of Court. 

Wednesday , — Whalley threat- 
ened to move on Friday morning that 
there should be no counting-out on 
Friday night till he had been heard. 
He claims to be above the laws of 
the House, as the German Emperor 
claimed to be above the laws of 
Grammar. Not so, my Whalley. 
If there had been no such thing as a 
CountOut before thouwert returned 
for Peterborough, for thee it would 
have had to he invented. 

Mr. Newdegate wanted to know 
who moved the Count Out — 
“ chiefly ” — we presume, as Miranda 
asked her question— that he might 
“ set Mm in his prayers.” 

Me. Dixon moved the Second 
Beading of his Bill for forcing all 
the small children, especially the 
tender bucolicals. into schools, willy 
nilly, Messrs. Fawcett and Fors- 
ter supported him. Yiscount 
Sandon, satisfied with the increase 
of half a million school children in 
four years, declined to put on a 
stronger screw than is now in work. 
He thinks we had better, for the 
present, be content with bringing 
the water of knowledge within 
reach of our young asses, without 
attempting to make them drink. 
Perhaps he is right. Too many Mrs. 
Markses might over-strain popular 
patience— more sensible, at present, 
of the pressure of rates and the 
value of small children’s small 
wages than of the worth of good 
schooling. At any rate, so thought 
the “docile majority,” who rejected 
Mr. Dixon’s Bill by 255 to 164. 

Thursday, — Mr. Disraeli in- 
formed Mr. Whalley that the 
Government was aware of the pre- 
sence of Jesuits in England, and 
that their presence is a misdemean- 
our, but had no intention ]pi pro- 
ceeding against them. 

A good deal of unbusiness-like 
talk about public business. Ditto 
discourse on Second Beading of the 
Judicature Act Amendment Bill, on 
wMch all the Lawyers in the House 
— the only fellows who can be ex- 
pected to understand it— seem at 
loggerheads. 

This paved the way for Mr. 
Cross’s introduction of the Labour 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June 19, 1875. 



Both Passengers (m a breath). 


A MATCHLESS PAIR. 

mth) f “ ^ XY 1 TR0TTBL ® YOir ro;R A “~ 

‘ \ “ WDUL D YOU OBLIGE ME WITH A- 


- Light ? ” 


A HOUSE JOB WHALLEY. 

“The Government have engaged to make a House for the 
Honourable Member for Peterborough; but keeping a House 
must depend very much upon the speeches.” — M r. JDisraeli, 
June 7. 

“ To make a House for Whalley,” 

The pledge provokes a smile, 1 

And yet why should not folly 
Have its Aing, once a while ? 

The Borough of St. Peter 
its minster hells should ring, 

When, the more scoffed at, the sweeter, 
Whallex is asked to sing ! 

When that borough was re-christened, 

Nine hundred sixty-three, 

In King Edgar’s eye there glistened 
The tear of grateful glee,* 

Sprung from conviction thorough, 

That in his island home 
He had, in Peterborough, 

A city fair as Home ! 

So lands and gold he gave it, 

And a new name, as we see ; 

But ah, he could not save it 
From a Wh alley yet to be ! 

No change could be completer 
Than what has come to pass ; 

In the borough of St. Peter, 

Whalley, ruler of the mass ! 

Then sing, thou new Ixion, 

Whose wheel turns in thy brain ; 

While o’er thy foes Stoke’s Lion 
Shakes the dew-drops of his mane. 

In this dizzy drowsy weather, 

Of use a laugh will he, 

So both sides should pull together 
To keep a House for thee t 

* A.D. 963, King Edgar, with the Archbishops of Canter- 
bury and York, and most of the Nobility and Gentry of the 
realm, came together to Peterborough, then called Medesham- 
stead. The King changed its name to St. Peter’s Borough, gave 
it great oblations, and “ wept for joy that he had a second Home 
within his own kingdom .” — Old Chronicler. 


Laws Amendment Bill— to do away with the long- standing injustice 
of the law by which offences of Master against Servant are treated 
as civil, hut those of Servant against Master as criminal. 

What is sauce for Master Goose will henceforth be sauce for 
Servant Gander, and vice versa . 

Friday {Lords).— Earl Delaware moved for a Select Committee 
to inquire into the cruelties of cattle-transport. The Duke ox 
Richmond declined. There are more Select Committees than Govern- 
ment know how to find work for already. Besides, what need for 
inquiry ? The thing lies in a nutshell. There is law enough to 
protect the poor brutes : all that is wanted is its enforcement. How 
satisfactory for the cattle ! 

The Bishop of Exeter withdrew his Bill for consolidating Httle 
Lyings— - a*, e., starving^ — in Exeter city, en attendant a general 
Bill— much wanted— giving powers to do as much everywhere. 

{Commons.) Whalley the Wonderful in two of his favourite 
characters, “the Jesuits’ Foe” and “the Claimant’s Friend,” sup- 
ported in the second role by the great K. A succes de rire for W. ; 
a succes de desestime for the Doctor, both as usual. 

Mr. Butt moved for a Royal Commission to pull up. the Irish 
Land Act of 1870, and look how it is growing. (A man must do 
something for his money !) Sir M. B. Beach declined— in the 
radical interests of the Act. 


TEACHING THE TEACHERS. 

As compulsory education is now a “burning question” (so it was 
three centuries ago— how history repeats itself!), Mr. Punch begs 
to suggest a few novel Acts to the respectful consideration of 
Members of Parliament. Gentlemen of the House of Commons will 
he good enough to take out their pencils and note-books. Mr. Punch 
begs to inform them that he will give his hearty support to auy and 
o following measures, when they come up for Reading a 

Second Time:— 

A Bill for Teaching Members of Parliament generally the differ- 
ence between frivolous questions and important inquiries. 


A Bill for Teaching Home-Rulers the practical inconvenience of 
captious opposition. 

A Bill ior Teaching Gentlemen who love late hours, and have 
been elected to “ the best Club in London,” that the duties of the 
House need never interfere with the claims of the Home. 

A Bill for Teaching Ladies fond of airing their eloquence in 
public, that if conversation (in the -drawing-room) is silver, silence 
(on the platform) must he golden. 

A Bill for Teaching Young Bachelors that Club life pur et simple 
becomes monotonous after five-and-forty. 

A Bill for Teaching Soldiers that cash has not the relative rank of 
honour and glory. 

A Bill for Teaching the Royal Academicians that the walls of 
Burlington House should not he hung with ‘ 4 Pot-boilers.” 

A Bill for Teaching Theatrical Managers that when “ the Mirror 
is held up to Nature,” the result should never be a mere burlesque. 

A Bill for Teaching Heads of Families about to travel on the 
Continent that there is no place like home. 

A Bill for Teaching Company Promoters (practically) that there is 
no real difference between burglary and the manufacture of false 
prospectuses. 

A Bill for Teaching Cabmen (also practically) that an unprotected 
Miss should never he considered as good as an extra mile. 

And, finally, a Bill for Teaching the whole world a fact already 
admitted by every civilised country under the sun, that the Best 
Reformer, the Truest Patriot, and the Wisest Sage, is to he found 
in the person of Dear, ’Clever, Good-Natured Mr. Punch , of 
85, Fleet Street, E.C., London. 


<e That Clever Czar ! ” 

We have all heard of Julius C-esar’s “ Veni , vidi, vici! ” and 
Sir Charles Napier’s “ Peccavi ” despatch. The last achievement 
in the line of epistolary brevity is the Czar’s despatch, in answer to 
the proposal of General Iyanoef, commanding on the Central 
Asian frontier, to annex more territory. It was a blank, with the 
direction phonetically spelt— “ General I’ve enough.” 
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the Christian, as lie can in unflinching loyalty to Her Most Gracious 
IE NATIVES Majesty., , 

. What is the meaning: of u a glance— ocular greased lightning,” I 

ood should come or the leave to yourself. I do not suppose any of your readers can see the 
Sultan- of Zanzlbab’s wit thereof. 

visit to England, if he can it is quite time that men of education, like yourself, should try 
but carry away a tew prac- to remove prejudices, instead of increasing them.. Wherever Jews 
tical lessons irom our compete, thank God, they can always hold their own ; witness the 
boasted civilisation. As Senior Wranglership gained at Cambridge by the second or third 
the children ox the bouth Jew who went to that University; witness the numberless professor- 
do not love exertion, Mr* ships, scholarships, and prizes obtained at the University of London ; 
Punch (always ready to as well as the Judgeships, Mayoralties, &c., &c., the rewards of 
oblige a potentate) intelligence, uprightness, and industry; certainly not of favour. 
__ begs to , propose an The old Latin proverb says, “ Ingenuas didicisse fideliter artes , 

ires/ 7 - it certainly does not seem to have done so in your 



begs to, propose an The old Latin proverb, says, “ Ingenua* didicisse jideUter artes , 
appropriate course emollit mores/ 7 — it certainly does not seem to have apne so in your 
ot. Studies, ills case. In Coenejlle’s famous tragedy, the mother of Horace^ when 
Highness s educa- told that her son had disgraced himself by cowardice to save his 
tion might be easily life, and asked what he should have done in lieu thereof, most un- 
completed within a hesitatingly replied, “ Qu'il mourutP Perchance your own mother, 
week, were he al- Sir, would have spoken in like manner, had she known that you 
lowed to adopt the misapply your talent to vilify an innocent people. 


following simple j ^ to remain, Sir, Yours respectfully, 

l ~Zes- A JEW Bja0KES ‘ 

son in the Fine \M r * Punch begs to point out to this vigorous advocate of the 

j Lr i St fa the “innocent people,” that he has never controverted a single one of 

morning, visit of the claims so energetically made on their behalf in. this letter.] 
the Sultan to the - -t ====== = ======= = === ■ : 


I beg to remain, Sir, 


exterior of the National Gallery. In the afternoon, inspection of 
the Duke of Wellington’s Statue and the other London Monuments, 
with Brass Band and Barrel Organ accompaniment. 

Second Fay: Lesson in Cleanliness . — Promenade through Seven 


POSIES POR THE POOS. 

“A Good Suggestion. — A Correspondent writes to ns:— 4 At this season, 


Dials in the morning. In the afternoon, lounge up Piccadilly after when all the gardens are fall of the loveliest and sweetest blossoms, there are 
i „ — as at every season— hundreds of poor people in onr London Hospitals for 

the road has been ' ... A ftfm n _ tTlp Arr :_ al whom time passes very heavily, and whose sad, sick hearts would be cheered 

Third Fay: Lesson m Regularity *-E forenoon on the Arrival me / 8Ure b y the sight and smell of our commonest garden dowers; 

Platform of any Bailway Terminus m the Metropolis. . and there are, I am equally sure, hundreds of kind-hearted men of business 

Fourth Fay : Lesson in Honesty* A tew hours spent in the willingly bring up each a bunch of flowers, once or twice a week, 

neighbourhood of the Stock Exchange. _ _ . to town, and drop them into a large basket placed conveniently at the rail- 

Fifth Fay : Lesson in Energy* — Official visit to the site of the way station. Each hospital might have a basket, or the flowers couffi be 
New Law Courts, and inspection of the present condition of Temple shared out from the big one. Nearly every hospital is close to a station. 
Bar. Many poor sick people— regular Cockneys— hardly know what a flower is.’ ” 


Sixth Fay: Lesson in Economy.— Grand examination in the 
West End of Milliners’, Jewellers’, Haberdashers’, and Pastry 
Cooks’ Books. 

Seventh and Last Fay: Lesson in Fecorum , Sobriety , and Piety* 
•—Ten minutes study (on a Sunday) of the manners and customs of 
the frequenters of a London public-house. 


THE OTHER YIEW OF THE PICTURE. 

To the Mitor of Punch* 

Sib, 

I am a Jew, and a broker. Most indignantly do I deny every 
assertion contained in your article of the week before last, except the 
very witty statement — ten or twelve times repeated — that the J ews 
have hooked noses. As false is it that you saw a bookcase fourteen 
feet high as that you were surrounded by a troop of Jews, who 
wished to purchase goods for you on Commission. I attend sales 
daily, and do not know a single Jew who is a Commission Broker. 
There may be one or two, but, as far as my experience goes, the 
Commission men are all Christians. The poor Jews who attend 
sales are dealers on their own account, and pay for what they pur- 
chase. As to the broken English you so glibly put into the mouths | 
of the Jews who addressed you, it is, like the rest, a bold assertion. 
I do not place myself on a par with the Jewish Judges, Serjeants- 
at-Law, Queen’s Counsel, Barristers, Professors, &c. : l am only a 
Broker, and have been unable to study since the age of sixteen, yet 
I am quite willing to read or speak in English, French, German, or 
Italian, side by side with yourself, Sir. 

I dare sav I am as good a type as any other, as I have the black 
hair and the hooked nose so graphically described by you, yet I 
never, at any time, wear any jewellery. And, perhaps, I am as 
clean in my person, and in my linen, as yourself. If not, it is not 
on account of my religion, but in despite of it. It is a presumption 
to call us Jews unclean : it must be on the “ lucus a non lucendo ' 


Many poor sick people— regular Cockneys— hardly know what a flower is.’ ” 

“ Splendid bouquet you ’ve got,” cried youug Citizen Beown 
To old Citizen Beiggs, in a train up to Town. 

“ Some young Party this evening to take to the play, 

Or a hall ? Me. Beiggs, Sir ! I say, Sir, I say ! ” 

Said Ms elder, “ It isn’t at all what you think ; 

So you ’ve got no occasion to smirk and to wink. 

I am not a young puppy— these bristles are white — 

Home and early to bed is my custom at night. 

“ No ; these flowers from my greenhouse and garden will go 
To a place where they ’ll serve more for use than for show ; 

To a hospital ward, where the lily and rose 
■Will improve the condition of things for the nose. 

“ A suggestion of late in my paper I read # 

Of this cheap contribution, to cheer the sick bed. 

As a thing to be done, Sir, my fancy it caught, 

So in practice, you see, I ’ve put that happy thought. 

tc The smell of syringa, carnation, and pink 
' May help raise up the spirits in sickness which sink, 

And geranium, and scabious, and lychnus, supply 
Some refreshment for many a poor patient’s eye.” 

“ Me. Beiggs, Sir,” said Beown, “ the ideas you impart, 

They do honour alike to your head and your heart : 

You experience, of course, that enjoyment which should, 

And does, I should imagine, attend doing good. 

: “I remember some rhymes upon acts of the just 

r Say they smell sweet and blossom, although in the dust ; 
r And your uosegay, for hospital patients designed, 

, Though I can’t quite repeat them, has brought them to mma. 


A COLOURABLE PBETEXT. 


ayg & sag* s 
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be clean.” 

I do not deny there are poor Jews — I do not deny there are a c-eirmi-no fUn-m fn bp 

uneducated ones, tut I unhesitatingly affirm that the Jew, m “The Height oe the tongsaoEf thf eSc£ 
whatever position he be placed, can fearlessly maintain his equality placed one a-top of another, PwwcA altogethe 
— on the score of education, intelligence, and even refinement — with lation ! 




A BRILLIANT RECEPTION. 

The visit of His Royal Highness, the Sultan of Zanzibab, ap- 
pears to have stimulated the hospitality of our Official Authorities 
in a remarkable degree. It being thought important to impress the 
distinguished visitor with the wealth, power, and greatness of this 
country, steps have been taken to effect this object in the most 
striking and effectual manner. 

On his arrival at Gravesend, after being 1 [presented with a pint of 
fresh shrimps, the Sultan was escorted into a Steam-tug with an 
awning to it, (liberally supplied by the Citizen Company,) and was 
rapidly conveyed np the river through the Pool, in drizzling weather, 
to Westminster. His Highness expressed great admiration at the 
maimer in which the blacks from the chimney of the steamer gathered 
about his Royal person, as if recognising an African potentate. A 
guard of honour marked their sense of the occasion by arriving too 
late at the Westminster landing-stage. JEn attendant their arrival, 
the Sultan’s tug was moored to a coal-barge, whose fine lines and 
generally brilliant appearance appeared to interest him much. 
After some time an imposing force, consisting of a whole Serjeant’s 
guard : marched up, with a brass band ; and the distinguished visitor 
and his suite, amid the chaff of a small but enthusiastic crowd on 
Westminster Bridge, were deposited, bag and baggage, on the land- 
ing-stage, where a gentleman in a blue livery informed them 
that they might go to their hotel, and amuse themselves as they 


even observed that the stair-rods had been newly polished in honour 
of the occasion. 

The following day His Royal Highness started in State, in a hired 
landau, for Ascot; but in order to give him an opportunity of making 
acquaintance with the roughs of Knightsbridge and studying West- 
End chaff (His Highness being much interested in linguistic re- 
searches), it was ingeniously contrived that the carriage should 
break down opposite Tattersall’s. On the arrival of the Sultan’s 
cortege at the Course, it was delicately arranged, in order to spare 
His Royal Highness all embarrassment, that not the slightest notice 
should be taken of him by any one on the Royal or Grand Stand, 
or the lawns and enclosures adjacent. The consigne was respected 
by all, with the exception of a forward fortune-teller and a zealous 
policeman, who ordered the Royal landau to move further hack. 

On his return to the hotel, the Sultan conveyed ..to the Head 
Waiter his satisfaction with all he had seen, and his sense of the 
flattering reception given him by the Royal Family and the nobility, 
gentry, and public of the Metropolis. 

Other magnificent hospitalities are in preparation ; and during his 
visit his Royal Highness will receive many distinguished persons, 
including Messes. Maskelyne and Cooke, Madame Tussawd’s 
principal modeller, Me. Whalley, and Db. Kenealy. Nothing, in 
short, will be wanting to impress our guest with an adequate sense 
of our national greatness, and our utter inability to receive with 
grace and graciousness a distinguished visitor, of a race with whom 
politeness is innate, and courtesy to the stranger a religious duty. 


“ . IT" J ttOGC/e, XU XCUUgJXXLiXUJX Ui VUX JJLa.llUJJ.aJ. 

hospitality, and the crowd dispersed. 

# The ^ scene at the hotel was very striking. The hotel Commis- 
sionnaire was at hand in his undress uniform, and the Policeman 
(A. 1) on the beat happened to be passing at the moment of our 
distinguished visitor’s arrival, and respectfully opened the door of 
his cab. No pains had been spared to render the apartments as- 
signed to the Sultan at once magnificent and comfortable. New 
ornaments for the fire-stoves were displayed in profusion. It was 


The Poisoned Hat.— (A Caution.) 

{See British Medical Journal .) 

We ’ve heard of socks that poisoned feet, 
Hats ’gainst heads are now combining, ' 
With poison in the four-and-nine, 

Lined with the dye of aniline— 

Death may haunt any linin! ! 







THE INDIGNANT BYSTANDER. 

Mb. Gladstone. “ DON’T YOU SEE, SIE, THE! ’Re DOING- YOU? YOTJ MUST LOSE!— REALLY, THE 
POLICE OUGHT TO INTERFERE!” 

Dizzy (a Simple Countryman!). “DON’T MIND HIM, SIR! IT’S ALL HIS SPITE! HE ONCE REP A. TABLE 
HISSELF ! ” 
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THE GOOD CITY GIANTS. 

ejoice, 0 City, that 
you haye still a Lobd 
Mayob, and he glad, 
0 London, that there 
is yet a Corpora- 
tion! 

Not only have 
they saved what was 
left of Epping Forest, 
hut they have also 
rescued much out of 
the hands of par- 
ties who had con- 
veyed (the wise call 
it) the property of 
the Public to their 
private use. 

Bless them !— the Lobd Mayor and Corporation,— not the Lords of 
Manors. . 

Acting on the judgment of the Master of the Rolls, obtained last year, and I 
confirmed, says the City Press , “ by the unanimous judgment of the Epping 
Forrest Commissioners,” the City Solicitor has given notice to the Conveyancers 
(the wise call ..them), who^have made enclosures in the Forest since 1851, 

“ forthwith to remove the fences round the lands they have enclosed.” Thus 
the Corporation asserts the right of common it has established, and the doughty 
Gog ana Magog will thus “ restore the common land to those who are entitled 
to enjoy it, and at the same time keep the Forest open as one of the lungs 
of London for ever.” Honour once more to the Lobd Mayob and Corporation ! 
Glory to Gog and Magog! 

Out of £>000 acres of Epping Forest which remained open to the Public, 
“a short-sighted and narrow policy” had “‘parted with the Crown-rights 
over no less than 3556 acres for the paltry sum of £18,000 or thereabouts.” 
The greater part of the Forest is protected from Lords of Manors only by the 
right of common asserted by the City. But that protection, it is hoped, will 
serve ; meanwhile, Gog and Magog are in possession. Esto perpetua ! Gog 
and Magog for ever ! 

So far consumption has been checked in the lungs of London. There are, 
unfortunately, no like means of arresting it in those of Hampshire. Other- 
wise, what immortality might be won by the Mayor and Corporation of South- 
ampton, or of Winchester, or both Mayors and Municipalities together, if 
they would combine to prevent the deposition of quasi-tubercle under the form 
of building in the New Forest ! But that enterprise is reserved for the Party 
of Chivalry, and Poetry, and Art, and Wholesomeness, and Sweetness and Light 
in the House of Commons. It will be their work to fight for the New Forest 


against the Mammonite material utilitarian Giants, the 
Philistine Goliaths, the big, heavy, thick, low, broad, 
squat-headed Members for Money. Praise we the good 
giants Gog and Magog, the tutelar Genii of Epping Forest. 
Would that they could contrive to give those others— the 
monsters that are trying to sacrifice the New Forest, 
and everything else that is noble and beautiful, to 
£ s. d,—& taste of their maces ! 


UNSELECTED 1 
Soliloquy of an “ Imperfectly -adapted Organism J 

Darwin is doubtless right ! My dowdiest rival 
Just “settled,” and Pm still upon the shelf. 

Left, Dodo-like, undestined for “ survival; ” 

That ’s only for the “ fittest ; ” I, poor elf, — 

One of Creation’s piccoli perduti , — 

Am void of female “ fitness,”— which is Beauty ! 

If I had been a beetle, with a case 
A little shinier than my next-door neighbour’s. 

I might have had a chance ; but, since my face 
Is plain, in spite of all cosmetic labours, 

I’m left with less chance from the small blind god 
Than Science gives the average Rhziopod. 

“ Imperfectly adapted; ” that ’s the phrase 
In which the savant gives his soothing summary ! 

My nose is red, my eyes look different ways, 

My lips are thin and inexpert at “ flummery,” 

So, to my (male) “environments” unsuited, 

I am not destined to be “ evoluted.” 

And yet my area vasculosa thrills 

With yearnings which will never find fruition. 

The dowdy mollusc spreads its dingy frills 
Unmarked midst Tivais gay— just my condition ! — 
Since lack of loveliness has set a chasm 
’Twixt love and my particular protoplasm. 

Darwin can track creation from its shell— 

The works and ways of beasts and birds and fishes 
Has at Ms fingers 7 ends ; but cau he tell 
The inner woes of the great Spinster species ? 

“ Great Nature’s changeless laws ” must be respected ; 
But O ! they ’re hard upon the “ Unselected ! ” 


PREPARING TOR WAR ! 

A Memorandum containing a list of Rules to be observed during 
the Autumn Manoeuvres has just been issued. By some strange 
mistake, the following regulations (which evidently must have ap- 
peared in the original document) have been omitted. They are now 
published for the first time : — 

1. Recruits of tender .years will not be allowed to draw their 
bayonets. TMs rule does not apply to fine growing lads of twelve 
years old. 

2. Buglers will not sound their bugles except by special command 
of Generals "of Divisions. The above-mentioned officers are re- 
minded (for their instruction and guidance) that Brass is expensive 
and should be used as little as possible. 

3. Boots will not be worn by the Infantry on any march exceeding 
three miles. Commanding Officers are cautioned that shoe-leather 
has recently greatly increased in value. 

4. In the event of two members of the Umpire Staff being unable 
to come to an agreement about the respective colours of Black and 
WMte, they will “ draw lots ; ” id est , one of them will throw into 
the air a coin of the realm, and before the coin is able to reach the 
ground, the other will give the word either “heads” or “tails.” 
The choice of cries will be optional. Gold coins will be used by 
General Officers, silver by Field Officers, and halfpence by all other 
ranks. 

5. Dismounted Cavalry will not be allowed to pursue retiring 
Infantry on horseback, unless so ordered by the Commanding 
Officers of the 8$rd (County of .Dublin) 85th (the Ring’s County 
Down), the Connaught Rangers, and the Royal Irish Fusiliers. 

6. Should a Regiment of Infantry halt within two hundred yards 
of six hostile Batteries of Artillery to watch the practice, or for any 
other purpose of 'instruction, one-tenth of the Battalion will be 
marched to the 1 rear, and will be considered hors de combat during 
the remainder of the campaign. 

7. A Village containing one Pioneer, one Drummer (or Bugler) 
and a Quarter-Master Sergeant, will be considered fully garrisoned. 


It will thus be seen that the Rules of War are to be followed in 
every particular, down to the very smallest details, by all concerned 
in the campaign. 

8. As in the previous series of Autumn Manoeuvres, at least “ five 
minutes’ notice ” will be given when the Army is required to march 
five miles, or to perform any other military duty, requiring zeal, 
steadiness, and an intimate acquaintance with “ Field Exercises, 
Edition of 1874, Part I.” 


A CLASS OF FRACTURES. 

An old woman, Maby Banes, aged eighty-one, died in St. Pancras 
Workhonse of compound fracture of the tMgh bone. She had 
been twelve months bed-ridden; had latterly become violent. 
Her thigh had got broken as she lay; broken, she said, being 
quite sane when her evidence was given, by the paid night-nurse 
kneeling on her to keep her down. This the night-nurse denied, 
and though the occupants of neighbouring beds beard high 
words between the nurse and the old woman, and though there 
had been numerous complaints against the same nurse for ill- 
temper and ill-treatment of her wretched pauper-patients, a 
Coroner’s Jury— an inquest having been held by Db. Hakdwicke — 
found “ That the deceased, Maby Banks, died from exhaustion from 
the fracture of her leg, caused by some means, hut of that there was 
no evidence before the Jury to show.” How this verdict was arrived 
at, in the face of the facts as reported, the jury knows best. Mr. 
Punch has heard doctors say that the bones of some old persons, 
through absorption of material, become so brittle as to be apt to get 
broken in a slightly extraordinary effort by mere muscular action. 
TMs, it is to be hoped, was what happened to Mbs. Banks, and 
her case may not perhaps be one of the kind which surgical writers 
might classify under a new division as Lunatic Asylum Fracture. 
But nurses might, however, as well be taught that old bones are 
brittle, and that, though aged persons may, in their tantrums, 
sometimes require to be kept down, it is nevertheless necessary that 
their attendants, especially if they kneel upon them, should mind 
how they do it. 
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FRONTI NULLA FIDES. 

Lady. “ Such a Beautiful Creature must be Good-Tempered !” 
Husband . “Just what I thought when I Married you, my* Bear.” 


THE NAIADS’ APPEAL. 

“An. d add the power of some adjuring verse.” 

Milton's Comus . 

By Science scorned, left in the cold by Song, 

Thrust from our beds by Toil’s triumphant wrong, 

"We Naiads, water-babies sore dismayed, 

Wait our last kick and curse from conquering Trade. 

Once ’twixt cool banks, with willowy curtains set, 

We basked long Summer noons— the eddies’ fret 
Ruffling our lilied locks. Those times are o’er : 

Now common sewer usurps uncommon shore, 

And city brewage fouls and dlls our deeps, 

And Trade’s grey slime through our green sedges creeps. 

0, foolish mortals, whom of old we loved 
And oft inspired, have ye not richly proved 
The blessing of our urns, that thuB ye pour 
Poison and plague from every streamlet’s shore ? 

Self-smitten ingrates ! Nemesis is swift, 

To avenge the Naiads’ desecrated gift. 

The inky floods that daunt us, damage you ; 

What dims our silver, turns your copper blue.* 

Not sweet Sabrina, from her depths impure, 

Could sprinkle now those “ drops of precious cure : ”f 
The “ vial’d liquors,” from her fetid flood, 

Fever, not freshen, now, town-tainted blood. 

Swoll’n cities send contagion’s germs through streams 
Where troutlets once glanced through the lilies’ gleams. 

If dyes and sewage stain our bosoms bright. 

They deal you death, where Nature meant delight. 

The sombre Styx itself might surely shrink 
- From serving, as doth Caller’s tide, for ink ; 

What odds ’twixt Bradford’s Aire and Acheron ? 

Bo e’en the fetid fires of Phlegethon 

The Marquis of Salisbury’s Speech introducing Pollution of Rivers Bill, 
t Comm. 


Worse gas than Irwell’s putrid waters chum? 

The Bourne — to which no traveller should return— 
Cocytus shames; its flood, once clear and blue. 

Than ochre yellower, and more thick than glue I 
Alas 1 how should our delicate race abide 
The palsying poison of Trade’s fetid tide ? 

We faint, but, fainting, urge oue late appeal, 

Ere the last wave against our lips ye seal ; 

Shall England offer, holocausts of wealth, 

Natural loveliness and human health ? 

Not so. Let Sense and Song to Greed give pause : 

On, Salisbury, on !— and good speed crown good cause ! 


“Come Up, Neddy!” 

The subjoined advertisement is extracted from a newspaper, and. 
not from a fly-leaf of a new edition of JEsop's Fables : — 


the Prelim, or Minor. This is a good opportunity for one desirous of passing 
his examination. Apply, stating age, &c., to Buttercup, care of, &c., &c* j 

An A.S.S. by “ Exam.” should be an A S S indeed ; a tried and 
declared ASS. He appears to intimate that he is prepared to 
coach the Assistant for whom he advertises, whether for the 
“ Prelim.” or the “Minor,” as need may be. In Euclid perhaps he 
could carry a pupil safely over the Pons Asinorum. Perhaps, how- 
ever, he couldn’t. Indeed, Buttercup might perhaps even he- 
called the Flower of Asses. 


“ Just as the Twig is Bent,” &c. 

We wish to draw Sir Wilfrid Lawson’s attention to a most 
serious matter — the number, the alarming number of infants who 
from the first day of their existence are accustomed to “ the bottle.’ 
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A WISE ARRANGEMENT IN 
APPLES. 

The Sun., now in Cancer , pro- 
ceeds to develop tlie young: apples 
and plums. Also to hatch the 
larvce of insects which have laid 
their eggs, through the dowers, 
inside the fruit. 

A Correspondent of a local 
journal, in a letter on the season- 
able subject of “ Yermin in 
Apples,” referring to a paper in 
an early Number of the Gentle- 
man's Magazine, writes as fol- 
lows 

“I had noticed that in stormy 
weather comparatively few diseased 
apples (if I may so speak) fell, but 
mostly on calm, quiet nights. The 
article stated, too, that such was the 
case, being a too arrangement of 
Providence, lest the tenant of the 
apple should ho injured by too forcible 

“ Syxvanus Ukbait” was al- 
ways too profoundly grave to be 
capable of asatirieal slap at a far- 
fetched inference. In the “ wise 
arrangement” supposed to be 
made “ lest the tenant of the 
apple should he injured by too 
forcible a fall,”' he no doubt seri- 
ously contemplated an instance 
of special contrivance and de- 
sign for the preservation of a 


. AT THE DOG-SHOW. 

On being asked by one of his fair Daughters why the Bulldog's nose is placed so far behind his mouth, the 
Very Reverend Gentleman depicted above discovers another instance of the merciful consideration ever shown by — 
shall we say “ Nature" ?— to the humblest of her creatures , and replies: — “My Love, it is to enable 
HIM TO BBEATHE MOKE COMFORTABLY WHILE HE IS HANGING ON TO THE NOSE OF THE BULL 1 ” 


Jy parity of reasoning, per- 
haps, “Sylvantts” would have 
argued a thick head to be a 
benevolent provision for the pre- 
servation of a “maggot” in the 
brain. 


FAITH AND PHYSIC. 

The “ Peculiar People ” intend to try an experiment not long ago 
proposed by a distinguished surgeon. They have,, says a contem- 
porary, “ resolved boldly to put to a practical test the. question as 
to whether medical aid is really a necessity, or whether prayer alone 
is not sufficiently efficacious in all cases.” Accordingly some of 
them have taken a large house in Tower Street, on the north-east 
side of London Eields, and posted on a board outside of it an inscrip- 
tion announcing it as the 

“ House of Faith for the reception of such as are considered hopelessly in- 
curable to be healed by the prayer of faith.” 

Then follow Scriptures. Among these there is a well-known text 
prescribing prayer and oil— but mere is no text which forbids the 
friends of the sick in the meanwhile to send for a doctor. 

As the “ House of Faith” is to be an establishment for the mira- 
culous cure of those who are considered hopelessly incurable, its 
conductors will hardly be chargeable with letting people die for 
want of physic. But for letting the curable so die, several of the 
Peculiar .People have been lately committed, and * are awaiting 
their trial for manslaughter. One has been convicted, but the 
verdict is impugned. Can it stand ? Here is a knot which may 
want cutting. Of course the Peculiar People have the right to 
believe in miracle, and also the right to disbelieve in medicine. But 
have they a right to let those for whose care they are responsible 
die for want of it ? 

The Peculiar People’s “House of Faith,” we are told, “was for- 
merly used as a homoeopathic hospital.” Now, either homoeopathy, 
or else medicine proper, is false, at least in the differences between 
them. Most men think that the miraculous cure of (say) typhoid 
fever is not to be ordinarily expected, and that, in general, mere 
oil and homoeopathic globules in the same case would be equally 
remedial. Homeopathists, .are a Peculiar People in their way. 
But if a death occurs under homeopathic treatment— shade of 
Hahnemann forgive the surmise— who thinks of crying “Man- 
slaughter l ” 

Certainly, .however, Miracles bear equal relations to Surgery and 
to Medicine. Do the Peculiar People then rely on^ the proceedings 
they adopt for the cure of a fever as equally sufficient for that of a 


fracture ? If faith alone can remove effusion of the brain, it can 
just as well set a leg or an arm. . _ _ _ 

We tolerate Bra hmini sm, but don’t allow Suttee. Mr. Punch 
ventures to suggest that whilst the religious opinions of the Peculiar 
People expressly so called, like those of all other people however 
peculiar, must needs be respected, some provision might perhaps be 
made for ta king those upon whom they practise them out of their 
hands. Unless, indeed, their “House of Faith” shall prove a success, 
for example, by turning out a successfully reduced dislocation of 
the spine, or, say, the shoulder. 


ALLITERATIVE M.P.’S. 

A. A. At Matlock you may see Mb mansion. 

B. B. Why, this is Me. Speaker, Sir. 

C. C. Great Glasgow’s newspaper expansion. 

C. C.C. Palmerstonian, I aver. 

D. D. From Cardigan he cometh hither. 

E. E. succeeds an E.E. better known. 

F. F. declares WM g p rinciples shan’t wither. 

G. G. is one whom Wilts is proud to own. 

H. H. has had a very famous father. 

J. J. Perhaps is famous at Llandovery. 

E.K. is Knightley Knightley— clever rather. 

L. L. Lord Lindsay boasts no great discovery. 

M. M. inverts his poet-uncle’s name. 

N. N. is very hard on monks and nuns. 

O. O, , Home Ruler, doth Roscommon claim. 

P. P. is cMef among Northampton’s sons. 

Q. Q. Ah, some of them are quaint and queer. 

R. R. Kirkcaldy sends him to the House. 

S. S. N.N. has kindly franked Mm here. 

T. T. No doubt the Duchy owns Ms nous. 

With U. Y. X. Y. Z. we will not trouble you. 
But Wales sends twice a W.W.W. 


Fob Cots Romani. — The way to ’Ampton Races?— The 
’Appy ’Un (Appian) of course. 
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MBS. GINGHAM ON TOUGHENED GLASS. 

Which it J s almost too good to be true ; but I hope that tlie stories 
one hears is correct, and no gammon, 

Though glass as ain’t brittle’s a thing, I must say, as does seem 
out o’ nature and not to be credited ; 

But blessin’s on that De la Bastie, I says, if so be his invention 
ain’t simply a sham ’un, 

Which Tom: read it out o’ the Times , as he says is a decentish 
paper and carefully edited : 

Which what with the gals,— drat their slippery fingers !— as smashes 
no end, and the boys with their stoneses, 

And them cattypult things,— as perhaps they ’ll put down, now on 
the Princess they have tried ’em !— 

The glass one has broken is jest ruination, as well I ’m aweer them 
young waggerbone Joneses 

Has cost me a fortune in glaziers this year.— Let me catch the 
young willuhs, and won’t I just hide ’em ! 

^ But this ’ere toughened glass is stone-proof and won’t smash— least- 
ways, not unless it is hit with a hammer ; 

As even the gals don’t do that,— though one did drop my very best 
cream-jug down two flights of stairs. 

And the treatment a pane of this new stuff will stand is just down- 
right amazin’, and reads like a crammer ; 

But a blessin’, if ^true, which I ’m sure at this hour I ’ve a dozen 
cracked tumblers, and none of ’em pairB ! 

’Tain’t only the loss, hut the dratted wexation as worrits a woman; 
and if Mb. Nttssey 

Can save us from stones through the skylights and draughts,— 
which a glazier, like Bobbies, wheu wanted, ne’er passes,— 

Prom spiling one’s u sets,” which them crockery people ain’t willing 
to match ’em, hut quite wisey-wersey,— 

I’m rare, as Tom says, he ’s a pro honey public oh /—meaning a 
chap as does good to the masses. 


Well, Science and sich is a-goin’ it wonderful— things as they used 
to was fairly upsetting ; 

Which next, I suppose, they ’ll have pie-crusts and promises, egg- 
shells and hearts, as is “ not to be broken.” 

And as to old sayin’s — which “ brittle as 'glass ” will soon sound 
quite ridikulus— folks must be getting 
A regler new stock of ’em, seeing the old nns is quite out o’ date, 
and seems stupid if spoken. . 

Which glaziers will wish Motjnseeb Bastie at blazes ; and, as to 
them rumrooshan boys and the slaveys. 

Their games will be stopped when they can’t crack a pane, and it 
ain’t o’ much use for to tumble a tumbler : 

But housewives will bless him, and, as for the dealers, I shan’t fret 
for them , they may all take their daveys, 

As p’r’aps it will make them audashus young stuckups of shopmen 
o’ theirs just a shade or so humbler ! 


Good Hews for the Boys. 

On account of the great success that has attended the Encoenia at 
Oxford this year, and in the interests of that national education, m 
which Oxford is now aiding so energetically,- the' staid solemnities of 
that University capital will be repeated al fresco in the streets of 
London on the Fifth of next November. The principal chairs will 
be occupied, by the Begius Professor of Law, the Public Orator, 
De. Macabness, and the Yice-Chancellor. The 4 entertainments, 
will conclude, as usual, with a brilliant display of fireworks. 


Lines on the Late Drought. 

The fields, all green and gold in May, 
June’s sun hath so imbrowned, 

That Nature’s book,’ we now may say. 
Appears in parchment bound. 
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THE ONE THING NEEDFUL. 

May. “ Mamma, do let its have another Wedding soon ! 9 

Mamma (who does not like parting with her daughters). “Don't Talk of such A Thing, my 
Darling ! ” 

May. “I mean let’s have another Wedding, and leave out all but the Cake, you 
K*OVV i ” 


WILFEID LAWSON. 

(A Pcean on the “ Permissive Bill.”) 
Air— “ Nmcy Dawson.** 

Wilfrid Lawson were a bore, 

But that, joking evermore, 

He makes the House of Commons 
roar, — 

Ha, ha ! Sir Wilfrid Lawson l 

Wilfrid Lawson has a craze, 

On his mind which sorely preys. 

Evil habits it betrays ! 

For shame, Sir Wilfrid Law- 
son! 

Often doth a party, found 
Rolling on the floor or ground, 

Swear the world is drunk all round : 

So doth Sir Wilfrid Lawson. 
Wilfrid Lawson, every year, 

Moves a Bill with aim severe, 

John Bull to curtail of his beer : 
Fond Sir Wilfrid Lawson ! 

He ’s the Chief of Freedom’s foes, 

Who by local votes propose 
Every public-house to close— 

Bosh, Sir Wilfrid Lawson ! 
Once again they ’ve lost their Bill, 

Let us hope they always will. 

So all hands, a bumper All, 

And drink Sir Wilfrid Law- 
son! 

Temperance if in hopes to teach, 

He will do no more than preach, 
Success in sermon and in speech 
Attend Sir Wilfrid Lawson ! 

May Ms talk else end in smoke, 

When he goeth, past a joke, 

On Britons’ necks to force his yoke ! 

Ho go, Sir Wilfrid Lawson ! 


Strange Rejection.— At Sydney, 
Parliament has been electing a new 
Speaker. A considerable majority 
of the Members would not have 
Wisdom. 


SHABBY BELLOWS IN THE CITY. 

From; a statement in the City Press , comprising the subjoined 
particulars, there apparently prevails among the parishioners of 
Christ Church, Newgate Street, a sad want of sense of their 
parochial duties. 

When King Henry the Eighth of gentle memory had founded 
the Hospital of St. Bartholomew in place of the Monastery, “ from 
immediately after” the issue of his humane Majesty's Charter for 
that purpose, “the Governors ” of the new Hospital “ commenced 
litigation against their neighbours for tithe at the rate of two 
shillings and ninepence in the pound, and some hundreds of persons 
were proceeded against in various Courts, hut in every case the 
decision was that the inhabitants should pay their customary pay- 
ments.” Hence it would seem that the Royal Charter contained 
some clause unsuccessfully devised to raise the tithes they were ac- 
customed to pay the Friars. Perhaps, then, the charitable Sovereign 
who founded St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, in so doing also laid the 
foundation of Sydney Smith’s famed apologue of the man whom an 
affecting charity sermon moved to empty his neighbour’s pockets 
into the plate. 

The Fire of London having created a difficulty as to tithe-assess- 
ment, the Governors, in 1670, went to Chancery to get it settled. 
The Court “ decided in every case that the customary payments 
should be paid.” These “in no case approached two shillings and 
ninepence in the pound.” . . 

From the above date to the present “ no variation m the pay- 
ments has taken place.” But now at last the Governors of St. 
Bartholomew’s Hospital are again attempting to pnt on the beneflcent 
screw. They “have ffled a bill against some of the inhabitants, 
demanding,” like their flrst predecessors, “tithe at the rate of two 
shillings and ninepence in the pound on the gross Assessment of 
each property in the parish.” 


And the mean and shabby inhabitants actually intend to contest 
this demand, and have even voted a rate to produce £1500 for that 
purpose. So little do those churls appreciate the benevolence which 
has prompted a body of gentlemen, in order to support the Hospital 
they preside over, to try and raise the tithes levied upon other 

^ The parsimonious wretches do not see how natural it is that, con- 
sidering the general rise which has occurred iu prices, and all other 
expenses which they have to bear, benevolent gentlemen should 
think it both right and timeous to raise their tithes as well. 

Should the stingy owners and occupiers of property in Christ 
Church, Hewgate Street, succeed in their grudging resistance to an 
attempt at bountiful exaction, the Governors of St. Bartholomew’s 
may, however, conAdently appeal on behalf of that noble Institution 
to the liberal working classes. The support of Hospitals i- 
especially their affair. St. Bartholomew’ Hospital is not a 
parochial charity. The generous drink on which the London work- 
people expend annually so many millions of money has, doubtless, 
inspired the hard but open-handed sons of toil with generosity 
enough to make them come forward with any amount which a two- 
and-ninepenny rate would, if it could have been enforced, have got 
out of niggardly rate-payers. 


Welcome, Little Monster! 

Mr. John Bull is about to have another addition made to his 
domestic happiness. Woolwich will shortly present him with 
another Infant. The weight of the last-bom Woolwich Infant was 
thirty-Ave tons; the babe on the point of birth will weigh eighty- 
one. and there is at present not a crane in the Arsenal stron g enou gn 
to lift it. These prodigious births are not ominous of the millen- 
nium. As yet there is no prospect of a time when Woolwich Infants 
will he in oase to he charged with violet-powder. 
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MTPEBISM 18 
poison, and 


zymotic one, so 
thinks Lobd 
Lyttelton, 
and calls atten- 
tion in the 
Lords ( Mon- 
day , June 14), 
not without 
sadly sufficient 
reason, to its 
spread through 
the contagion 
of out-door re- 
lief. 

Everybody is 
of one mind on 
the subject. 
But there is no 
Hercules — in 
Imperial Par- 
liament or 
Local Board of 
Guardians— to take the Pauper- Bull by 
the horns. It is difficult for a kind- 
hearted man — whether legislator or local 
administrator— to harden his heart to 
say “ No ” to the demand for out-door 
relief, often so piteous. 

When will England have pluck to 
shake off the meshes of Gwydyr House 
red-tape, and to venture on the prin- 
ciple of “ Prevention better than cure,” 
by which the late Sib Baldwin Leigh- 
ton raised one of the most pauperised 
parishes of England into a model of 
parochial government — helping, in the way of out-door 
relief, those, and only those, who, though driven to the 
parish by temporary pinch or pressure, were yet able and 
willing to help themselves, ana showing absolute destitu- 
tion, sternly, to the Workhouse ? At present we are making 
paupers in the process of relieving them. 

( Commons,) Mb. Ceoss announces that though he cannot this year alter the absurd law as to Sunday amusements, he will pare its 
claws in the way of penalties. 

Another night of legal Donnybrook-fair “ skrimmage ” over the Judicature Bill. Every Lawyer seems to have his own view of what 
might, could, and should be done in the way of a Court or .Courts of Appeal. The battle-field to which Lawyers so rush in, Laymen 
may well fear to tread. 

Mr. Punch is not ashamed to say he shirks the subject, and advises his non-legal friends to do likewise, and leave the Lawyers to 
fight it out. “ Procul, o procul y este prof am / ” “ Hence, avaunt— 5 tis (un) holy ground ! ” 

In Committee on Offences against the Person* Bill, Pbteb Taylob made a determined attempt not to bell, bnt to burke, tbe Cat. 
Tatlob against Cat is a natural feud. How should ninth part of a man not hate nine-tailed beast ? But tbe Cat has nine lives, as well 
as nine tails, and in this cause may defy all the Taylobs that ever set goose in array against him. Every argument urged by Tayloe against 
Cat is good against all forms of punishment whatever. What punishment is not degrading, unequal, and, in some sense, retalia- 
tory ? b In the case of the brutes for the warming of whose backs alone the new Bill will sharpen the Cat’s claws, that the punish- 
ment is directly retaliatory is one of its best recommendations. We want to make such ruffians feel something of the pain they have 
inflicted. They can only be made to feel through their hides ; and these are so thick, that it needs a sharp scourge to score them. John 
Bull’s common sense stands firm for Cat against Tayloe. 

Tuesday {Lords),— Lobd Beauchamp brought up the Bill for carving a new Bishopric of St. Alban’s out of Rochester and Win- 
chester. His newly-created Grace of St. Alban’s will not sit in the Lords. Is this because the Saint’s representative was disfranchised 
in the Commons ? 

Lobd Selbobne sacrificed his Law Schools Bill. Nobody wept that we have heard of. 

. On Pood and Drugs Bill, Lobd Mobley tried— in vain— to strike out the “knowingly,” which protects the seller of adulterated 
artioles till you can prove his knowledge of the adulteration, whioh in ninety-nine cases out ot a hundred is hopeless. Perhaps 
the .Duke op Richmond thinks that a consumer only needs legal protection against the adulteration which is done “knowingly.” 
Against all other adulteration— less “ knowingly ” managed— caveat emptor— let the buyer protect himself. 

{Commons,) Lands’ Title and Transfer Bui, Half a loaf is better than no bread. Tbe measure is not much ; hut what little there is 
of it is good, and likely to do good. So pleaded the Attorney-General against Mb. Osborne Morgan’s Motion to kick out the 
Bill. The House got into Committee— but no further. 

(Evening Sitting .) The Metropolitan Asylums Board on their defence, for obstinacy and pig-headedness in persisting in the esta- 
blishment of a permanent pest-house in a London lung. After a good deal of hot talk, in which Mr. Fobsyth attacked the Asylums 
J oar d» and Mb. Torrens carried the attack further to the principle of large permanent hospitals generally, while Mb, J. G. Talbot 
defended the Board, Mb. Sclateb-Booth, for Government, proceeded to pour oil upon the troubled waters au round. He believed that 
the Asylums Board was the most excellent, useful, and hardworking of public Boards ; that it was a very bad precedent for the House to 
overhaul any exercise of that excellent Board’s discretion; that the visitors and residents of Hampstead Heath would be no more 
injured by the proposed Hospital than the visitors to Kensington Gardens ; and, finally, that it was quite a delusion to suppose that 
there was to he any erection of a -permanent Hospital at all. [This is news, Mb. Sclateb-Booth. What a pity we were not told as 
much a little sooner!] But— all this to the contrary notwithstanding — the Government had no desire to oppose the appointment of a 
Committee, if the House wished it ! The House did wish it, very decidedly, and the Motion for a Committee was agreed to. 

+ hen the Susceptible Doctor rose to move for leave to bring in a Bill for Establishing Triennial Parliaments, and the House was 
Counted Ont— in spite of a gallant attempt of the O’ Gorman to represent the whole Seventeen wanting to bring the House up to Forty. 

Wednesday ,— A oheerful afternoon with Sir Wilfrid the Wilful and the Witty. The old hobby, “ Permissive Bill,” trotted out*— 
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is a Maine Liquor Law ; but all the Maine 
force of police, penalties, and public opinion 
united cannot keep the sot from his liquor. 
Your Maine toss-pot will “kiss the baby” in j 
spite of all the Law may say or do to prevent 1 
him. And though Sir Wilfrid may try to 
laugh that fact down, it 'remains still a great 
fact against his Permissive Bill. 

Thursday (Lords.)— Lord RosEBEEYdelivered 


fTYiT, iillkj 


“DIVISION OF LABOUR.” 

First Swell. “ Deuced Hot, Fwank. l Call a Cab.” 

Second Swell . “ ’Tell you what, Old Fellow. You Shout, and I ’ll hold up 
’Umbwellae. ’Get through it that way.” [Plan adopted. 

the old artillery of arguments brought up, pro and . con — the old Division taken, of more 
than 4 to 1 in favour of liberty^ even if it be the liberty of dr inkin g, subject to the not 
unfrequent contingency of drinking too much, John Bull, thus far says, emphatically, 
“ Even thin I will permit, and not prohibit.” A. shall not be debarred from Mi moderate 
glass because B. will insist on making a beast of himself. It is a balance of evils, "Which 
is the more grievous mischief, the abuse of drink due to opening the public-house, or 
the interference with personal liberty involved in shutting it? John Bull is, as yet, 
more willing to put up with the former evil than the latter ; and Mr. Punch , much as 
he hates excessive drinking, and deplores its prevalence, is of the same mind with J ohn 
Bull. It is a case for Police supervision, not for ProMbitory Law. Let the public-house 
be properly regulated, and there should be no need to shut it up. 

It is an old proverb, that though one man can take a horse to the water, a score can t 
make him drink. It is just as true that once get an ass to the brandy-and- water, and 
all the laws in the world won’t keep him from drinking. And the ass will find his way 
to the brandy-and-water, however tight you try to shut the public-house door. There 


course on the Artisans’ Dwellings Bill — to 
what issue, or with what intention, it is not 
easy to see. But his Lordship is a rising and 
industrious young Peer, and if he likes to hear 
Mm self talk, 

Say, shall Punch damp such rare desire, 

Upon young eloquence’s fire 
Cold water dropping ? 

No ! Out-talk lorahngs of thy years, 

As Yorkshire hills one hill o’er-peers— 
Rosebery Topping ! 

(Commons.) After a good deal of “confused” 
question and answer, the Attorney-General 
moved the Norwich Corrupt Practices Inquiry 
Commission, amid some murmurs from that 
11 par nobile fratrum ” Whalley and his 
Doctor. This drew forth an edifying revela- 
tion from Me, Bright of how Norwich elec- 
tions used to be— and, no doubt, still are— at 
the mercy of a residuum of a few hundreds, 
who in that venerable borough uphold the 
anoient British elector’s birthright— his bribe 
and his beer— that right over which Big Ben 
has still the solitary courage to toll a regretful 
requiem. 

When the House should have got into Com- 
mittee on the Merchant Shipping - Bill, Mr. E. 
Smith set the bad example — in wMch half- 
a-dozen talkers were ill-advised enough to 
follow him— of delivering himself, at much 
length, of Ms opinions on the Bill, wMch 
had better have oeen kept for Committee. 
So Progress, having been unduly impeded, 
was reported at Clause 8, on the vexed ques- 
tion of advance-notes, wMch appear to be 
now used— not for the profit of wives and 
children, as they were meant to he, hut of 
crimps, liquor-sellers, and the other harpies 
who “ keep watch for the coin of poor Jack.” 

The Doctor then got an innings on Trien- 
nial Parliaments, and the House, instead of 
Counting him Out again, definitely refused 
Mm leave to bring in his Bill, by 68 to 11, at 
ten minutes past three in the morning ! 

Friday,— The Lords were glad to be assured 
by Lord Salisbury that the Government 
means to stick to the existing system of Irish 
National Education. If they would only give 
National Schoolmasters a living stipend, and 
a decent roof over their heads, and so convert 
them from fire-brands into friends of order, 
from foes, to forces, of Government ! 

(Commons.) Another grind at the Merchant 
Shipping Bill. After a strong defence of 
Clause 9, abolishing advance notes, from Sir 
Charles ADDERLEYand Sir Stafford North- 
cote, Mr. Disraeli, finding the House still 
boggling over the Clause, coolly threw it 
over, slap in the teeth of his colleagues. Talk 
of “ advance notes ’’—never was a note of re- 
treat more coolly sounded! Poor dear Sir 
Charles ! Poor Sir Stafford ! The House 
quite felt for them. 

Mr. Reginald Yorke dashed ofi a very- 
striking sketch of Turkey “ en noir ana 
was followed up by several amateur-artists, 
who each put on his own touches of black, 
and Ml black, till the key of the picture was 
lowered “ from the depths of Yorke’s deep, 
to a lower deep still.” 

Mb. Bourne could not do much to relieve it, 
though he triedhis best with the Foreign-Office 
“ sweetener”— that best of all brushes for 
lightening shadows and softening harsh out- 
lines. 
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But suppose Turkey and its Porte both, as black as they are 
painted, what can F. 0., or Parliament either, do? As Loan 
Derby would say, what business is it of anybody’s but the Turks, 
if they choose to ran in debt, and go to the dogs by a variety of 
roads, quite startling to the advanced Christian civilisation of their 
English creditors. The “ Great Elchee” might have done something, 
but there is no Great Elchee now. “ More ’s the pity ! ” say Me. 
B* Cochrane and Sie H. D. Wolff. “ Thank Heaven ! ” say Me. 
Eustace Smith and the knuckle-downers. 



NOT SO GOOD AS A PLAY. 

S every year a large 
number of subjects 
are introduced into 
the House of Com- 
mons, apparently 
for the sole purpose 
of wasting the time 
at the disposition of 
the Government, it 
wouldnot be out of 
place if some such 
programme as the 
following could be 
issued, before the 
opening of the Ses- 
sion, for the infor- 
mation and instruc- 
tion of electors who 
send certain gentle- 
men as representa- 
tives to Westmin- 
ster. The Right 
Hon. Me. Punch 
has much pleasure 
in presenting the 
copyright of the 
notion . (a notion 
which it will at once 
, , . . , , be seen is capable of 

unlimited expansion) to everybody who is at all interested in the 
speedy despatch of public business ; — 

ST. STEPHEN’S HALL OF VARIETIES. 

0 Licensed under Magna Charta, #c.) 

Responsible Manager—' The Right Hon. Me. Beane, 

Every Session until further notice the Performances will com- 
mence with the Laughable Farce, in any number of “ Scenes,” 
entitled 

PERSONAL EXPLANATIONS; 

Or Mow to make Much Ado about Nothing . 

(For Characters see the Parliamentary Summaries.) 
followed by a New and Original Burlesque [founded upon 
the celebrated Comedy-Drama, “The Wrongs of Ireland”) entitled 

HOME-RULERS FAR FROM HOME; 

Or, “ 0, dear / what can the Matter be ! ” 

Rat o^his country , living , however , in London ). 

Char les-his-Friend {once an Englishman— now seeing the error of 
Am ways)* The Right Hon. Lobd Robert Montagu. ' 
±he Knight of Malta {friend to “ Charles-his-Friend ” — also once 
an Englishman)* Sir George Bowyer. 

The Stranger {very strange indeed ). Me. Biggar. 

To be followed by a Piece of Absurdity entitled 
THE PERMISSIVE BILL ; 

Or, Britons ever , ever momj> be Slaves ! 

CbwrA Me. Bass and Talented Assistants, 

A he Ghost of Joe Miller {with many fine old jokes— first time these 
two hundred years)* Sir Wilfred Lawson. 

. jy . (Behind pennission of — Punch, Esq.) 

A Conservative ( who writes poems ”). Me. Alderman Cotton, 

For other Characters see the speech of Me. Cartes. 
Act^eirtitled C031<dllde celebrated Tragedy, in one short 

THE MASSACRE OF THE INNOCENTS ; 
or, the Triumph of Procrastination, 

The Goverm^nr W ^ 0ner *"~ By * distin ^ lisl]Led Member of the 
During the course of every Session several “ Count-Outs ” will he 


introduced as interludes to relieve the possible monotony of the 
above performances. 

Assistant Acting Manager . — Mr. Disraeli (for a limited number of 
Sessions). 

Deputy Leader of the Liberal Rand . — The Marquis of Hartington. 
Call Roy.— Mr. Wh alley. Gas Kenealy. 


THE EXCELSIOR CLIMBING BOY. 

(Poema pctrilm Canino-Latinum, post Longum — scu potiHs, meritd 
dicatur , — Excelsiorem Sooium.) 

Some few, whose days are closing fast, 

Remember, in their time long past, 

How youth, in toil of little price. 

Might yet have borne, for their device, 

Excelsior ! 

These youngsters, in that distant time, 

Swept chimneys, which they had to climb, 

They could have cried as they clomb higher, 

Like one who skywards did aspire, 

Exoelsior ! 

Our “ Climbing Boys ” as they were called, 

Howe’er they “Sweep ! ” and “ Soot 0 1 ” bawled, 
As they ascended up the flue 
Were not instructed to halloo 

Excelsior ! 

By reek and close air overcome. 

The Climbing Boy was oft struck dumb, 

And stifled soon unless got out — 

Of course he then no more oould shout 

Excelsior ! 

His knees were worn by rough ascent 
Bare to the very ligament ; 

Flayed were his fingers and his toes, 

Because he grazed them as he rose 

Excelsior ! 

When, jammed in, on his upward way 
He stuck fast, oft, some used to say, 

His master, in the grate below, 

Would light a fire, to make him go 

Excelsior I 

These horrors having been at last 
Dragged into day, an Act was passed 
Declaring it, henceforth, a crime 
To make a child a c himn ey climb 

Excelsior ! 

Still certain Bumbles, it appears, 

Against the law, these many years, 

Have had their Town HalPs chimneys swept 
By means of little boys who crept 

Excelsior ! 

May a new law, more strictly framed, 

All parties hit at whom ’tis aimed, 

Concerned in making children sweep 
Foul flues, whilst painfully they creep 

Excelsior ! 

Long brash, worked deftly by machine, 

All chimneys must, ye Bumbles, clean. 

Law must on cruel masters fall, 

Who take to driving urchins small 

Excelsior 1 


RELIGION AND REVENGE. 

A special limes 7 Correspondent at Paray-le-Monial describes a 
Pilgrimage to that place performed with immense pomp by devotees 
from all parts of France, and comprising three Archbishops, two 
Bishops, and a multitude of clergy, regular and secular. They went 
from JParis by the Lyons and Mediterranean Railway, and the 
reporter of this pilgrims’ progress records that 

“ It was not till we were well on our journey that a hymn was begun, 
which, even as I write, is ringing in my ears : — “ Lieu element, Lieu ven- 
gear, sauvez la Pranee au nom du Saerd GceurP 

Mark the rhymes. Their consonance has probably not escaped 
Bismarce^ It unites ideas between which pious minds might have 
discerned incongruity. But French IJltramontanism appears to be 
Christianity— -with a vengeance. 
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IMITATIONS AT $T. ALBAN'S. 


MES. GINGHAM ON THE NEW DYES. 



he letter of the Sunday Act has o dbat them nasty new dyes, I says— which the eases one reads is 
closed the Brighton Aquarium; horrid, 

hut never mind, ft leaves open JSTow them Chemists takes all and any lines, and gets so dreadful 
places of entertainment of the clever; 

very kind which in spirit it was They think nothin* of ’at-linin’s as brings on irruptions on the 
meant to shut up: Conventicles forehead, 

for abnormal ana [eccentric wor- And socks as runs a party’s poor feet right into a ragin’ fever ! 


for abnormal ana [eccentric wor- 
ship and preaching, under the 
name of “disorderly houses.” Till nobody’s ’ead nor feet feels safe : pison ’s everywhere, that ’s 
The judgment of the Court of certing : 

Arches against the Rev. Kb. We eats it, and drinks it, and breathes it, and takes it through 
Maceonocexb has, for a few all our pores too; 

weeks, ^ suspended his celebrated It ? angs in one’s paper-’angings, in one’s carpet and winder- 
imitations, but those perfor- t ourting : 

manoes are kept up in his tern- Till tt} Ome , Sweet ’ Ome ” ’s bitter mookery and wus, with 
porary absence by competent wenom on walls and doors too. 
artists, and go on as nsual. The 

Ritualist public, though for the Which, where them dyers expects to go, I ’d like to know^’Evins 
t.imft deprived of mornings wi’ . bless us J— 

Macxonochte, is still enabled to With their ars’nics, and anylinins, they ’ve made a pretty 
enjoy equivalent forenoons by beginnin’ 1 

Stanton. A Correspondent of the My Tom (he sez) hatters and hosiers now is as bad as Mister Nessus, 


Fall Mall Gazette communicates 
a lively notice of a rnatmie given 
on Sunday last week at St. 
Alban’s, Holbom. On this occa- 
sion, he writes, “the service, in 
imitation of that which is celebrated at 


A laundryman, as a long time since (Tom says), pisoned a cus- 
tomer’s linen. 

No doubt it ’s a treat to see the gals with all colours a-flauntin’ and 
flyin’; 

And to hear them Chemists talk so big about their new inventions ; 

T» i. J • j .1 • i i • 1 •» i ■» • 


fact, was such a genuine imitation of that which is celebrated at _ to near them Chemists talk so.big about their new inventions ; 

the Pro-Cathedral of St. George’s, Southwark, that it would be But dyers is double-dealers now their dyes ends m double-dying ; 
almost impossible to draw the Ike between them, except that the 1 d . ratiie * try the Quaker style— wich, in fact, sich is my 
genuflections are more numerous at Sfc. Alban’s.” In an exhibition intentions. 

essentially histrionic a little overacting is, however, quite allowable. •». * , _ , , • Tr 

Among the leading points of this Romanesque representation are 1 aint in my line: which log-wood and pink 


intentions. 


Among the leaning points oi this Jttomanesque representation are 
specified the following close simulations of genuine Popery 
Six great candles on the “altar ” lighted at morning prayer. A 
large cross above the same €t altar.” 

The congregation repeatedly crossing themselves. 

Gorgeous green vestments worn by the “ priests.” 

The sign of the Cross made in the air by the celebrant towards 
tbe communicants. 


Was enough for gals, when 1 was a gal; now they’re all turned 
| kaleiderscopeses : 

And the werry names o’ the things they wears has got to be more 
crackjaw, Sir, 

Than the names on the gardeners’ labels, as turns cherry-pies into 
Eelyertropeses ! 


Pr ° per t0 the Ma38 ’ but inteidicted But death in the dyer’s vat is what a lone woman may well call 

preached bythe With nothin’ ’twixt two sweet colours to show which is, and which 
Rev. Mr. Stanton.^ The listeners to this homily were exhorted to i an >t, p’ison : 


[llSrt**!’ » a V ers0M “ c t onoeraed “ the BUS ; To k says Tantalus 'were a trifle to me ; with sich terrors to ’aye my 

pension ot Mr. Mackonochie.” His persecutors w ere denounced £ ead 

to them as miscreants,” and^ ‘ Hkenea to J)oys beating^and stoning And the shop-fronts, this season, as sweet a sight as a woman 

could wish to set eyes on ! 


a dog;” and they were told that the Established Church had 
“ fallen into Protestant hands,” as much as to say into the hands of 
the Philistines. 

“ Nor was the evening service of a milder type.” It appears to 
have been equally well sustained. The principal performer was a 
Mr. Russell, who preached. He “treated the suspension” of 
Mr. Mackonochie “ as an insult to the * Sacrament of the Altar’ 


CONTENTED PERSONS. 

The Duke oe Cambridge, in the House of Lords the other day, 


^marked that there were a great many persons who were “ discos 
m the person of the devoted priest ; ” he vilified the Church tented everything.” He might aUo have remarked that there 

^amrl^ 7 ^ 16 ™ -“ 4 ** 

vZLtJ The General, who at the age of eighty-five finds himself gazetted 
• one morning to the only prize in the Service— the Colonelcy of a 

intention to re-convert England. This closed a day which, Regiment — with an addition of £1000 to his annual income, cheer- 
memorable to those chiefly concerned, can scarcely fail, also, to he fally r emarks, “It is all right at last!’’ and dies happy the day 
memorable m the history of the Anglioan communion.” For, it is ® J 

Tt ’ e Lkutenant-Cobnel, who for thirty years insured his life in 
St. Albans Ritualist parsons know what a day they have been t]ie “Albert” for the sum of £5000 (in case he should die in the 

having. Service), and found that he might as well have pitched the pre- 

^ however, stox m the ^here any fear j^^g the Black Sea; then exchanged to India, remarking, 

that he has the power, if the wfll, to do wha,t the Sunday Act can- << All right ; better luck next time ! ” and did die in the Service, 

as^^'diaord^rly^house ^.tiM^Bcriptiim^co^tempfated^by^he ***** that Ms dail8kters wouli have to g0 out 

framers of that statute ? But even if he has, perhaps the Holbom f he Major> ' who after every field-day is called by his Commanding 
temple of Ritualism could be easily reopened under the conditions officer a “ d-ear old f-ellow,” and pleasantly mutters, sotto voce, 
of a Nonconformist Meeting-house ; which in fact it is, and then “All right! ” 

there could be no objection to the mimic Popery performed withm it, The Captain, who purchased all his steps, and in- 

except the objection, which might, but does not appear to, be ud ° omet j ling ext ra for them, but who was caught on half-pay, 
madeby CpniNAX Mashth®, on the .principle of that untrades- and th | re is on iy £1800 “coming” to him under the new 

manlike falsehood, the same concern. rigime, meekly murmurs, “ I suppose it is all right.” 

— The Private, who is told by his Pay-Sergeant that he “ cannot 

wwj. «„ o tit.™*,? have hisloaf and eatit” (?) and respectfully observes, “Allright, 

wnat’s in a Warner — Nothing. Sargent!” 

Lnt the Division on the Permissive Prohibitory Liquor Bill, there These are Contented Persons, and the Duke knows it, and says, 
was one name in the Minority in its favour which unthinking people admiringly, “All right, as far as Jam concerned ! ” , 

might have expected to find in the Majority against the Measure — So let John Btjll shut his eyes, join m the chorus or Ail right I 

it was Lush. and hope that it will remain so. 




PUNCH'S FOLK-LORE. 

MIDSUMMER-EYE AND MIDSUMMER-DAY. 

If you were born at noon in a thunder- storm, and have a mole 
on your left side, and three maternal aunts, beware of looking into 
the glass, if you are left in a room by yourself on Midsummer-Eye 
in the twilight. 

Do you wish to haye a happy dream, in which a certain person of 
whom you are always thinking will appear ? You must go to bed 
before twelve o’clock on Midsummer-Eve, haying first looked out at 
the back door, with a stick of celery in your right hand, and whis- 
pered that person’s name three times, without opening your eyes or 
speaking to the policeman on duty. Then run up-stairs, and bathe 
your eyes in freshly-gathered dew — which ought to be kept in a 
cool place in a china bowl— fill your ears with down from the breast 
of a goose plucked by some one exactly your own age, who has 
never been crossed in love ; and place under your pillow a double 
cherry, the merry-thought bone of a magpie, and a crooked sixpence 
with a hole drilled through it in the shape of a true-lover’s knot. 
Repeat the names of all the Queens of England who haye had their 
heads cut off, and go to sleep fasting. 

On Midsummer-Eve, if you pass a church-door at sunset, when 
the bells are ringing, and you have a pair of white gloves and a piece ! 
of your last married cousin’s bridecake in your pocket, you may 
expect to he married yourself before the year is out, if you meet two 
clergymen walking together, in the opposite direction, on yonr way 
home. Should you merely meet the churchwardens, then you can 
only hope to be a bridesmaid during the next twelve months. 

Many persons prognosticate the weather for the rest of the season 
from what it is on Midsummer Day. They will tell you (in confi- 
dence) that if the day is fair and calm, with a gentle breeze blowing 
from the S.S.W., and no dust, there is sure to be a good medlar 
crop, abundance of musbroom-ketohup, and fine harvest weather 
between the 23rd of July and the 31st of August. But if the day is 
wet or lowering, with an appearance of grey mares’ tails in the sky 


at sundown, then they augur badly for the white turkey poults and 
the Siberian crabs, and predict, as an absolute certainty, a fall of 
rain before the beginning of September. 

In Ireland, and in many parts of England, it is considered most 
unlucky to meet your landlord on Midsummer Day near home— if 
your rent is in arrear. 


HUGO AND HOMER. 

It is somewhat of a curious coincidence that, as Homer sometimes 
nods, so M. Victor Hugo, in extolling Homer, should nod too. 
The illustrious Author of Notre Dame has just published a pamphlet 
called Le Droit et la loi, whence the Times 7 Correspondent at Paris 
quotes some passages characteristically remarkable for the terse yet 
pompous expression of generous ideas ; e.y. 

“This society of the future will be superb, and tranquil discoveries will 
succeed battles ; nations will conquer no more. . . . People will no longer be 

warriors, they will be workers To exterminate will no longer be a 

glory. It will be the replacing of murder by creation. . . . Chefs d' oeuvre 
will be incidents. People will be more moved by an Iliad than an Austerl^.’ ' 

Possibly — 

“ It is not Hugo nods, but we that dream.” 

But in Ms antithesis between the Iliad and Austerlitz does not 
M. Hugo rather seem to forget the Siege of Troy ? 


A Chapel of Hymen. 

The following notable announcement appears in the Hampshire 
Independent : — 

“To Parties about to Marry.-— The Union Chapel, Shirley, has just 
been registered for the solemnisation of matrimony.” 

Now, then, the Conventicle which was heretofore simply the Union 
might he called the Conjugal Union Chapel. 





MORE SLAVERIES THAN ONE. 

Right How. B. D. “ NOW THAT TOTJR HIGHNESS HAS SEEN THE BLESSINGS OF FREEDOM, I TRUST WE 
MAT RELT UPON TOUR STRENUOUS HELP IN PUTTING DOWN SLAVERT ? ” 

Sultan Setzld “AH, TES! CERT AIN LT I BUT REMEMBER, 0 SHEIKH BEN DIZZY, CON- 

SERVATIVE PARTY VERY STRONG IN ZANZIBAR!” 
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A STORY OF THE SEYYID. 





EYTTD SAEED OR 


THE EDUCATION OF THE UPPER CLASSES. 

The authorities of the University of Cambridge have 
leeided upon extending their system of “ higher educa- 
ion ” to Londoners. As a palpable proof of the great 



of harm.” Give your opinion upon Signor Saivtni’s acting in 

„ , , . „ _ „ _ . , T , « (a) Samlet, (6) Othello , and (<?) II Gladiator e. 

No doubt this little Lady is the envy of aU her acquaintance. If old ' Draw a p ’ la V 0 f a mo dern P arisian Bonnet, 
enough to be sensible of the honour she has received at the hands of his ^ • ■. .. r A a - . 

Highness, she must be a happy child. She will never forget it to the end of Do you ™ trams wlU be wom tlns y ear ? Give 

her dayt The man who bSaeted that he was once spoken to. by a King- ^reasons for your answer 

who told him to get out of the way — had little to brag of in comparison write all you know about Mlle. Zare Thalberg, 

with her. If she live to be an old woman, she will often say, in a shrill and M a dame Albani, and Signor yerdi. 

tremulous voice — “ Ah, I remember when the Sultan , oe Zanzibar— it was Who was Lohengrin ? 

many years ago, and I a little thing, on the seventeenth of June eighteen Give short accounts of (a) the last novel, (5) the last 
hundred and seventy-five— took me up in his arms out of the crush at the marriage at St. George’s, Hanover Square, and (c) the 
Alexandra Palace.” Reader, may you live to hear her I last scandal in high life. 




Zanzibar has! decided upon extending their system of “ higher educa- 
conferred a high | tion ” to Londoners. As a palpable proof of the great 
distinction on a I value of the movement, Mr. Punch (with the eourteons 
maiden of tender assistance of a celebrated Professor of Social Science) 
years. At the Alex- j prints a few questions from an Examination Paper in- 
andra Palace: — [tended to test the knowledge of Candidates for the 
“He ventured ^ egTee ^•■^•^•0.— (Master of the Art of Lining 

freely among the *’**" 

people, who made What do you know of Zanzibar ? 

way for him, cheer- How do you pronounce the name of the Sultan ? 

ing. Another action Give a short history of Sir Bartle Erere, Dr. Ktrk, \ 

which was cheered ^ Mr. Stanley. 

fasthng 6 ^ little girl Lescribe the principal pictures in this year’s Academy, 
he went forward’ What do you know of Miss Thompson ? 
lifted her in his Explain the operation of tent-pegging at Hurlingham. 
hands, and passed Give the rules for the admission of strangers to the 


her to an attendant, Skating Rink at Prince’s. 


What is Lawn Tennis P 

Give your opinion upon Signor Salvtni’s acting in 
(a) Samlet, (6) Othello , and (c) II Gladiatore . 

Draw a plan of a modern Parisian Bonnet, 

Do you think trains will be worn this year? Give 


PUNCH'S EXCHANGE AND MART. 


I have a magnificent gold cup, marked J. Brown, a large silver 
tankard, inscribed T. Jones, and two dozen heavy silver spoons and 
forks, stamped with the monogram and crest of the Robinsons. I 
want something lighter and more easily changeable.— Address, with 
secresy, Burglar, The Cracked Crib, Wapping. 

I have a pretty necklace of Roman Pearls, which I should be 
happy to exchange for one of real pearls.— A Simple Country 
Maiden. 

Literary . 

In our library at home we have some large handsome books called 
the Encyclopedia Britannica , also some books called Sume, Smollet , 
Gibbon , and Macaulay. We want for these some railway novels— 
Miss Braddon’s preferred,— Two Reading Girls. 

I once read a most fascinating novel, called 1 by . I am 

most desirous of adding this great work to my hbrary, and will 
make good offers for it.— Wideawake. [So are we, Sir, and saw 
through your little design of getting a first-rate advertisement of 
yonr own worthless novel. Ton will observe we have printed 
neither your own name nor that of your rubbish.— Ed. P.] 

I will send the Echo, the day after publication, to any one who 
will post me the Times on the day of its appearance. Each person 
to retain the papers.— Fair Play, 

j Autographs. 

Poet Close’s in exchange for the Poet Laureate’s.— Hot Such a 
Fool as He Looks. 

Several of my own to exchange for those of Gladstone, Dr. 
Kenealy, J. L. Toole, and Shakspeare. Mine may be valuable 
some day,— A Rising Young Man. 

I will affix my own name to cheques of a £1000 each, in ex- 
change for cheques of like amount signed by Baron Rothschild, 
Duke oe Westminster, and the Baroness Burdett-Coutts.— 
Overdrawn Account. 

Political. 

The Leadership of the Liberal Party. What offers? Postage 
stamps and monograms need not apply.— H., Smoking Room, House 
of Commons. 

A collection of honest opinions and a disagreeable tongue. 
Wanted Office.— Historicus. 

I have a vote for Norwich which I wish to exchange for one in 
any other constituency, with the exception of Peterborough and 
Stoke-npon-Trent.— Golden Dog. 

Dress . 

My Papa has a large Microscope, with several slides, also some 


Cases of Beetles and Butterflies. I want for them some really good 
lace and large fans.— Her Father’s Darling. 

A Lot of Lace, Bonnets, Gloves, and Fans, which I will give for 
a stunning Cricket-bat, or a Pistol that will shoot a real bullet. — A 
Brother Home eor the Holidays. 

Matrimonial. 

I have a pretty face (blue eyes and golden hair), a warm heart, 
and a romantic soul. Wanted a Husband, £5000 a-year, and a 
house in Eaton Square.— Sweet Seventeen. [You will oblige us 
by calling at the Office, dear.— Ed. P.] 

A Husband. Wanted, something useful,— X antippe. 

Domestic. 

Fine healthy twins. Will take in exchange One really quiet 
child.— Happy Father. 

Sporting. 

A splendid Bull-dog. He is very courageous, having bitten me, 
my wife, our two servants, and nearly killed the butcher’s boy. I 
want a steady cob. — A Lover of Animals. 

P.S.— Any one who wants the dog, will have to come and take 
him for him self, as he is looked up in a yard, and none of us dare 
go near him. — A L. OK A. 

Miscellaneous , 

Wanted, Anchovies, Balloons, Kittens, a Boyton Dress, Treacle, 
and the Daily Telegraph. Will knock anybody down in exchange. 
— COLNEY HANWELL. 

Lastly, we must request the sagacious thousands who wish to 
exchange Threepence for the wit and wisdom contained in the pages 
of Punch , to apply to our Office on Wednesday. 


Learning for Lubbers. 


for six, seven, eight, or nine years at sea, are getting “dismissed 
the Service in consequence of their failure to attain a new standard 
of theoretical knowledge.” The Post adds, that “out of twenty 
young Officers who have gone up for examination at Greenwich 
during the last two months, exactly one-half have been plucked.” 
Let systematic pedants cease to pluck the flower of the British 
Navy. 

A PROPER PAIR. 

There are two numbers in this year’s Royal Academy which 
ought certainly to make a match of it. They are “ Coniston Old \ 
Man ” (1231) and “ Widow Ray , Beds ” (698). 
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All round a less sturdy resistance is made to as desperate attacking, 

As e’er charged through Quatrebras’ rye, or up Waterloo’s shot- 
furrowed ridge, 

’Tis the charge that those gallant Scots Greys, the Macs, on the sixty 
are “macking” 

Who defend the Academy-pale as Horatius defended the bridge. 

There’s Mac allot, MacWhirter, Macgregor, Macbeth, and 
Macnab and Macnee, 

Macdonald, Mactaggart, Maclaren, Macs of each clan and 
tartan and blood ; 

Forbye Scots, though not Macs, of one mak’ with the Macs of their 
kindred that be, 

Gbahame, Dochartt, Smart, Colin Hunter, all sons of mist, 
mountain, and flood ! 

Vestigia nulla retrorsum , gregarious and grey and grim fellows, 

From the spate, and the strath, and the shieling, they gather, the 
line bent to win : 

On the Royal Academy road— there ’s in Art a road Royal, they tell us— 

Macs of all Adam’s sons pressing most, with Macadam the pave- 
ments begin ! 

But not only those sons of the mist, the Scots Greys, charge the 
R. A.’s in square, 

On their front and their flank, against face and rear-rank 
fierce outsiders level their point : 

The line they are breaking, and, wider way making, bring pencil 
and crayon to bear 

On the staggered R. A.’s, put by Northern arrays of swarming 
Scots Greys out of joint. 

There ’s Tadema, Long, and the Moores, Boughton, Archer, and 
Morgan, and Boehm, 

Marcus Stone and Val. Prinsep and Story, and Brett, and the 
Linnells, and Oakes, 

A. Hunt, and G. Sant, and J. Raven, and Ouless, and— grant 
elbow-room ! — 

Eyre Crowe, and H. Wallis, and W infield— outsiders whose 
olaims are no jokes. 


There ’s Laurence in crayons unrivalled, and Sand is, of draughts- 
men a chief ; 

Briton Riviere, who ’twixt man and brute shows the likeness 
that proves kith and kin ; 

Heywood Hardy, who e’en in a fight with two lions has not come 
to grief ; 

And the Young Guard, with Heekomer, Fildes, esquires their 
spurs keen to win. 

Still the best for the last I have left, the brigade of the Ladies, to 
sing— 

With a French Henriette, and an English, in Browne and in 
Ward, to the fore, 

What occasion to dwell on their roll-call, to book their past 
triumphs to bring ? 

With a Starr shining close to a Thompson; two Mutries — 
what need to tell more ? 

But if mild Mary Moser of old, and Angelica Eautfmann the 
fair, 

Broke down the Academy pale, and their place in the forty made 
good, 

What once working women have dared, why should not working 
women yet dare, 

And these write R. A. to their names, thongh not Teuton but 
British in blood ? 


Tree and Fruit. 

The Times computes the collections made on Hospital Sunday 
“to have been much less than they were last year, while those again 
were lower than iu the year before.” That is, “ so fax as we can 
judge at present.” Additional returns of receipts will of course 
exhibit no falling off, but an enormous increase. Surely no other 
effect can possibly have resulted from the grand Revival which 
London has just passed through, with all the preaching and Binging 
got up and supported by contributions amounting to no end of 
money. 
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anything heat cock-fighing ? ” When Rons utters his “Bravo!” 
to those who arm ana match red-piles and gingerbread hackles, 
Punch can only say, “ Bravo, Rons ! ” 


CHAPEAU A L'ETOILE, 

“Redeunt Saturnia Regna.” 


COCK-FIGHTING AND CRUELTY. 

The passion for cock-fighting, suppressed during a long time by 
statute, has lately been breaking out over the country in several 
places. From day to day our contemporaries record “ raids” made 
by the vigilant Police on the cruel cock-fighters. The Times 
reports that, on Tuesday last week, before the Nottingham 
Magistrates, appeared Joseph Parker, and John Walker, pub- 
licans ; Joseph Allen and James Bradford, colliers ; Cornelius 
CnssENS, hawker ; and Joseph Pickerill, lacemaker, who, present 
at a cock-fight going on in a brewery, were pounced upon and 
collared by the Society for Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. “ Six 
birds and the usual requisites were found on the floor, which was 
covered with blood.” These gentlemen thus appear to have been 
taken literally red-handed. All of them, except Mr. Walker, 
against whom the case was dismissed, were fined five pounds each, 
and Mr. Parker paid the money. For this generosity a public 
subscription will hardly he got np to reimburse Mr. Walker. 
Cocks, to be sure, are voluntary combatants, and do not, perhaps, in 
fighting, hurt each other much more than poultry are hurt when 
killed, as perhaps they sometimes are, for the table of a Member of 
an excellent Society. Still, the spectacle of their sanguinary 
encounters is not calculated to stimulate the higher feelings, of 
which at least the rudiments maybe supposed to exist in the natures 
of such persons as publicans, colliers, hawkers, and lacemakers. 
It does, on the contrary, excite the propensities shared by them 
with the lower and fiercer brutes, yet who knows but that it may, 
nevertheless, at the same time satiate passions which might else find 
vent in violent assaults ? And besides it tempts the bystanders to 
gamble ; which is evidently bad for persons in an inferior station of 
fife, however harmless betting may be for their betters. 

The hope may therefore perhaps he cherished that the Legislature, 
at the instance of Animals’ Friends, will not argue from cock- 
fighting to pigeon-shooting, and enact any penal law to put down 
that. How shocking it would be to hear, that the Officers of the 
Royal Society, or the Police, had some fine morning made a “ raid ” 
upon the Noblemen and Gentlemen of the Gun Club at Hurlingham 
Park, and collared them, and not only them, but also tbe gentle 
ladies assembled to look on and admire tbem exhibiting their skill 
and sportsmanship in the pastime of shooting tame pigeons I Cock- 
fighters are one class of people ; pigeon-shooterB another. 

It is a comfort to find that the cock-fighters have one friend in 
a high place still left, a gallant officer, well-known on the turf, as 
the best of handicappers. Admiral Rous has lately, through the 
Times, asked, in words evidently warm from the heart, “ Can 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS. 


To think that your Wife will stay in Town after the close of the 
Opera season. 

To think that you will be allowed to leave your family at Rams- 
gate while you go on a tour (of inspection, of course — merely to see 
if the places are likely to please your Wife) through Paris, up the 
Rhine, and into Switzerland. 

To think that you will save anything by letting vour bouse, 
during your absence from Town, to a “foreign family of distinction.” 

To think that your Wife and family will be contented to travel 
with less than eighteen large trunks and twenty-four good-sized 
band-boxes. 

To think that your Wife will be satisfied with the situation of 
your lodgings at the sea-side. 

To think that you will not be daily bothered with the complaints 
of your Wife about the extortion and. robberies of the sea- side land- 
lady. 

To think that you will never be ordered to “ speak to the insolent 
woman.” 

To think that you will have any of your meals at the hours you 
have been accustomed to. 

To think that you will he able to enjoy a lounge on the sands free 
from the persecutions of “niggers,” dealers in cheap jewellery, and 
guinea-pig boys. 

To think that in your sea-side sauctum, in fine weather, you will 
be able to work without having to listen to the music (?) of barrel- 
organs and German bands. 

To think, with “the dear children” in the house, you will have 
quiet in the aforesaid sea-side sanctum on a regularly wet day. 

To think that while yon are away you will not he hunted down 
by the writers of circulars, begging letters, and “little accounts.” 

To think that you will be allowed to leave your sea-side lodgings 
without a great deal of unpleasant discussion about alleged break- 
ages. 

And lastly, the worst case of Midsummer Madness, to think that 
when the holidays are over yon will he sorry to return to Town. 


THE RIGHT MAN IN THE RIGHT PLACE. 

£ ‘ The Bishop of London has appointed the Rev. William Thomas 
Bullock to the prebendal stall of Oxgate in St. Paul’s Cathedral .” — Daily 
Telegraphy June 16. 

Deservedly has Bullock won 
His Bishop’s admiration : 

Morn, noon, and night he carried on 
His Gospel-Propagation. 

And now his horn ’s exalted high 
O’er his yoke-fellows all : 

“ Right Bullock in right place,” Bay I : 

That sits in Ctegate Stall 1 


The Education Act. 


Our good friend, Mrs. Malaprop, who is a Btanch Protestant, 
has heard some talk about the compulsory teaching of the masses. 
She can only say she trembles for the safety of the Church, if any- 
thing so Popish as the masses should he taught in it. 


A Trifle from Brighton. 

They ’ve shut up our Aquarium 
Each seventh day. ’Tis queer 
That men who are so Puritan 
Should be so Cavalier ! 


A REMARKABLE PECULIARITY. 

Herr 'Wagner is distinguished by a peculiarity for which great 
musicians are not remarkable. The illustrious composer of Lohen- 
grin does not give himself airs. 


REVTVALISM ABROAD, 

On what Stage in .the Grand H6tel does Mr. Moody lodge when 
he visits Paris ? 

Naturally, au Cinauieme . 
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lutter and flabber- 
gastation of the 
Lords {Monday, 
June 21) at Moody 
and Sankey’s au- 
dacious invasion of 
their own peculiar 
educationalpreserve 
— Eton, what had 
the “Governing 
Body ” been about ? 
The Governing 
Body, said Lord 
Lyttelton, like 
many other govern- 
ing bodies, had been 
quite in the dark. 
The Moody and 
Sankey service was 
fixed for three to- 
day; and the Go- 
verning Body met at 
twelve. How could 
a Governing Body — 
and such a Govern- 
ing Body, too— be 
expected to ‘ ‘ move ” 
between twelve and 
three? Lord 
Shaftesbury com- 
plained that no 
notice had # been 
given of the discus- 
sion. Lord Lyttel- 
ton retorted that no 
notice of their pro- 
jected invasion had 


\ M Ao and Sankey and their “ promoters.” (We thank Ms. Baillie Cochrane for 

Lord Henniker denounced the Laws of Settlement and Removal of the Poor 
Mf \ —that last rag of serfage and its ascriptio glebes. 

— , Lord Rosebery, as Chairman of the Committee on the Representative 

Peerage (Scotch and Irish), threw up the sponge. The Committee could not 
s£y agree on a Report. “If ever there was a had job,” groaned Lords Grey and 

fj c ^ Carlinqford, “ it was the Irish Peerage.” . 

c A Lord Stanhope means to move that the power of creating Irish Peers be 

S> /aA renounced by the Crown— the creation, on the whole, having turned out such an 

^ : * ^ C unsatisfactory one. (Come, Mr. Butt, that’s what they call “Justice to Ireland!”) 

{Commons.) “Moody and Sankey going to preach and sing at Eton I” was the one 
^ ^ " buzz of the lobbies, quite distracting the minds of Honourable Members from Committee 

A V on Merchant Shipping Bill, which, thanks to such distraction, perhaps, made some way m 

~ C Committee. 

Mr. Disraeli gave notice the Government would want Tuesdays for the rest of the 
^ Session. General grumbling ! “Do they make such a good use of the nights they have, 

that we should give them another ? ” 

Tuesday (Lords).— Second and Third Readings of a batch of “ unconsidered trifles,” knocked off between opening the doors and 
twenty-five minutes past five. 

(Commons.) Mr. Hardy, in Mr. Disraeli’s absence, moved the modest demand for Government precedence on Tuesdays. 

Suppressed gr umbling fonnd many voices— Lord Hartington’s, Mr. Forsyth’s, Mr, Fawcett’s, Mr. Dellwyn’s, Lord E sling - 
ton’s. “Honourable Members could not he in two places at once, like Sir Boyle Roche’s famous Irish birds.” How was he, and 
many another “ infelix Theseus ” like him, to attend at once to his Committee work and his Morning Sittings ? 

Mr. Newdegate declared the “ Order ’’-hook — ironically so called — “ could only be compared to a waste-paper basket turned upside 
down” — (Mr. Newdegate deserves a Cartoon for his suggestion, and Punch gives him one). “Government had got into a mess, and 
now coolly claimed all the time of the House to get out of it.” „ , 

Poor Mr. Hardy, bowing his head to the pelting of this pitiless storm from all sides, recommended adjournment till lnur&day, 
when Mr. Disraeli would be present to fight for himself . , „ , r „ _ , ,, , , 

If the Morning Sitting was stormy, at the Evening Sitting it literally blew great guns.” Mr. Hanbury Tracy (a gallant naval 
officer) moved the reappointment of the Ordnance Select Committee to act as a buffer between the Departments and the public. JNo 
doubt we had the best great guns going ; but still it would he very comfortable if there was a break of big names naval and military, 
engineers (the civiller the better) and artillerists, to say, and, u need be, swear as muoh, and to prevent ; collisions between the 
Departments and those most troublesome of bores, the Inventors. Captain Price (a brother tar, hut not tarred with the same brush}, 
moved, as an amendment, the appointment of a Select Committee to inquire into the best way of furnishing the Navy with, guns urore 
trustworthy and efficient, our present armament being neither one nor the other. .^he gaBant Captain (a gunnery officer, he it 
remembered) has since followed up his speech by a letter to the Times , in which he offers to bet any odds that the Monarch cannot fire two 

hundred rounds from her guns under fighting conditions without disabling one half of them. ... , m 

I Mr. Hanbury Tracy writes next day, to prove that Captain Price has put hia foot in it awfully by this letter, lit is quite 

! wonderful how these artillery doctors differ.) • A + * 

Mr. E. J. Reed hacked up Captain Price. We were on a wrong load m onr gunnery, and the sooner our artillery-beads were set in 

4116 "ft thfsametime it may be as well to remember that Ms. Reed was once Sis B. Whiiwosth’s partner ; and that the Battle of the 
Guns has come to be something very like a duel between those gallant knights, Whitworth and Armstrong. 
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Pleasant, after all the Committees we have had, Select and IJn- Britannia's Naval Cadets reoommends a little shortening and 
select, Parliamentary and professional, and all the millions we simplifying of examinations, and the abolition of competitive 
have spent, to find every question in gunnery open to such dia- entrance-examinations. Lord Campekdown docs not think the 
metrical difference of weighty opinions !) evidence supports these conclusions. But they seem to commend 

Major Beaumont was against a new Ordnance Committee, and themselves, on the whole, to common sense. Competitive examination 
for hreech against muzzle-loader. So was General Shute. may] be tolerable as the counterpoise ot favouritism. . But there is a 
Captain Nolan declared the Government, for breeches-pocket terrible weight at per contra to all that can be urged m its favour, 
reasons, had over-ruled its professional advisers, who were rather An edifying discourse on Ecclesiastical Court iees, out or which 
against breech-loading for field-guns, and in its favour for heavy £1000 a year is to go to the Judge under the Public Worship Itegu- 
artillery. Mr. Ward-Hunt triumphantly appealed to the difference lationAct. ,,,,,, . , „ 

of opinion among the artillery doctors as a reason against calling in Lord Shaftesbury complains that he can t get at the receipts of 
any more of them ; an d declared that the Government advisers were the Diocesan Courts and officers. Eleven dioceses, and forty arch- 
i satisfied with the Government guns, and the Government with its deaconries keep dark, in defiance of Parliamentary Orders and Acts 
advisers. of Parliament. Doesn’t Lord Shaftesbury wish he may get at it ? 

At the same time, “ the Admiralty was not hound to put its foot Still more, doesn’t he wish, if he gets at it, that the country may 
down, and declare the question should never be reopened.” get it ? When was it so easy to recover a bone from a hungry dog’s 

(Ah, Mr. Ward-Hunt, is not that rather like “putting the foot mouth? 
down,” and showing the cloven hoof — symbol of divided opinions (Commons*) MR. Disraeli objects to too early a fixing ot the day 
and unsettled minds P) for the massacring to begin. About the middle of J uly, he says, 

Motion and Amendment were withdrawn, everybody who knows has been the usual date of the melancholy announcement, 
anything of the subject feeling profoundly dissatisfied with every- Meantime, like the lambs and the spring chickens, — • 

body else— and the House was Counted Out at twenty minutes to ic u e?ar ai ess 0 f their fate 


(The sooner John Bull puts his foot down, and declares his _ 

determination to be satisfied whether he is or is not being made a Captain Stacpoole wants to move Parliament to move the 
fool of in the matter of his big g uns afioat and ashore, the better.) Queen to set up a Royal residence in Ireland. 

■nr . 7 rm_ tt„„_ i n . n-,.7 • i The common sense of Parliament, and the uncommon sense (for 

occasion) of the Home-Rulers is agreed— however desirable it 
gious Diseases Acts, on a Motion for their absolute and unconditional may be that ; Hee Majesty, or her Royal Family, all or any of 

re ‘7?^7 1 « n X/vni * them, should know and see more of Ireland— that Parliamentary 

Punch prefers not to handle so foul a subject, only too much *r is t the best way to get tbem there. 

handled already, and with far too close familiarity. But he sees y Sr™ ™ Rrffiah Lidia in eloar her conRoienoe of 

noreasou to doubt either the sad necessity for these Acts,. or their t hf opium -trade^ith China, and her pockets of its profits. But 

the aUeVlatMn ° f tie evds wM0h haT6 it is not a question (for John Chinaman) of opium or no opium, but 
rendered them necessary. 0 f better and cheaper opium (Indian imported) against worse and 

Thursday (Lords )*— Canada has contrived a Copyright Act, which dearer (home-grown). His opium he will have, as John Bull will 
recognises the rights of the English Author in his own brain-work, have his tobacco ; and there seems little more to be said against 
provided he will take the trouble to register and re-publish in the the opium (in moderation) than against the weed. Besides, England, 
Dominion, , that raises above thirty millions of revenue, directly and indirectly, 

There is one pirate less m the New World. Canada may be out of strong drink, can scarcely, with a solemn face, affect to be 
congratulated that she no longer stands associated with our American scandalised at the millions of Indian Revenue got out of opium. 
Cousin in robbing their common poor relation, the British Author. Non olet—but gross hypocrisy does stink in the nostrils. 

Lord Salisbury finds himself obliged to fling over all that part of 
his Rivers’ Pollution Bill which deals with river-fouling from mines = 1 = = = = 

and manufactures— in other words, the marrow of his measure. __ _ _ _ n ^ . - 

(Commons.) Me. Disraeli meekly apologised for asking for the NEEDLEDOM V. NOODLEDGM. 

Tuesdays, and begged to withdraw his demand, seeing the House jyr 0 f e f rom a Needle ) 

objected to grant it. Lord Hartington complained that the House J ' 

knew no more about the state of public business after the Prime ^ _ he Age of Chivalry was 

Minister’s speech than before, and wanted to know when the mas- ^ ^ ~ the Age of Needle- 

sacring of the innocents was to begin. \ ' w ’ 0Tk * LaI)Y Ma- 

Agricultural Holdings Bill introduced to the Commons in a tame ^ ^ ^ ' v 

speech by Mr. Disraeli. Grand fight, apropos of the Bill, between ' \ / n/ths* itZ 

tbe “Mays” and the Musts” the adyioatesof permissive aud eom- » - Z &ISfcS. fcZtofJt^X 

puLsory legislation. Rather oddly arrayed— Liberal Opposition on the " wor jc 

side of “Must,” Conservatives o±“ May.” Any landlord may contract 4 

himself out of the Bill. All landlords will do so, says Mr. Xnatch- ' 1 ISE - \ Dear Punch, — Our 

bull-Hugessen. Yet he objects to the Bill because it is not com- „ \ race is on tbe 

pulsory. So does Mr. Lowe, though all for freedom of contract. ^ 2 l rise, that ’s clear ; 

What chance would it have had with the landlords if it had been ? 2 T Wa tint- tolf no 

Mr. McCohbie speaking for the Land of Leases, pithily described — 

the Bill as one of the most innocent ever introduced into the House C \ a year f J 

of Commons. It gave nothing to the tenant-farmers and would \ tt J « 

take nothing from them. He forgets the difference between Scotch I i long has all 

long lease-holders and English tenants at will— as a rule, Punch is 1 conspired my soul 

glad to think, at good-will. 1 to vex 1 

On the whole, Government seems to say of the Bill, as Sophonisba V Robbed of romance 

said of her woxmd in Thompson’s tragedy— " Ear '~ \ by Singer ; by the 

“ Our Bill 's so great, because it is so small.” "^5 ^ sex 

To which the Opposition seems disposed to reply with Thompson’s Ko I best have served 

pit-critie,— xlw half flouted, m 

** Then 'twould be greater were there none at all.” j their zeal 

33ie Government has, since the Bill passed the lords, agreed to C V? 

strike ont what LomHabuxsioit cal& its “ key-stone ? ’-the cal- sted 

culation of compensation on the basis of increase in lettincr value. n n j. u ^ • o rm. i , .-s, r:,, 

The tenant’s compensation is now to be determined by what he has aw?' V. JS.’ -S ! twonld try, 

spent— the fairest Basis. Mb. Ehight, the out-spoken Member for 4 n r' e thestoutest needle pipe its eye. 

West Worcestershire, has forced that change upon Mr. Disraeli. But epicene ambition s horrid witchery, 

So modified, no doubt, the Bill will pass. What good it will work & . stltchery ’ 

an open question. It may work better than the Opposition are ' At point of Needle now must be dispelled, _ 
willing to admit. But if it effects no good, it can hardly do the 5^J- en ^7 f^ e ^ as ^ 0IL 

harm they prophesy. As jet 'Punch is bound to say they have not * ll ? rra fe Marian Alford, 

made out a good case against it Who loves her thimble, yet can quote her TalFourdJ 

tt .7 , ( T ~ rrr ri o, . 1 “ Art the Consoler,” i t dle-armed, may try 

Friday (Lords)* The Committee of Inquiry into the training of To bring our age a better chivalry ; 


“ Regardless of their fate, 
The little victims play.” 


r ^ ^ 




Non olet — hut gross hypocrisy does stink in the nostrils. 

NEEDLEDOM v. NOODLEDOM. 

(A Note from a Needle*) 

HR Age of Chivalry was 
^ the Age of Needle- 

\ , | woTk. ,, — L ady Ma- 

hi an Alford, at the 

^ "\yhat finest-tem- 

pered steel 

Conld stand the strain ? The keenest point ’twonld try, 

And make the stoutest needle pipe its eye. 

But epicene ambition’s horrid witchery, 

Which makes our spinsters look askance at stitchery, 

At point of Needle now must he dispelled, 

When by the hands of Ait and Fashion held. 

So here ’s hurrah for Lady Marian Alford, 

Who loves her thimble, yet can quote her TalfoukdU 
t “ Art the Consoler,” needle-armed, may try 
To bring our age a better chivalry ; 
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Or failing, help, at least, to hold at bay 
S ome bisexed magpies of a chattering day. 

For many a platform dragon’s scaly joints 
Will scarce be proof ’gainst well-aimed needle-points, 
Pushed home by dainty fingers. Gentle Stanley 
Avowed an ignorance extremely manly 
Of Needledom ; but yon, my Punchy explore 
All arts, and are well versed in Ladies’ lore I 
“ Woman’s invention” yon, well pleased, will see 
Fostered by Fashion, Art, and Industry, 

Knit by another tie, when Leighton limns, 

And sweet Princesses praise. All modish whims 
Are not so wise. She-Noodledom may preach 
Salvation by unsexing, but to teach 
Woman to wield her proper arms aright. 

Will give her trner vantage in the fight 
Than platform panoply o’er petticoat, 

Or Fohsyth’s championship, or Stanseeld’s vote, 

Such arms as infant-tending fingers fit — 

Pencil and pen, not less than broom or spit— 

Be hers I Let the new chivalry disdain 

With flowers— of speech— to wreathe a galling chain, 

Nor, like the old, deem her a dangerous witch, 

Who lifts her soul above her sampler-stitch ! 

Yet should not English girls turn scornful eye 
Upon the tool that Queens once loved to ply, 

Or let new arms their warm affections wheedle 
From their old friend, and yours, dear Punch , 

A Needle. 



PUBLIC SCHOOLS MISSION CALENDAR. 

(Pulpit- Arrangements for July.) ' 

Eton. 

Messes. Moody and Sankey (second visit). 

The Archbishop oe Canterbury. 

The Caedinal Archbishop oe Westminster, 

Harrow. 

Radbi Moses Aaron Ben Israel Solomons. 

Father Ignatius (O.S.B.). 

Brigham Young (by the kind permission of the President and 
Legal Authorities of the United States). 

Rugby. 

Mr. Bridges (Comtiste), Professor of Positivism. 

Dr. Wilkinson— on the doctrines of Emanuel Swedenborg. 
Bendigo, the Converted Prize-fighter. 

Winchester. 

A Prophet of the Peculiar People. 

Ned Wright. 

Mr. Bradlaugh, 

Westminster. 

Elder Noys. 

A Deputation from the Free Lovers. 

A ditto from the ditto Haters. 

N.B.— Any one with a mission wishing to he introduced to the 
Head Masters of Public Schools will please address (postage pre- 
paid) — “The Right Hon. W. E. G., care of the Porter, House of 
Commons.” . 

BITS AND BEARING-REINS. 

Alter Mr. Newton’s very cavalier disposal of Major Bethune’s 
eharge of cruelty against a gentleman’s coachman for tight- str apping 
up of a wretched horse’s head — with a sore mouth, too! — in what, even 


bearing-rein, at least to insist on their coachman slackening the 
rein while their horses are kept waiting for hours on opera or crush- 
rank, in this hot weather. 


PUNCH THE TEACHER. 

^ he following im- 

portant statement 
was published in 
the Times a few 
days since 

u It appears that 
the title of Magenta 
the First, which M. 
nu Temple was bo 
shocked to find in a 
biography of the Mar- 
shal circulated among 
schoolmasters, was 
quoted from an article 
in Punch which ex- 
claimed, at the time 
of his election, ‘Long 
live Magenta the 
First ! » ” 

Mr. Punch con- 
gratulate s the 
French nation upon 
having adopted so 
excellent and trust- 
worthy a text-book 
“for the use of 
Schools ” as that to 

— which allusion is 

made above, and 

begs to intimate to the World in general, and to “ Magenta the 
First ” in particular, that the following works are already m active 
preparation. When the series is complete, the collection will form 
“ Mr. Punch's Library of Useful Information : ” — 

In the Press. 

Mr. Punch's Historical Characters; containing the Lives of 
Jack-the- Giant-Killer, Junius , Mrs. Harris (the bosom friend of 
Mrs. Gamp), and others equally celebrated for their wit, virtue, and 
wisdom. 

Mr. Punch's Universal Geography , containing descriptions of the 
North Pole, the Centre of Africa, and the Undiscovered Islands. 
Illustrated with spirit-photographs furnished by a celebrated 
Medium. 

Mr. Punch's History of Ireland, in which it will he proved that 
every child of Erin is lineally descended from. several Irish kings. 
Genealogical Tables will be contributed to this important national 
work, by “an Unhappy Nobleman,” resident at present (in re- 
tirement) at Dartmoor. 

Mr. Punch's History of Great Britain , up to the reign of King 
Arthur. With illustrations kindly furnished by the Poet Laureate. 

Mr. Punch's Celebrated Anglo-Saxon Victories. 1. Bull-Run. 
2. Agincourt, 3. Sedan. 4. Coomassie. 5. The Battle of Dorking. 
6. The Aldershot Manoeuvres. Plans of the above are nearly ready, 
and may be had on application to the Intelligence Department o± 
the War Office on and after the 1st of April, 1894. 

Published every Week. 

Mr. Punch's History of the World. Price 3d., every Wednesday. 
For further particulars apply to 85, Fleet Street, E.C. 


the fashion — more shame for the rank and the fashion ! — it is not 
superfluous in Mr. P. to express his satisfaction that .Mr. Flower’s 
? kindly and convincing pamphlet, Bits and Bearing-Reins, has 
t reached a third edition. 

[ Mr. Punch would ask his readers, who may wi sh to f orm their own 

I judgments on the matter in which Mr. Newton has formed and 
uttered his so decidedly, to read that pamphlet and the excellent 
article upon it in t his month’s Blackwood, before they follow Mr. 
Newton’s example in miscalling “ sentimentality ” what Mr. Punch 
would calLsound sense and humanity in one. 

Lastly, he would recommend all who have horses of their own to 
adopt the humane suggestion of the Duke oe Westminster, and if 
[ they will not dispense altogether with the cruel, and useless 


So Easy. 

“An Employer oe Labour” writes to the papers to say that 
whereas he can get any number of Clerks for fifteen shillings a week, 
he cannot get a man to carry a sack for "thirty s hillin gs ! Why 
doesn’t he give his Clerks the sack ? 


A SALE PROPHECY BY OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

(Touching two famous Cricket-grounds .) 

“ Princes and Lords may flourish or may fade.” 

The Deserted Village. 

Alpine. — New Ice-Hatchet for Alpine Club men A Climb- Axe. 
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“ AWFUL” TASTE IN 1875! 

Scene— A Ball Boom . Edwin leads out Angelina., as arranged 
earlier in the evening , to dance a promised “Square” They 
ivalk through the First Figure. A pause . 

Edwin. Been to the Academy, of course ? 

Angelina. 0 yes. Been several times. So fond of Miss Thomp- 
son's picture, you know. I like the group of the dying soldier and 
the boy laughing at haying killed a Frenchman, awfully. So 
awfully clever, you know. 

Edwin. 0 awfully ! The wounds are so awfully true to nature, 
you know. Do we begin ? 

They walk through the Second Figure . A pause. 

Edwin. Been to see Saitoh ? 

Angelina. Of course. Isn’t he awfully nice ? I think he is per- 
fectly charming in Othello. His face quite reminds me, in the 
Jealousy . Scene, of dear Me. Ieving in the last Act of The Bells. 
His suicide at the end of the piece, you know, is really quite too 
awfully clever. Isn’t it ? 

Edwin. You mean the throat-cutting affair, eh ? When he falls 
on his back and dies quivering, eh? 0 yes, awfully clever. It ’s 
our turn, I think. 

They walk through the Third Figure . A pause . 

Edwin. Bead any Novels lately P 

Angelina . Just read an awfully nice book, The Law and the Lady, 
One of the heroes is a monstrosity without legs, Miserrimus Dexter, 
don’t you know. Awfully clever. 

Edwin. 0 yes. Bead the book myself. Clever notion, the idiotic 
man- woman, eh, wasn’t it ? 

Angelina. 0 yes, awfully good. I think they are waiting for us. 

They walk through the Fourth Figure • Promenade. 

Edwin. Did you go to Stafford House to see the coffins ? 

Angelina . 0 yes, we all went— Mamma, Papa, and the children, 
don t you know. Met everybody there. Such an awful crush. 


Edwin . Like the coffins ? 

Angelina . 0 so much. They looked awfully nice. So deliciously 
cool, don’t you know. 

Edwin . Cool ! Yon like that kind of thing cool, eh ? 

Angelina . Yes, I think so. 

Edwin. Ah, then you must be against cremation ? 

Angelina {hesitating). Well— -yes — perhaps. [After consideration .) 
Yes, I think so. Yes, I think I like the baskets best. [Fans herself. 

Edwin. A propos— may I get you an ice ? 

Angelina . 0, thanks so much. Yes, Grandpapa was. awfully 
delighted with the wicker coffins, and has ordered a couple lined with 
charcoal, for himself and Grandmamma. I am going to the shop 
to-morrow to choose them for him. Thanks strawberry, please. 

[They retire into the Refreshment-room, with a view to 
getting cool. 


Ovation Anticipated. 

The Mayor of Windsor writes, in justification of his fear that the 
preaching of Messes. Moody and Sanely in the playing-fields or 
any public room in tbe Borough, might have reaultedrn a breach oi 
the peace, that the Eton boys had been buying quantities of eggs. 

“Fresh proofs,” the Liberationists .will say, “of the yoke of a 
State Church ! ” 

“ If only they were fresh,” says Punch ; “hut let us hope those 
Windsor eggs were but the produce of a Mayor’s nest, after all. 


THE EAST END OF THE WOELD. 

It is stated that Snt Douglas Foesyth in his audience of the 
King of Bubmah “ took his shoes off.” This concession to Eastern 
dignity may pass unquestioned, if it should prove that Sib Douglas 
has not gone on a bootless errand. 


“ Advance Notes ” [Military) . — The Bugler’s. 
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THE WASTE-PAPER BASKET (UPSIDE DOWN). 

[Respectfully dedicated to C. N. Newdegate, Esq., M.P.) 

Bbiiannia. “ GOOD GRACIOUS, BENJAMIN ! WHAT IS ALL THIS LITTER ? ” 

BEjm.Mm “ ONLY THE ‘ ORDER OF THE DAY,' MA’AM ! ! ” 





July 3, 1875.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE MUSIC OF THE FUTURE. 

(A few Happy Thoughts about Hebe Wagner’s Lohengrin .) 


likely to die, or be bankrupt, or be going away, and glad to take 
anything for' bis Stall, before next Thursday— to-morrow, in fact. 

So, Twtnton Tick cannot speak with certainty as to this. A 
Renter was very ill the other day, but that was not on an Opera 



ost what it mav T T must night, and he is all right again now. He runs over the names of 

, _ , . •> 7 ^ w "D — i - — „ 1,^ t — j. „n 


hear Lohengrin! ” some Renters he knows, but they’re all as well as can be expected, 

I was reckless. Not to ^ s P^ e a ? e an d other disabilities, and, generally speaking, pros- 
tnow— or rather not to be P er °ns, and likely to remain in England. “ There was,” he adds, 
able to talk about Wag- meditatively, and with a tinge of regret in his voice, 11 a fellow the 
nee’s chef d' oeuvre, argues other day— Whimpeen Jessop— 
oneself unknown. So, Yes ’ I say, anxiously, noticing his pause, 
regardless of expense, for ‘ And > c ? n J tl ? u ^ Twxon Vick, slowlv, “he certainly did say 
this nppnsinn rmlv T rlfttpr- that he wanted to dispose of his Renter’s admission.” 
miner) 0 n doing^he t hin g T “ Where does he .live P ” I ask, prepared to rush off to Whimpfbit 
weH, and laying out a Jbssop, and do business on the spot. , 

guinea, at the least, on ‘ I don’t know. But I’m afraid it’s no use, as I saw him 
the evening’s instruction yesterday, and he said, now that they were. going to give Lohengrin, 
and amusement he had made up his mmd not to part with it on any account.” 

Happy Thought.- In- „ I rise to go, and Tick, shaking me hy the hand, savs, cheerfully, 
stead of “ dome 1 it well ” Tow look out , and so will I ; and, if I hear of a chance, I ’ll let 


and amusement. 

Happy Thought. —In- 
stead of “doing it well” 


do it letter, and see if ,1 you know at once/ 




ried, I don’t afford such 
expensive luxuries. But stay ”— I stay, and he adds— “ I think I 


can’t e-et a Stall given me We grasp each other’s bands with the fervour of men united in a 
I can on Mran rapj common object, and so part. 

Although married, he has failures, up to now. I try several men. Some said they 

•nnf o-ivpn nr* inVinp* An thought that I always had a Stall, and were coming to ask me. 
“Sous subiects (by Thursday morning .- 1 rush of* to the Theatre. No Stalls. . To 
“serious subjects” V I the Libraries. No Stalls. fCall m at Mtops’s the Librarian, 
mean any thing one hap- Muros’s managing' man. says, that by four o’clock he can get me a 
pens to be personally in- Stall, as there is sure to be a lot returned. Why a lot returned ? 
terestedinatthemoment), Because they don't give Lohengrin to-night. It's put off till Satur- 
and be says, “ My dear day. And on Saturday I am bound to be chez ma tante by the sad 
boy, since I’ve been mar- se ^ a y?V - .. .... . r , 


serious subjects (by 
“serious subjects,” I 
mean anything one hap- 
pens to be personally in- 
terested in at the moment) , 


’ve been mar- sea wave, 


The state of the case is Lohengrin v. Aunt. There will be more 
Lohengrins but no more Aunts, — that is, with Solicitors, and im- 
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can manage you a Stall at Covent Garden : if you don’t mind par- portant business which concerns me. 

ticularly where it is ? ” * Again the papers announce Lohengrin . I am cooling a little 

“ 0 no 1 ” I reply, joyfully (for a guinea saved is a guinea gained) towards Lohengrin. I don’t like the notices, which I have read 
— “ 0 dear no ! ” — this last enthusiastically. [I mentally note down carefully. . I meet Alfred Sharp, so well known m amateur 
as a manual much required, Hints for Economical Amusements ; musical circles, and having the reputation of being able to dine 
or, How to Enjoy Yourself on Nothing a Year A with prof essional , artistes whenever he likes, and even sing duets 

Milburd writes out something on a card, and encloses it in an -with them, and he pooh-poohs Lohengrin. “ You won’t care about 

1 if 5J ho aaxra 
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envelope. it, ne says. 

“ You just present that at either Covent Garden or Drury Lane, * begin to question whether Lohengrin is worth a guinea. . 
and it will do the trick.” Another friend (also musical) exclaims, Not heard Lohengrin l 

Thanks ! Thanks ! Thanks ! I would jump with joy, but my 9» y01 l to hear Lohen 9 ^n. You ’ll find it rather dry, but be 
■atitude knows no bounds. there for the overture.” 

Hawv Thouaht . — Ouenthe envelope, and spa Whn.t TVTtt.-rttrti Tins Has he got a Stall? T ask. _ 


gratitude knows no bounds. 

Happy Thought . — Open tbe envelope, and see what Milburd has 

r ™ J ~ i.: . j.1 i*i i * i 


written. I did" not, onconsideration, like the way in which he said, ty^.he ^ a ^. a ^ 9 ermany5 shillings i a 

m ■“ don * lh * 

He has written on a card, “ Please admit the Bearer to a Stall in ^vjjuinea or the eanation in full it 

Covent Garden. Fhioer-stall preferred, hut Fruit-stall not objected ig Zohm^in - TJZIi a book’ fees to the StalStewr a dinner 
to Or an Apple-stall in Drury Lane.±-{Signed) Milbtod.” ;tfSr®br dZ% 

Now how fortunate I didn t wait till the evening, and then, after Lohengrin , if, as my friend said, Lohengrin is “ dry”), and — I rather 
expending money m a dinner at the Club, and more money in cabs, think, a new pair of eve nin g boots. Still, as I must have these 
present myself on this Tomfool’s errand at the door of either Opera last,— (made on my “last”— this would do for Sydney Smith),— I 
Honse. cannot exactly charge them on Lohengrin, i can hear Lohengrin 

I ’ve a great mmd to cut Milburd. without boots-I mean, without new boots. 

Happy Thought.—!) on’t cut Milburd, but send him an order for Happy Thought .—Give Lohengrin another week, and go some- 
admission for himself, and friends, to the Brighton Aquarium on where else for a third of the money ; or, on further consideration, 
Sunday. and as it’s sure to be hot 'and stuffy everywhere, dine comfortably, 

Cazell used to have a Stall. I call on him. He is away, yachting, and go nowhere. This last resolution is carried. 

What a^fellow, to be away yachting, when there ’s such a chance of It is Thursday evening ; after dinner. I am beginning to forget 

hearing the Music of the Future 1 Just like him, Lohengrin — I am ceasing to care about the Music of the Future, 

Twinton Tick is my man. He is always full of dodges (as I have when 1 hear a voice in the hall, apparently issuing from the coats 
i before mentioned in regard to cheap furniture), and, if he hasn’t got and hats which are hung np helplessly in the shadow, saying, 
a Stall himself, he can tell me how to get one for nothing. I call on petulantly, “ I wish he ’d come.” 

him. Yes, he has a Stall. Bravo ! and can he let me “ No, he As this can’t be the expression of a neglected overcoat, left there 

can’t. The stall is not transferable.” And it isn’t exactly a by its owner, I look in tbe direction of the voice, and descry a friend. 
Stall, he explains, but a Renter’s Ticket, “ That ’s the thing for He asks me have I seen Doddlemus, as he has a Stall for him at the 
yon to do, he says, knowingly ; “buy a Renter’s Ticket! You Opera. # It ’ll be worth hearing. _ It ’s Lohengrin. 

can get it, if you look out, for about seven pounds, and it gives you “ Will you have it ? ” asks friend, desperately, for he can t wait 

a seat for every performance, throughout the year, at Drury for Doddlemtts. . . . 

•Lane, including the Opera. On the most crowded nights they can’t I jump at it. Done !. Hooray ! Tout vient a celui gut attend . 
refuse you admission, even if you stop in the Lobby ; and in the Again I am enthusiastic ! Never was such a friend ! Never was 
winter yon can go to the Panto mim e every night of your life ! ” such an Opera ! Never was such a composer ! My boots will 
Seven pounds I Evidently a bargain. Why the Pantomime alone scarcely hold me, I am so buoyant ! Never were such boots, or never 

wonld be I’ll go and buy one at once. Where are they sold ? wear such boots ! [Another for Sydney Smith or Sheridan.] Ho 

“ Ah,” says Twinton Tick, “ yon ’ll have to bide your time, there ! a cab I The Hansomest and the fleetest ! Mes ctnii& . do 
You might have to wait for another year ; and, at all events, you you not envy me ? I am off to Lohengrin / 1 Away ! I Thank i 
can’t get one for this Opera season ” He sees my sudden and goodness, I ’m dressed ana ready ! 

utter despondency, and hastens to add, by way of consolation, “ But Happy Thought {for Men about Town,— to be added to my Manual 
you look out , — a Renter may die, or become bankrupt, or. go abroad, for Economical Amusement). — Always be m your dress clot lies oy 
and be glad to take anything for his Stall.” 715 e.m., and at your Club. You never know what may happen. 

I ask him if he happens to be acquainted with any Renter who is Let an Englishman’s motto eveT be Ready I Aye Ready i Ana 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 



SCIENTIFIC ACCURACY. 


Ada. “ What .horrid Things Black-Beetles are, Miss Grimm ! The Kitchen is full of 

THEM I ” 

The Governess. “ I agree with you, Ada ! But as they are not Beetles , and not Black, 

PERHAPS YOU WILL CALL THEM COCK-ROAGHES FOR THE FUTURE ! ” 

Ada. “ Certainly, Miss Grimm; although they are not Roaches ', and not Cooks I” 


[July 3 , 1875 . 


MARTYRS AND MARTYRS. 

At a meeting: Reid the other 
day, under the presidency of the 
Duke of Norfolk, supported by 
several noblemen and gentlemen, 
at the Roman-Catholic school- 
room in Great Prescot Street, 
Tower Hill, the subjoined resolu- 
tion, moved by Lord O’Hagan, 
was “ carried by acclamation” 

“That this meeting acknowledges 
the appropriateness of raising in the 
vicinity of Tower Hill the new Church 
of the English Martyrs as a memorial 
of those heroic conservers of Catholic 
faith who shed their blood upon 
that spot, or who underwent painful 
captivity in the Tower.” 

Apart from the foregoing ex- 
planation, most Britons would 
understand by ‘‘English Mar- 
tyrs” those heretics who were 
burnt alive in Smithfield, at Ox- 
ford, and elsewhere, chiefly under 

f ood Queen Mary. Most sects 
ave their Martyrs — to their 
great mutual credit. It will be 
seen that the Martyrs above re- 
ferred to are not Poke’s, but 
might rather be styled Fawkes’s 
Martyrs. 


SOMETHING WANTING. 

Mr. Gladstone has been sell- 
ing liis China. Great disappoint- 
ment was felt that the Collection 
did not contain the dinner-ser- 
vice which had been used for 
Mr. Gladstone’s famous “Three 
Courses.” 


Every Man’s First Essay in 
Vivisection.— -Cutting his teeth. 


it can’t, if you haven’t got on your dress clothes at 715 p.m. at 
latest. 

Ho there I a cab ! What is a shilling ! bah I I might have had 
a more expensive dinner, in view of Lohengrin for nothing ; but it ’s 
no use crying over spilt claret-cup. 

At the Opera,— Don’t get into the line ; only unhappy men ham- 
pered by dowagers, or daughters, get into the line. These men never 
hear an overture. No, I am free I Free as the air I ’m going to 
hear. I am set down (after the usual falsehood to the Policeman 
to the effect that you are not going to the Opera, 0 dear no, but 
going to call, on a matter of life and death, on your doctor in Bow 
Street— when the official is obliged to let you pass), I skip— skip is 
the word— through the gates, I enter tbe vestibule with the air of 
an habituS— I know my road— I show my ticket (just the slightest 
tremble at this supreme moment, lest it should be a practical joke), 
it is acknowledged, and I pass on down the passage, to the Lobby, 
all among the hat and coat-takers, whom, though I do not love, 
for they are extortioners and tormentors, I could now embrace. 
Take it— take my coat ! Take my hat 1 Give me a Number. And 
a book— a book by all means ! 

I am in my Stall as the Conductor gives the last tap of his baton, 
and I shall have my full guinea’s-worth, for nothing I I shall hear 
Lohengrin from the first note to the last I For nothing will induce me 
to quit this Stall to-night, even during an entr’acte , lest I lose the 
fraction of a demi-demi-semi-semiquaver. 

My pencil! my book! I am nothing without notes, any more 
than is the great Composer himself. I am about to make notes on 
notes! Aha! Here are spirits! here's buoyancy! Gee up, my 

Wa.Vlini.Ttrinwrml ft- ii. 1 Jf ml 1 _ t -TTfi 1. , 


‘Warbling Wagner ! Go it, band ! They do ! With one movement 
the pack (to. speak sportingly), is “ away I ” Tallyho ! Yoicks ! 

The pack is in full cry, and Lohengrin will be before us in another 
five minutes. Yoioks! Into him, Fiddler ! Hark the Violoncello I 
Good Bassoon then ! Tallyho ! 

Ah ! here ’s an overture ! ! 

This is music !— descriptive of course. Descriptive of Lohengrin . 
Who was Lohengrin f What is Lohengrin f Wagner is describing 


.er ! Hark the Violoncello I 


Happy Thought — Consult my book. 

I open it. I make a note. 0, who is Lohengrin ? Let me look 
in the Dramatis Persona. What is this ? What do I see ? “ Count 
Almaviva ’’—pooh ! he can’t be in Lohengrin. Next, “The Countess 
(his lady) ” ; then “ Susanna ” — hallo !— then “ Figaro / / / ” 

This settles it. Those Coat-takers have palmed off on me a wrong 
book, and I gave the man sixpence extra for himself. . Will they 
take it back, now that I have been pencilling in it ? I will dash out 
before the Opera begins ; for I will hear Lohengrin from first to last. 
“ Here ! hi ! look here ! You ’ve given me a book of Nozze di 

Figaro , and tbe Opera to-night is ” 

He finishes my sentence for me. 

“ Is Nozze di Figaro , Sir. It ’s been changed.” 

“ What ! I not Lohengrin ? ” 

“ No, Sir.” And he turns to attend to another coat. 

I am as angry as if I’d been done out of a guinea. For me, 
Lohengrin is still the “ Music of the Future.” But, as I am very 
fond of Nozze , I must grin and bear it,— or, 

Happy Thought. — I must Lohen-grin and bear it. 


On a Charming 1 Afternoon at Stafford House. 
“Quorum copbinus foenumque supellex.” — Juvenal. 

This season at least we have small ground for scoffin’ 
When Moody and Sanket declaim against sin : 
Asked to Stafford-House gardens to look at a coffin, 
Not for tea and turn out— but for tea and turn in ! 

Away with all planks, whether thinner or thicker,— 
We ’re to lie in the grave in a flowery disguise, 

And like Moses shall have to he packed up in wicker, 
To the latest edition of “ Haden’s Surprise.” 


A Cool Change of Residence {for the Hot Weather).— Lob 
Northbrook’s (since the deposition of the Guicowar) from Simla t 
Behring’s Straits. 



“ A Berlin ! " 247 
Academicians and Outsiders, 278 
Address to an Atom, 21 
Advantageous Opening. 58 
Advice for the New Tear, 18 
Advice to Those about to hear Salvini, 195 
After-Dinner Speeches, 8S 
All at Sea! SO 
Alliterative M P.’s, 2C7 
All the Fun of the Fair, 161 
Anathema Esto ! 32 
Ancient Clerk (An), 42 
Another Exhibition of Old Masters, 63 
Answer to a Parliamentary Correa pon- 
tfeht, 118 

Anti-Procrustes, 49 

Apollinaris Water in Chancery, 256 

Apt Anniversaiy (An), 141 

“Are you a Mason ? ” 183 

Ashantee War Medal, 77 

“ Astouishing the Native,” 261 

Astronomy and the City, 71 4 

Athletic Sports for Ladies, 181 V 

At the Academy — A Picture Puzzle, 222 

At the Prince of Wales’s. 186 

“ Awful ” Taste in 1875 J 284 

Bacchus and Ceies, 14 

Bankrupt Adage (A), 14 

Battle of the Steeds, 195 

Bazaar Rules, 159 

Beardless Boy (The), 247 

Beaks and Bishops, 165 

Behind the Grille, 194 

Ben Trovato, 194 

Bettering the Instruction, 25 

Better Late than Never, 1 

Between Ourselves, 105 

“Between the Acts,” 26 

Biggar, M.P., 201 

Birds’ Nest? and Baby Farms, 248 

Birds of a Feather, 52, 129 

Bismarck Beatified, 257 

Bits and Bearing-Reins, 2S3 

Bohn’s Catalogue in Black and White, 139 

Boor at Burlington House (A), 207 

“ Bow of Ulysses ” (The), $8 

Brilliant Reception (A), 262 

British Boot (The), 50 

Brittle ! 110 

Broad Brims and Broad Grins, 13 

Brothers in Blue, 127 

Bumper at Parting (A), 34 

Cabman’s Shelter (The), 77 

Captain Boyton Outdone, 179 

Call to Clericals (A), 44 

Canzonet for Christmas Time (A), 8 

Cardinal’s Canterbury Pilgrims (The), 176 

Cardinal Points, -fee., 140 

Case for Cod-Liver Oil, 214 

Catechism on Copyright (A), 162 

Chance for a Composer, 151 

Change of Title, 106 

Chantrey’s Best Monument, 24 “ 

Charges at the Academy, 218 
Charles Kingsley; 55 
Charles Lamb’s Centenary, 7$ 

Chaunt of the Crocodile (The), 61 


Cheerfulness under Difficulties, 73 
Chemical Crackjaw, 251 
Christmas Number & la Mode (A), 1 
Christmas Clog (The), 9 
Christmas Waits, 9 

4< C.ty Terms” and Military Manners, 137 
Cla-s of Fractures (A), 265 
Clerical Representation, 165 
Clothing the Naked, 195 ; 

Cock-fighting and Cruelty, 2S0 j 

Collar’d Head, 14 

Colour-Sergeant’s Complaint (The), 54 | 

Combustible Materials, 73 i 

“ Come up, Neddy ! ” 266 ; 

Comfort for Liberal Commons, 45 j 

Comicalities of Canuon Row (The), 16*2 | 

Coming Hat (The), 149 
Coming out in the East, 79 
Coming Race (The), 121 
Commemoration, 251 
Commemoration Week, 207 
Conservative Caveat (A), 151 
Contented Persons, 273 
Contributions to the Philadelphia Ex- 
hibition, 117 

Conversion and Cant, 214 
Cook’s Earthly Paradise, 97 
Cornish-Matt v. Bishop, 122 
Coronach, 3 2 

Couple of birthdays (A), 19 
Dead-Linguist’s Reason for Cremation 
(A), 171 

De Mortuis Nil Nisi Malum, 181 
Derby-Day Discipline, 223 
Derby Drags, 227 
Derby Dreams for 1875, 233 
Derby of 1876 (The), 240 
Directors' Qualifications, 93 
Discontented Persons, 252 
Disestablished Enceenia (The), 124 
Dog-Day, 236 
Donkey Show (The), 202 
Dramatic Contrast (A), 7 
Duffer, Dictator, 214 
Earthly Paradise (An), 201 
Ecclesiastical Free-Fight (The), 41 
Education of the Upper Classes (The), 277 
Elm*. Willo%51 
Enemy at Cesar’s Camp (The), 194 
Entertainments on the First of April, 151 
Epsom Chronology, 228 
Equestrian Members, 195 
Essence of Parliament, 66, 76, 87, &c. 
Examination Paper for Students on 
Botany, 83 

Excelsior Climbing Boy (The), 272 
Exceptional May (An), 236 
Excerpta Vaticana, 21 
Exchange no Robbery, 133 
Expectant Medicine, 240 
Explanation (An), 139 
Fact for Darwin (A), 42 
Faith and Physic, 267 
Family Budget (The), 180 
Fanatics v. Fishes, 212 
Fashions and Forks, 112 
Fight for the New Forest, 223 


Final Cause (A), 95 w 
First Pinch (The), 35 
Fist, Knife, and Boots, 16iK 
Follow my Leader, 46 ^ 

Fond of his Paper, 117 

For Coley, of Cowley, 73 

For February Fourteenth, 6S 

Found at Epsom, 237 

Free Trade in the Franchise, 257 

Galileo Gallilei, 171 

“Gay Wisdom,” 80 

Gin! 141 

Good City Giants (The), 265 
Good News for the Boys, 268 
Good Word tor a Good Cause (A), 49 
Gorillas and Ghouls, 31 
Government and the Civil Service (The), 
93 

Grand Finale, 207 
Greater than Darwin (A), 71 
Groan of the Oxford Oarsman (The), 117 
Growl from the Zoo, 53 
Guinea-pigs, 107 
Guos out of Gear, 240 
G W. R v. M. R , 80 
Hardly any Difference, 8 
Hardly Credible, 96 
Hard Work for French Adapters, 130 
“ Here feel we but the penalty of Adam," 
44 

Hero, if not Leander, 175 

“ He too was born in Arcadia,” 212 

High and Dry, 161 

Hints for Heralds, 144 

Hints for Mr. Gladstone, &c 64 

Hints on Horseflesh, 159 

Holy Calm (A), 78 

“ Holy Rose of Honduras * (The), 155 

Home-Rule at Large, 140 

Home-Ruler’s Howl (A), 11S 

Hope for All Fools (A), 74 

House for Whallcy (A), 260 

How to Import Cattle, 191 

Hugo and Homer, 274 

Imbecile per Imbecilius, 256 

Imitations at St. Alban’s, 273 

Increase of the Episcopate, 143 

Inevitable, 180 

Infallibility on Strike, 21 

In Good Company, S3 

In Strict Confidence, 196 

In the Name of the Prophet— Tips, 234 

In the Press, 196 

j Irish National School Lesson (An), 129 
Irish Tranquillity, 224 
Jewell’s Apology, 172 
Julian Era (The), 171 
“ Just as the Twig is bent,” &c,, 2 66 
“Just Next Door,” 18 
Keeping his Word, 139 
Killing no Murder, 43 
Knaves of Spades, 95 
Knightley view of Reporting (A), 258 
Ladies’ Colleges— Take Notice, 88 
Ladles of the Long Robe, 172 
Ladies’ University (The), 123 
Lambeth Christmas Pudding, 10 


Land of Liberty (The), 202 

“Larded all with sweet Flowers,” &c., CS 

Last Day of Hunting, 160 

Last Song of a Savage (The), 36 

Late Light of the Bar (The), 97 

Latest Odds (The), 224 

Law and Leather, 111 

Leading and Misleading, 53 

Leander Outdone, 123 

Learning for Lubbers, 277 

Legal, 252 

Lesson m Punctuation Wanted (A), 105 

“ Let it Freeze,” 14 

Leyden* Schiedam, 116 

Liberal Leadership (The), 61 

Liddon’s Mycology, 86 

Lift for Everybody (A), 206 

Likings and Dislikes, 107 

Lines written at the “ Cock,” Fleet St., 

144 

Literary Caution, 86 

London's Modest Requirements, 1C8 

Longevity of Ladies, 108 

Long Price (A), 144 0 

Lord Hertford’s Ukase, 10 

Loss and Gain, 194 

Love’s Sadness, 143 

Maqna ast Veritas, 230 

Man at the Helm (The), 42 

Man with Oliver Cromwell's Head (The), 

67 v 

Marquis Bo-Peep and the Liberal Sheep, 

68 

Martyrs and Martyrs, 288 
Mason who Builds Well (A), 100 
, Matter for Consideration, 111 
Matters and Accidents, 39 
May Meetings, 207 
Mayor’s Nest (A), 284 
Mem. for Miners, 130 
Memo , 4*2 
Men Wanted, 35 
Merry Month of May, 195 
Midsummer Madness, 280 
Missionaries in Motley, 123 
Modem Polyphemus (A), 106 
Moral Song of the Season, 251 
More Coaching Clubs, 255 
Mors Utrinque, ISO 
Mr. Punch on exact Science, 64 
Mrs. Gamp’s Expostulation, 90 
Mrs. Gingham on the New Dyes, 273 
Mrs. Gingham on Toughened G-lass, 268 
Mr. Squaretoe’s Sacrifice, 154 
Musical Revivalism, ISO 
Music of the Future (The), 287 
Naiads’ Appeal (The), 266 
Needledom **. Noodledom, 282 
Ned Haulyard, 49 
New Complaint (A), 95 
New Fashion (The), IS 
New-Fashioned Ghosts, 8 
mm Forest (The), 132 
%saw Forest Exhibition (The), 235 
New Monsters at Rome, 137 
New Novel, 143 

New Version of an Old Proverb, 44 
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New Year’* Nurses (Tho), 2 
Nice Ice-Sports, 17 
No Go, 161 
No Leers, 56 
No Return, 248 
Northward Ho ! 233 
Not before it was Wanted, 74 
Note for Dr. Newman, 51 
Notice of Motion, 139 
Not So Good as a Play, 272 
Nursery Rhymes for the Times, 12, 32, 
39, &c. 

Oak-Apple Day Among the Ladies, 237 
Occasional Happy Thoughts, 3, 29, 45, <fcc. 
Oldest Sword (The), 192 
Only a Half-penny More, 153 
Opening of the French Opera-House 


“Or Else I” 352 

Orthography in the Nursery, 214 
Ortouism and Orthography, 180 
Othello Outdone, 248 
Other View of the Picture (The), 261 
Otium cum Dignitate, 256 
Our Good Wishes, 129 
Our Pantomime Commission, 17 
Our Representative Man. 24 , 85, 160, &c. 
Overworked and Underpaid, 44 
Oxford Commemoration (The), 127 
Parliamentary Notices, 79 
Parliamentary Nuisance, 179 
Parliamentary Report as it should be(A), 
211 

Paying the Piper, 176 

Petticoats in Parliament, 110 

Phayre Trial (A), 153 

(P)io Triumph© ! 208 

Plus de Manche, 52 

Poisoned Hat (The), 262 

Poor Bishop Colenso, 9 

Pope’s Pantheon (The), 89 

Posies for the Poor, 261 

Pray, Pity the Horses, 199 

Preparing for War ! 265 

Probable Consequence, 258 

Progress of Public Business (The), 208 

Proof aiter Letters (A), 149 

Proverbs Refuted, 129 

“Psycho” Surpassed, 217 

Public Schools Mission Calendar, 2S3 

Punch at the Play, 255 

Punch in the Park, 213 

Punch’s Advice to a Baby, S3 

Punch's Agony Column, SO 

Punch’s Exchange and Mart, 277 

Punch’s Folk Lore, 274 

Punch’s Gifts for the New Year, 3 

Punch the Teacher, 283 

Punch to June, 256 

Punch to the King of Siam, 40 

Question Easier Asked, Ac. (A), 49 

Question for Debate, 202 

Question of Instinct (A), 29 

Quite the Reverse, 169 

Race of the True Blues (The), 137 

Real Blessing to Fathers (A), 10 

Reasoning for Ritualists, 127 

Red Rover (The), 161 

Red Study (A), 144 

Regimental Exchanges, 100 

Regular Sell (A), 123 

Rejected Picture (A), 194 

Religion and ReveDge, 272 

Revivalism on the Road, 224 

Ribands and Races, 152 

Right Again! 240 

Right Man in the Right Place (The), 280 
Rite and Wrong, 181 
Rogue's Tattoo (The), 23 
Rooks, Pigeons, and Hawks, 182 
Rotary Rod (The), 107 
Rough’s Last Wrong (The), 31 
Rough Voices from the East End, 28 
Royal Academy Commission, 221 
Royal Speech Anticipated (The), 54 
Rule, Germania ! 58 
Ruler of the (Channel) Waves, 257 
Ruling the Roast, 149 
Sabbatarian Screw-Drivers, 201 
Sabbatarianism Superseded, 144 
Bad Results of Wind, String, and Wea- 
ther, 171 

Salvo to Salvini(A), 181 

Saxon Calumnies, 176 

School Reports of the Future, 211 

Science for Swains, 12 

Seasonable Advertisements, ISO 

Shabby Fellows in the City, 269 

Shaky Brains and Sound Ones, 3 

Shooting in AIL Seasons, 179 

Short Way- with Sots (A), 257 

Sir Hope Grant and Sir Arthur Helps, 130 

Sixpence Apiece 1 169 

Soldi 108 

Some New Ideas for the New Year, 19 
Something Like a Work of Art, 39 
Song for the South Wales Strikers, 140 
Song of Amiens (The). 11 
Song of Christopher Sly, 165 
Song on “ Sky-Blue,” 105 


Special Pantomime Commission, 7 
Specimen (A), 106 
Spiritual Things, 122 
SS. Patrick and George, 192 
Stars and Garters, 71 
Sterndale Bennett and Charles Lyell, 116 
Story of the Seyyid (A), 277 
Strike and Starvation, 58 
Stupendous Act ©f Statesmanship, 118 
Study for the Academy, 33 
Suburban Play(gue) Ground (A), 1 34 
Suggestion for the School-Board (A), 205 
Suited to a Tea, 156 
Summer and Winter, 18 
Superfluous Institutions, 111 
Swain on Vivisection (A), 71 
Symbols for Smokers, 246 
Synonym (A), 1S2 
Taste for China (A), 201 
Teachers and Torturers, 21 8 
Teaching the Teachers, 260 
Temperance in the Kirk, 172 
Temperance Nursing, 223 
“ That Clever Czar ! ” 260 
“ That Unhappy Nobleman,” 224 
Theory and Practice, 57 
“ Things a Lady would like bo Know,” 13 
Things an Earl would like to Know, 258 
Thorough Investigation (A), 97 
To au Early Violet, 185 
To E. P. Flower, 141 
To Langalibalele, 191 
Too Conservative Commons, 174 
“ Too few Cooks spoil the Broth,” 75 
Trade of the Time (A), 68 
Translated for the French, 74 
Tree and Fruit, 279 
Trifle from Brighton (A), 280 
True Leader of the Liberal Party (The), 
57 

Tuffnell (Mr.) v. Senior (Mrs.), 67 
Turn for Tiber (A), 73 
’Twixt Czar and Kaiser, 221 
Two Alexandras, 165 
Two of a Trade, 324 

Two Views of the Earl of Shaftesbury and 
his Donkey, 154 
Ugly Synonym (An), 171 
Under a Hood v . Out of a Hat, 30 
University College of Wales. 53 
University Intelligence, 115 
Unknown Quantity (An), 236 
Unselected! 265 

Un Succfcs de Steam-(Engine), 183 
Unvanquished Veteran (An), 86 j 
Variable Symbol (A), 31 
Very Much Wanted, 49 
Very Term, for it (The), 166 
Victoria, 205 
Viva I'ltalia ! 63 
Vivisection and Science, 62 
Voice from Venus (A), 4 
Waiting to be Won, 248 
Wanted— a Schoolmaster ! 169 
Wanted to Know, 186 
Warned Off the Course, 224 
Warning (A), 111 
Waste of Power, 12 
Way the Wind Blows (The), 182 
Wednesday Wisdom, 74 
Welcome Little Monster ! 269 

w:™f 5 T ateringPlace(A) > 8 

“ What is the German Fatherland ? ” 366 

What it Must Come to, 11 

What Mun 1 do ? and Where Mun I go 9 


What our Valentines May Come to, S3 
What will the Glaziers Say? 164 
Where can they have got it ? 133 
“ Whichever you please, my little dears, 
7 90 

Whims on a Wednesday, 240 
Whist (and its Lights), 213 
Wholesome Reflection (A), 174 
Why I go to Church, 41 
Wilfrid Lawson, 269 
Winter Markets, 13 
Wise Arrangement in Apples (A), 267 
Wit and Water, 213 

Woice of the Kensington Wostryman, 140 

Word for Wagner (A). 245 

Word in Season (A), 235 

Would it Were! 141 

Young Corporal (The), 96 

Zoo and the Mu (The), 65 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

“ Any Port in a Storm,” 103 
Berlin Bullfighter (The), 167 
“Between tuo Acts,” 27 
“ Between Two Fires,” 37 
Bow of Ulysses (The), 59 
“Deserted!” 125 
Dizzy Drowsy, 209 
“Dog” on the Course (The), 230, 231 
Family Likeness (A), 113 
“ Good-bye 1” 47 
“Happy Hampstead ! ” 135 1 
Indignant Bystander (The), 263 
Injured Innocents, 102 
More Slaveries than One, 275 
New Shepherd (The), 69 
Nice Distinction (A), 91 
“O, Lovely Peace,” 219 
" Our Boys 1 ” 253 
Parading the Billmen, SI 
Red Study (Al, 147 
“Reductio Ad Absurdum,” 197 
Regimental Exchanges, 146 
Rough Nursing for the New Year, 5 
Tom Thumb the Great, 177 
‘‘Turning over a New Leaf,” 15 
Waiting to be Won, 242, 243 
Wanted — a Tonic. 157 
Waste-paper Basket (The). 285 
Work for the New Grand Master, 1S7 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS, 

Afternoon Call (An), 95 

Algernon and Lucy at Ascot, 274 

Anxious Motlior and the Indian Prince, 84 

«* Ask him again— and I 'll listen,” 86 

Australian Cousin’s Refreshment (An), 10 

Baiting a Horse— in Ireland, 94 

Bearing-Rein (The), 141 

Beating the Hill for a Woodcock, 63 

Beauty and Good Temper, 266 

Being Entangled, 77 

Best Bitch m the Pack (The), 200 

Birds of a Feather, 12S 

“ Bitter End” of a Concert (The), 185 

Blackbeetles or Cockroaches? 288 

Brown’s Ulster Coat, 174 

Butler and his Mistress’s Age (The), 176 

Cat and Spilt Milk (A), ISO 

Chairs to Suit Tight Skirts, 218 

Children and Dog Tableau, 166 

Clergyman and the Bull-Dogs (The), 267 

Coacbman’s “ Rocking-Horses ” (A), 212 

Cold Water as a Stimulant, 370 

Combination of Art Terms (A), 26 

Cook and the Kitchen-Door Key, 164 



Cook’s Pet Dog (A), 159 
Countryman and School-Boards (A), 110 
Daisy’s First Visit to Church, 217 
Dilatory Art-Critic (A). 161 
Discussion on “Women’s Rights ” (A), 205 
Early Ridiug at Hampstead 279 
Effect of a Tenor’s Song on a Cat, 124 
Elderly Parlour-Maid (An), 62 
Ethel’s Shadow, 262 
Fair Musicians (The), 150 
Feminine Cbat about Major Miniver, 90 
Footman and the Luggage (The), 140 
“For all they have rccoiced,” <fcc., 208 
Forgotten Excuse (The), 239, 

Fresh Morning (A), 75 
Gontlomen of the Hunt all Gone(The), 42 
Gorman Gents who saw Life, 108 
Girl who has not written a Novel (A), 40 
Grandmamma’s Cure for Love, 134 
Grigsby Family entering a Drawing- 
room, 68 

Hair Matched for Lockots, 204 
High-Flown Art-Criticism, 192 
Holidays (for the Horses ?), 72 
Horse Made to Sell (A), 55 
Horse-Stealer and tho Policeman (The), 
237 

Housemaid’s Piano (A), 258 
How to Try the Big Dog’s Pluck, 257 
How wo go to the Derby, 225 
Hunters in Winter and Summer, 256 
Invalid and the Undertaker (Tho), 240 
Irish Car-Driver and Fare (An), 235 
Irish Runaway Mare (An), 80 
Kicking tho Sofa Cushion on Sunday's, 4 
Kilkenny Boy’s “Delight” (A), 162 
Lady Barrister’s Wig (Ah 56 
Lady's Maid's Parting Shot (A), 172 
Lady with the Horse-collar (Tho), 214 
Landlord’s Wife’s Aslios (A). 194 
Little Lady and Footman, 227 
Little Mabel and “the Present,” 112 
Liverpool Wife-Boaters (The), 52 
Living Scarecrow (A), 74 
“Long ” Office Hours, H 
Mabel’s Old Doll, 252 
Major and the Corporal (The), 118 
“Man as can Wait,” &c. (The), 33 
Medical Student’s Thoughts (A), 120 
Miss Julia is not Engaged, 186 
MiBS May’s Piece of Broad. 122 
Mr. Lovell’s “ Box for Salvint,” 196 
Mr. Muff’s Mare at her Fences. 50 
Mr. O' Dowd Courting tho Widow, 191 
Mrs. Prodgors at the Cabman a Shelter, 
106 

Mr. Verdant Green’s Pup, 223 
Nervous Old Lady and Strango Dog, 236 
No First Train for Clonmel, 224 
No such Note as H in Music, 26 
One Piece of Bread for Butter and Jam, 
58 

“ Ongtrays” at tho Servants' Dinner, 14 
Orton Demonstrators (Tho), 104 
Our Raw Recruits, 190 
Pace of a Ladies’ Tandem (The), 138 
Painting a Tropical Landscape in Winter, 
18 

Parasol Hat (A). 45 
People with a Knowledge of Italy, 46 
Port Wine from the Wood, 54 
Private Theatricals — Where to Stand, 156 
“ Provisions ” of a Will (The) 268 
Punch and a Storytelling Bore, 171 
Punch’s Design for a Young Lady’s Dress, 
129 

Reading the News at the Covert Side, 116 
Reason for Living in Rufus’s Reign, 201 
RIncomania, 22 
Ruffian and his Boots (A), 81 
Ruffian’s Plucky Daughter (A), 284 
Saturn-like Hat (A), 280 
“Scolding makes the Room so Dark,” 99 
Scotch Good Templar and Visitor, 233 
Shoeblacks and Money Matters, 19 
Sixpence in the Slit of the ’Bus Door, 43 
Sk&tiDg Collision (A). 20 
Sleighing Party (A), 88 
Smith's Story about an Orange, 86 
Speaking American Beautiful, 73 
Spelling Lancashire with a K. 117 
(Street)- Arab Boy-Hunting, 151 
“Suffering for Righteousness Sake,” 23 
Suffering from ’Ackney, 41 
Tea for a Coalheaver, 8 
“ Thirty-Four ” Port, 181 
Tigers and the Christians (The), 143 
TipBy Scotchmen and Donkey (A), 246 
Travellers without Cigar- Lights, 260 
Two Swells Hailing a Cab, 271 
University Coxswain (A), 132 
Visitor to Detachment at Ballydash, 202 
Warming Up Tyndall and Huxley, 250 
Wedding with only the Cake (A), 269 
What his God-parents did for him, 9 
“ Who Signed Magna Charta ? ” 182 
Why Adam and Eve left Paradise, 63 
Wife-Beater’s Counsel (A), 128 
Wishing to be a Pudding, 51 
Young Lady’s Toy Terrier (A), 247 


Printed by JoBfPh a?!? > in the Parish of St. Mary, Islington, in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Bradbury, Agnesr, ft Co-, Lombard 

Street, In the Precinct of WMteMars, in the City of London, and Published by him at ko. 85, Pleet Street in the PaflSh of g^Brld? , Sty! i 8 , 1875. ' 



PRESIDENT’S 

SECRETARIAT 


LIBRARY 



